Gee 

COURSE 
LBRAR 


Lee  Coflege  library 
Cleveland,    in.  37311 

MOT  TO  BE  TAKEN  QUI 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2012  with  funding  from 

LYRASIS  Members  and  Sloan  Foundation 


http://archive.org/details/lightedpathway1981chur 


NOT  TO  BE  TAKEN 
FROM  THIS  ROOM 


m 


57 


PERIOE 

©MMfiMf¥©Mil3h 


Lighted  Pathway,  Vol.  52, No.  1 


980-81  Illinois 

>^te"|eacher 

of  the 


\fear 


i 


&H5JL 


January,  1981 


Volume  52,  Number  1 


MEMBER 


epa 


EVANGELICAL  PRESS  ASSOCIATION 


Index 

FEATURES 

Penny  Edwards,  Illinois  State  Teacher  of  the  Year 3 

Bittersweet:  Teenage  Journalism,  Henry  N  Ferguson  6 

ARTICLES 

European  Youth  Convention,  Dorothy  Leek 11 

Youth   Bible  Study,   Jerry  Millwood  14 

Love  or  Lust,  w  a  Davis 20 

STORIES 

Harvey,   Birdie  L    Etchison  16 

Driver's  License,  Edith  e  Cutting 18 

NEWS  AND  ACTIVITIES 

Books 21 

Needs  Of  the  Blind,  American  Bible  Society 24 

EDITORIAL 

Today's  Jonah,  Hoyt  E  stone 26 


Staff 


Hoyt  E.  Stone,  Editor 

Alora  Holloway,  Research 

Ledarral  Brumley,  Art  Director 

Johnny  Potter,  Layout  Artist 

James  D.  Jenkins,  Circulation  Mjnager 

O.  W.  Polen,  Editor  In  Chief 

O.  C.  McCane,  General  Director  of  Publications 


(USPS  313-180) 

Published  monthly  at  the  Church  o(  God  Publishing  House,  922  Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tennessee 
37311  All  materials  Intended  for  publication  In  the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  should  be  addressed  to  Hoyt  E. 
Stone  Editor  All  Inquiries  concerning  subscriptions  should  be  addressed  to  Bookkeeping  Department, 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311  Single  subscription,  M  50  per  year;  roll  of  15, 
i*.  50  per  month  single  copy,  50«  Second-class  postage  paid  at  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311  Postmaster, 
send  Form  3579  to  CHUHCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING  HOUSE,  1080  Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tennessee 
37311. 


LETTERS 


Dear  Editor, 

The  February  issue  was  a 
jewel.  All  articles  were 
informative  but  the  one  on 
"Stealing  Music"  was  the 
highlight  for  those  of  us  who 
labor  in  the  vineyard  of 
copyrighted  music. 


Norman  Odium, 


Vice  President 
SESAC  INC. 


Dear  Editor, 

A  recent  issue  contained  a 
particularly  provocative  article, 
"Orphan."  Interesting!  Surprising! 
I  subscribed  after  hearing  you 
talk  in  Detroit. 


Dean  V  Shahmian 


To  the  Editor: 

I'm  thankful  for  the  effective 
job  reflected  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  these  days.  Fresh  and 
relevant. 


Grant  McClung 

Brother  Stone, 

I  feel  good  about  what  I 
read  in  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
The  last  issue  "Your  Body,  Its 
Stewardship"  was  excellent. 
Thanks  most,  though,  for 
putting  our  attitude  toward 
well-known  converts  back  into 
perspective  with  "Super 
Christians." 


James  T   Willoughby 


Dear  Editor, 

I've  seen  tremendous 
improvement  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  recently.  Your  current 
issue  is  one  of  the  best. 


William  A   Reid 


Lighted  Pathway,  January.  1981 


a 

6S0 

;y     f 

V.X- 

Ei 

Feature 


ong  after  my  students  are  grown, 
*  -*  what  they  will  remember  about 
their  teacher  is  how  she  taught,  more  so  than 
the  facts  she  taught." 

So  says  fourth  grade  teacher  Penny  Edwards, 
who  was  recently  selected  from  among  thou- 
sands of  her  peers  as  the  Illinois  State  Teacher 
of  the  Year. 

The  radio  station  in  Penny's  hometown  of 
Kincaid,  when  announcing  that  Penny  was  the 
state  winner,  noted  that  Penny's  curriculum  for 
students  contains  a  blend  of  compassion  for 
others,  good  citizenship,  and  the  desire  for 
excellence  in  education. 

Penny  is  a  member  of  the  Kincaid  Church  of 
God,  James  Tiffin,  pastor.  She  graduated  from 
Lee  College  in  1969,  and  presently  teaches 
fourth  grade  at  Tower  Hill  Elementary  School. 

Her  school  superintendent,  Odus  L.  Cheek, 
says  of  Penny:  "Mrs.  Edwards  is  a  master 
teacher.  She  has  been  a  driving  force  to  provide 
good  school  and  community  relations  by 
promoting  programs  that  lend  themselves  to 
involving  parents  and  the  press." 

Penny's  school  principal  James  Gray  says: 
"Mrs.  Edwards  has  the  respect  of  her  pupils 
past  and  present  and  has  always  promoted 
their  maximum  achievement.  It  is  this  type  of 
selfless  effort  that  leads  to  public  support  of 
our  schools  in  times  when  many  can  only  point 
out  our  failures." 
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about  their  teacher  is  how  she  taught, 
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Penny  gives  the  following  as  a 
sketch  of  her  life: 

"As  a  child  I  often  remember 
my  mother  saying,  'the  best 
things  in  life  are  free.'  It  may 
have  been  a  trite  cliche,  but  I 
found  it  to  be  one  of  those  basic 
truisms,  often  overlooked 
because  of  its  innate  simplicity. 

"My  life  was  full  of  the 
'best  things'  while  growing  up. 
Since  money  was  in  short 
supply,  Dad  often  held  down  two 
jobs  and  Mom  also  worked  to 
help  make  ends  meet.  With 


Those  early  family 
responsibilities  gave  me 
the  poise  and  self-confidence 
to  work  with  and  motivate 
young  people. 


working  parents,  and  being  the 
second  oldest  of  four  and  the 
only  daughter,  I  soon  assumed 
many  of  the  motherly 
responsibilities  such  as  cooking, 
ironing,  and  helping  to  raise  my 
three  brothers.  Trying  to  raise 
three  boys  is  a  task  for  anyone, 
but  when  they  are  your 
brothers  it  becomes  quite  an 
experience.  Along  with  the 
responsibilities  of  mothering 
comes  the  joy  of  being 
important  to  the  family.  Those 
early  family  responsibilities 
gave  me  the  poise  and 
self-confidence  to  work  with 
and  motivate  young  people. 

"Academically,  I  was  a  good 
student,  but  not  an  exceptional 
one.  This  was  not  because  I 
failed  to  grasp  or  understand  the 
concepts,  but  because  testing 
time  was  a  tense  and  frustrating 
experience.  While  that 
experience  was  unpleasant  at  the 


time,  it  paradoxically  enabled  me 
to  be  a  better  teacher,  since  I 
now  understand  that  students 
know  much  more  than  we  can 
test.  I  still  incorporate  tests  into 
my  teaching  strategy,  but  I 
understand  their  shortcomings. 
Personalizing  instruction  to  the 
individual  child  while  involving 
him  in  group  activities  is 
another  way  of  discerning 
whether  the  instruction  is 
internalized. 

"After  high  school  I 
attended  Lee  College  in 
Cleveland,  Tennessee.  The 
thought  of  my  attending  college 
was  foreign  to  my  parents, 
since  I  was  the  first  to  attend  in 
our  family's  history.  After  they 
realized  I  was  sincere  and  could 
make  the  grades,  they  were 
enthusiastic  and  proud.  At 
college  I  received  more  than  a 
diploma,  I  received  priceless 
friendships  and  direction  for 
my  life  both  academically  and 
spiritually. 

"My  college  career  was  an 
active  one.  In  addition  to  a 
full  load  of  classes,  I  also  worked 
at  various  jobs  on  campus. 
These  jobs,  plus  loans,  helped 
finance  my  education.  While 
in  college  I  was  a  cheerleader, 
sweetheart  of  the  athletic 
association,  a  member  of  the 
yearbook  staff,  on  the  dean's 
list,  and  active  on  a  Christian 
work  team. 

"My  student  teaching  was 
done  during  my  junior  year, 
with  the  second  grade.  Since 
graduation  I  have  taught  one 
year  of  second  grade  in  my 
hometown  of  Kincaid,  Illinois, 
and  for  the  past  eight  years  I 
have  been  teaching  fourth 
grade  in  Tower  Hill,  Illinois. 
During  this  time  I  have 
helped  to  develop  an 
individualized  math  program 
and  did  team  teaching  in  math, 


reading,  and  physical 
education. 

"Having  the  children  learn 
the  basics  is  one  of  my  major 
goals  each  year,  but  with  this 
goal  comes  the  realization  of 
what  a  teacher  really  is.  A 
teacher  is  a  source  of  learning 
experiences.  Our  reaction  to 
every  situation  is  a  learning 
experience  for  some  child. 

"As  an  educator,  I  often 
find  myself  promoting  activities 
that  will  involve  and  challenge 
children.  Since  I  am  often 
directing  field  days,  plays, 
musicals  and  worthwhile  causes,  I 
have  acquired  the  'handle' 
'Penny  Planner.'  These  activities 
usually  mean  more  work,  time, 
and  some  criticism.  While  these 
extra  programs  are  challenging 
and  fun  for  our  students,  they 
promote  the  valuable  service 
of  school  and  public  unity. 

"The  meaning  of  various 
holidays  is  often  mistaken  for  a 
day  away  from  school.  To 
help  students  understand  what 
Veteran's  Day  really  means, 
our  class  does  a  unit  about  this 
special  day.  We  also  write 


At  college  I  received  more 
than  a  diploma.  I  received 
priceless  friendships  and 
direction  for  my  life  both 
academically  and  spiritually. 


letters,  draw  pictures,  and  send 
snapshots  of  ourselves  to  the 
Veteran's  Hospital  in  Chicago. 
"One  year  my  class  became 
curious  about  children  with 
Multiple  Sclerosis.  After  studying 
the  disease  and  its  effects,  we 
spent  one  day  as  a  handicapped 
person.  We  soon  came  to 
appreciate  our  healthy  bodies.  To 
show  our  appreciation,  we 
decided  to  raise  money  for  the 
Multiple  Sclerosis  foundation. 
We  sold  treats  during  the  lunch 
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hour  and  collected  donations 
around  town,  raising  $125  in  a 
week's  time. 

"In  my  second  year  of 
teaching,  I  became  aware  of  a 
day  in  September  set  aside  for 


A  teacher's  reaction  to 
every  situation  is  a 
learning  experience  for 
some  child. 


American  Indians.  This  was  an 
excellent  opportunity  for 
students  to  better  understand 
their  country's  history.  For  the 
past  seven  years  the  fourth 
grade  spent  one  week  learning 
about  Indian  lifestyles.  At  the 
end  of  this  week  the  entire 
school  has  an  Indian  Field  Day. 
This  includes  Indian  games, 
songs,  dances,  authentic  artifacts, 
and  Navaho  bread  and  teas. 
As  a  special  attraction,  Chief 
Illiniwek  from  the  University 
of  Illinois  has  performed  three 
years  for  this  event. 

"The  bicentennial  play,  'Let 
George  Do  It,'  is  one  of  my 
most  memorable  undertakings.  A 
fellow  teacher,  Karen  Bricker, 
and  myself  organized  crafts  for 
grades  one  through  five  for 
students  not  involved  with  the 
musical.  We  then  selected 
fifty-three  students  from  these 
grades  to  be  narrators,  singers, 
and  dancers.  It  was  an  elaborate 
musical  based  on  the  heritage 
of  America.  We  received  news 
coverage  from  the  television 
station  in  Decatur,  Illinois,  which 
was  a  first  for  our  school.  The 
surrounding  newspapers  worked 
hand  in  hand  with  us  to  cover 
our  performances  at  school, 
nursing  homes,  and  the  Pana, 
Illinois,  Heritage  Days. 

In  organizing  a  Halloween 
raffle,  the  Campbell  Soup  and 
Post  label  contest,  our  school 
has  been  able  to  obtain  free 


Philosophy  of 
Tpoching 


by  Penny 
Edward/ 


Through  personal  experience  I 
hove  found  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant keys  to  learning  is  self- 
image.  If  o  child  feels  good  about 
himself,  then  he  will  feel  he  has 
the  ability  to  learn.  How  a  child 
perceives  himself  will  be  how  he 
reacts  to  whot  I  teach.  LUhen 
there  is  a  negative  self-image, 
the  child  is  reluctant  to  become 
involved  in  learning  situations.  A 
positive  self-image  enhances  en- 
thusiasm and  freedom  to  become 
involved  and  share  ideas. 

Too  often  o  child  is  set  up  for 
failure  by  being  expected  to  ac- 
complish according  to  someone 
else's  standards.  These  standards 
could  refer  to  on  older  brother, 
the  boy  next  door,  or  even  the 
child's  parents.  In  order  for  a 
child  to  have  a  better  self-image, 
I  set  him  up  for  success.  With 
every  good  word,  smile,  or  mark, 
his  confidence  is  elevated.  With 
o  positive  self-image,  the  learn- 
ing process  is  more  reol, 
more   meaningful,    and 
much  more  wholesome. 

Enjoyment  is  the  sec- 
ond key  to  learning  in 
my  philosophy.  I  strive 
to  be  enthusiastic  and  en 
ergetic  with  my  class.  I  want 


to  teach  so  thot  if  I  were  a  stu- 
dent, I  would  want  to  learn    If  I 
am  not  enjoying  what  I  teach,  I 
cannot  expect  my  students  to  be 
interested  or  become  involved. 
Teaching  a  child  a  new  concept  is 
especially  exciting  when  you  see 
the  look  of  understanding  in  his 
eyes. 

It  is  my  obligation  os  o  teacher 
to  expect  the  very  best  from  each 
child.  The  very  best  they  can  do 
only  comes  through  hard  work,  fit 
the  onset  of  the  yeor,  my  children 
ond  parents  are  made  owore  of 
the  objectives  for  fourth  grade. 
Doing  their  best  academically, 
emotionally,  physically,  and  so- 
cially   promotes    the    growth 
necessary   for   o   well-rounded 
child. 

My  goal  as  a  teacher  is  to 
help  eoch  child  develop  to  his 
fullest  capacity.  To  ochieve  this 
goal  I  strive  to  be  positive,  enjoy 
my    work,    ond    do    my 
best.  With  this  attitude, 
I  hope  to  shore  some 
^^\of   the  joys   of   living 
V^l  with  my  children.  In  doing 
p5^  this,  I  would  consider 
myself  a  faithful  steward 
of  my  tolents.  □ 


audiovisual  equipment, 
classroom  aides,  and  playground 
equipment. 

"Coordinating  the  Young 
Authors  Contest  has  been  a 
very  rewarding  experience  for 


me.  This  program,  sponsored 
by  the  Office  of  Education,  has 
encouraged  all  concerned  to 
improve  their  literary  skills. 

"This  honor  for  'Teacher  of 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  10 
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The  magazine  the  youngsters  publish  is 
called  Bittersweet,  after  a  vine-bearing,  fi- 
ery red  berry  that  once  grew  profusely  on 
the  bluffs,  bushes,  and  rail  fences  of  these 
hills.  Bittersweet  is  also  a  name  given  to 
nostalgic  memories  of  times  and  ways  long 
past,  which  the  magazine  attempts  to 
recapture. 

A  Washington,  D.C.  foundation  known 
as  IDEAS  put  up  the  money  to  pay  for 
getting  the  publication  started  in  1973. 
Students  beat  the  bushes  selling  advance 
subscriptions.  A  bluegrass  festival  netted 
the  youngsters  $400.  The  magazine  has 
been  self-supporting  ever  since. 

Although  Birrersweer  is  published  by 
youngsters  who  do  all  the  work  from  writ- 
ing to  layout,  it's  no  childish  endeavor.  It's 
a  professionally  produced,  sixty-eight-page 
magazine  with  over  three  thousand  sub- 
scribers— at  eight  dollars  a  year,  plus  a 
good  newsstand  sale. 

Published  quarterly,  it  specializes  in  well- 
researched  and  vividly  illustrated  features, 
concerning  such  pioneer  skills  as  making 
sorghum  molasses,  the  joys  and  pains  of 
cooking  on  an  old  wood-burning  stove,  hog 
butchering,  midwifery,  and  fiddle  making — 
all  arts  that  are  rapidly  vanishing  from  this 
once  backwoods  region. 

Articles  on  subjects  as  diversified  as  the 
old-time  pie  supper,  cave  crawling,  sheep 
shearing,  burial  customs  of  the  mountain 
people,  horse  and  buggy  medicine,  the  fine 
art  of  coon  hunting  with  mules,  and  the 
intricacies  of  hill  country  courtship,  have 
been  featured  in  the  magazine's  pages. 

Student  reporters  have  probed  deep  into 

the   rugged   hills   to   ferret   out   stories    on 

ancient  country  stores,  and  have  researched 

the  Osage  Indians  whose   vil- 

would  scarcely  expect  to  wander  into  a  ,                     ,  .      ,  ... 

..  .  u-  u     u     i      j  j-               i     „•  lages  once  dotted  this  area 

lall-town  high  school  and  discover  a  bustling,  * 

magazine-publishing  business,  run  by  kids.  before  the  whlte  man  came> 
s  exactly  what  one  can  find  in  the  picturesque  They  have  searched  the 
Lebanon,  fifty  miles  northeast  of  Springfield,  back  country  to  discover 
the  town's  surrounding  prairies  are  the  long-ago  schools  and  church- 

hills  of  the  Ozark  Mountains,  es  nestled  in  almost  forgotten 

valleys,   the   structures  crumbling  now   in 

mute  oblivion. 

Every  weekday  afternoon  during  the  school 
year,  some  two  dozen  students  and  their 
teacher-advisor,  Mrs.  Ellen  Massey,  meet 


guson  Photos 


for  a  class  that  bears  the  impressive  title 
"Language  Arts  23,  Writing  for  Magazine 
Publication." 

A  typical  work  session  might  find  a 
student  processing  film  in  the  darkroom.  A 
couple  of  others  could  be  checking  nega- 
tives, selecting  the  best  for  a  particular 
story.  Toward  the  issue's  deadline  a  young- 
ster will  be  found  carefully  typing  up  stories, 
getting    the    pages    camera-ready    for    the 


". . .  the  students  also  handle 
the  business  end.  They  are 
the  officers  and  board  of 
directors  of  the  nonprofit, 
tax-exempt  corporation." 


printer.  The  final  task  is  taking  the  pages 
to  the  press  in  Springfield  and  bringing  the 
finished  magazines  back  in  Mrs.  Massey's 
daughter's  pickup  truck. 

In  addition  to  publishing  Bittersweet,  the 
students  also  handle  the  business  end.  They 
are  the  officers  and  board  of  directors  of 
the  nonprofit,  tax-exempt  corporation.  The 
staff  makes  all  decisions,  keeps  the  books, 
handles  correspondence  and  circulation,  and 
constantly  does  publicity  and  promotion. 

Professional  writers  and  photographers 
with  years  of  experience  often  find  it  diffi- 
cult to  research,  write,  and  satisfactorily 
illustrate  a  thought-provoking  article.  Yet 
Bittersweet  does  it,  and  does  it  well,  with 
fifteen-,  sixteen-  and  seventeen-year-old  boys 
and  girls  who  have  never  interviewed  any- 
one, taken  a  photograph,  or  written  any- 
thing more  substantial  than  an  English 
assignment. 

One  year  the  staff  of  Bittersweet  decid- 
ed to  look  into  the  mysteries  of  old- 
fashioned  sorghum-molasses  making — almost 
a  forgotten  art.  Students  Danny  and  Ronnie 
Hough,  along  with  Janet  Florence,  were 
assigned  the  reporting  chore.  The  Elva 
Hough  family  agreed  to  oversee  the  proj- 
ect. Even  so,  it  had  been  many  years  since 
the  Houghes  had  made  molasses. 

The  students  planted  the  cane  patch  in 
the  spring,  cultivated  it  during  the  early 
summer,  and  kept  the  stalks  thinned  by 
hand.  The  crop  was  harvested  in  October. 
It  was  a  disaster. 

Instead   of  using  proper  molasses   cane 
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seed,  they  had  used  seed  from 
forage  cane  developed  for 
cattle  fodder. 

Next  year  they  knew  better, 
and  their  subsequent  attempt 
resulted  in  a  delicious  product 
of  light-amber  molasses.  The 
youngsters  also  gained  a  better 
understanding  of  the  difficulties 
their  grandparents  had  to 
master  in  order  to  survive.  They 
also  had  a  highly  interesting 
story  and  some  excellent  pictures 


for  their  magazine. 

Many  readers  clamor  for  more 
how-to  stories  covering  the 
earlier  ways  of  doing  things.  The 
students  research  these  in  the 
field  and  turn  their  findings  into 
features  as  rapidly  as  time 
permits.  Through  their  earnest 
digging  they  have  been  able 
to  produce  stories  on  such 
activities  as  making  lye  soap, 
the  procedure  followed  in 
plucking  a  duck  and  stuffing  a 
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featherbed,  how  to  make 
railroad  ties,  and  the  art  of 
making  apple  cider. 

One  story  often  leads  to 
another.  A  visit  to  a  neighbor 
living  on  a  distant  ridge  may 
result  in  a  trip  to  see  his 
friend,  who  could  be  adept  at 
building  spring  houses,  may  be 
a  reformed  moonshiner,  or  a 
master  of  the  craft  of 
constructing  a  brush  arbor  for  a 
camp  meeting. 

One  of  the  weirdest 
assignments  ever  handed  out 
to  a  story-seeking  team  sent 
them  on  a  coon-hunting 
expedition  using  coon-hunting 
mules.  The  thermometer 
registered  one  degree  below  zero 
the  night  they  made  their 
hunting  debut. 

Arrangements  had  been 
made  with  a  couple  of  veteran 
coon  hunters  to  guide  them. 
When  the  students  arrived  at  the 
rendezvous  they  found  that  all 
prehunt  arrangements  had  been 
made:  mules  saddled  and 
bridled  and  permission  obtained 
from  the  landowner.  The 
reporters  were  fitted  with  hard 
hats.  "Just  to  protect  your 
head  in  case  you  hit  a  limb," 
cautioned  Doc  Bryant,  one  of 
their  mentors. 

The  accompanying  dogs 
were  turned  loose  to  search  for  a 
coon  and  the  mule  riders 
started  after  them,  single  file,  in 
the  dark.  An  hour  later  the 
distant  baying  of  the  dogs 
indicated  a  treed  coon.  The 
safari  plowed  through  heavy 
brush  and  timber  for  what 
seemed  an  eternity  to  the 
amateur  hunters  before  they 


caught  up  with  the  hounds. 

The  coon  was  up  a  tall  oak 
tree.  A  light  flickered  upward, 
pinpointing  the  animal  crouched 
on  a  limb,  its  little  black  mask 
and  ringed  tail  reflecting  the 
beam.  The  frightened  creature 
was  covering  its  ears  with  its 
front  paws  in  an  effort  to  shut 
out  the  clamor  of  the  barking 
dogs. 

However,  the  coon  had  nothing 
to  fear.  A  cold,  heavy  mist 
was  setting  in,  the  hounds  were 
called  off,  and  the  group 
started  for  home.  On  the  way 
Doc  explained  some  things 
about  coon  hunting  with  mules. 

"First,"  he  said,  "you  must 
buy  a  mule,  which  can  cost 
between  $400  and  $1,500.  Be 
sure  he  can  jump  fences  because 
when  you're  coon  hunting  you 
don't  have  time  to  look  for  a 
gate.  The  ideal  size  is  about 
thirteen  hands — any  taller  and 
you  will  always  be  hitting 
your  head  on  limbs.  Don't  worry 
about  the  mules  finding  their 
way  through  the  brush  at 
night — they  can  see  in  the 
dark.  If  a  hunter  gets  lost,  no 
need  to  panic — just  give  the 
mule  his  head  and  he'll  bring 
you  home." 

The  students  were  told  how 
mules  jump  fences  when  coon 
hunting.  Unlike  a  horse,  a  mule 
jumps  over  from  a  standing 
position.  But  first  the  top  strand 
of  wire  is  tied  down  taut  so 
the  animal  will  not  hook  his 
knees  on  it  as  he  goes  over. 
Mules  put  out  just  enough 
energy  to  clear  the  fence 
— usually  with  only  an  inch  to 
spare. 


It  had  been  a  tough  night 
for  the  kids,  but  they  had 
captured  another  authentic 
story  of  the  Ozarks. 

The  young  reporters  will 
tackle  anything.  Birrersweef  staff 
members  spent  several  months 
learning  the  art  of  spelunking,  or 
cave  crawling,  from  George 
Kastler,  a  former  graduate  of 
Lebanon  High  School  and  now 
naturalist  at  nearby  Bennett 
Spring  State  Park.  He  taught 


"George  Kastler  taught  them 
how  to  skid  over  mud  slides, 
wade  through  icy  streams, 
and  inch  their  way  along 
narrow  underground 
ledges." 


them  how  to  skid  over  mud 
slides,  wade  through  icy 
streams,  and  inch  their  way  along 
narrow  underground  ledges. 

They  learned  that  different 
seasons  mean  different 
preparations  for  exploring.  A 
heavy  snow  can  make  the  trail 
to  a  cave  impassable;  heavy 
rains  can  cause  flash  flooding 
while  they  are  underground. 
Kastler  cautioned  the  students 
to  always  obtain  permission  of 
the  owner  before  entering  a 
cave,  to  never  go  in  alone,  and 
to  always  notify  someone 
before  going  in. 

Robert  McKenzie  learned  a 
lesson  the  hard  way.  Ignoring  a 
warning  to  stay  with  the 
others,  he  stopped  to  take 
pictures,  accidentally  dropped 
his  flashlight  into  a  deep  pool  of 
water,  and  found  himself  in 
total  darkness.  Fighting  panic,  he 
attempted  to  find  a  way  out 
of  the  maze  of  rock  and  mud. 
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Feature 


He  lost  all  sense  of  direction 
and  time.  Finally  he  forced 
himself  to  sit  down  and  wait 
for  the  return  of  the  others. 

The  subsequent  story  on 
spelunking  revealed  just  one 
more  aspect  of  the  interesting 
country  in  which  the  students 
live. 

Usually  a  team  of  three 
students  will  be  assigned  to  a 
story.  One  interviews  and  takes 
notes;  one  operates  a  tape 
recorder;  the  other  takes 
pictures.  The  students  receive 
credit  for  a  regular  English 


"They  have  discovered  that 
there  is  no  real  generation 
gap  between  old  and  young 
in  the  hills." 


course  and  are  graded  on  such 
things  as  meeting  a  deadline 
(determined  by  themselves),  the 
amount  of  time  they  put  in, 
their  willingness  and  enthusiasm, 
and  whether  they  do  an 
accurate  and  complete  job  of 
reporting. 

What  do  the  students  get  out 
of  all  this  work?  They  have 
discovered  that  there  is  no  real 
generation  gap  between  old 
and  young  in  the  hills.  They 
gain  a  healthy  respect  for 
their  elders  and  the  skills  they 
possess,  plus  a  genuine 
appreciation  and  a  better 
understanding  of  a  way  of  life 
that  has  become  almost  extinct. 
There  is  also  an  immense 
satisfaction  in  knowing  they  are 
uncovering  much  of  the  old 
culture  of  the  mountains  and  are 
recording  the  heritage  left  by 
their  forefathers  before  it 


becomes  lost  forever. 

The  expertise  of  these 
youngsters  is  now  such  that  a 
number  of  high  schools  and 
colleges  around  the  country 
use  the  publication  as  a  text  for 
writing  courses.  Student 
staffers  have  traveled  as  far  as 
Colorado  and  Hawaii  to 
conduct  workshops  for  schools 
interested  in  starting  their  own 
magazines. 

As  a  further  indication  of 
the  popularity  of  their  work,  a 
book  called  B/rrersiveer 
Country  has  just  been  published 
by  Anchor  Press/Doubleday. 


PENNY  EDWARDS 

(Continued  Irom  page  5) 


the  Year'  does  not  belong 
solely  to  Penny  Edwards.  It 
must  be  shared  with  fellow 
workers,  friends,  family,  and 
especially  a  good  husband  who 
inspires,  listens  to,  and  consoles 
me. 

"Reminiscing  about  my  life  has 
made  me  realize  the  priceless 
legacy  that  I  have  received  from 
my  parents  and  grandparents, 
the  gift  of  love,  and  a  Christian 
heritage.  This  reinforces  the 
saying  that  the  best  things  in  life 
.  .  .  are  truly  free."  □ 
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He  lost  all  sense  of  direction 
and  time.  Finally  he  forced 
himself  to  sit  down  and  wait 
for  the  return  of  the  others. 

The  subsequent  story  on 
spelunking  revealed  just  one 
more  aspect  of  the  interesting 
country  in  which  the  students 
live. 

Usually  a  team  of  three 
students  will  be  assigned  to  a 
story.  One  interviews  and  takes 
notes;  one  operates  a  tape 
recorder;  the  other  takes 
pictures.  The  students  receive 
credit  for  a  regular  English 


"They  have  discovered  that 
there  is  no  real  generation 
gap  between  old  and  young 
in  the  hills." 


course  and  are  graded  on  such 
things  as  meeting  a  deadline 
(determined  by  themselves),  the 
amount  of  time  they  put  in, 
their  willingness  and  enthusiasm, 
and  whether  they  do  an 
accurate  and  complete  job  of 
reporting. 

What  do  the  students  get  out 
of  all  this  work?  They  have 
discovered  that  there  is  no  real 
generation  gap  between  old 
and  young  in  the  hills.  They 
gain  a  healthy  respect  for 
their  elders  and  the  skills  they 
possess,  plus  a  genuine 
appreciation  and  a  better 
understanding  of  a  way  of  life 
that  has  become  almost  extinct. 
There  is  also  an  immense 
satisfaction  in  knowing  they  are 
uncovering  much  of  the  old 
culture  of  the  mountains  and  are 
recording  the  heritage  left  by 
their  forefathers  before  it 


becomes  lost  forever. 

The  expertise  of  these 
youngsters  is  now  such  that  a 
number  of  high  schools  and 
colleges  around  the  country 
use  the  publication  as  a  text  for 
writing  courses.  Student 
staffers  have  traveled  as  far  as 
Colorado  and  Hawaii  to 
conduct  workshops  for  schools 
interested  in  starting  their  own 
magazines. 

As  a  further  indication  of 
the  popularity  of  their  work,  a 
book  called  Bittersweet 
Country  has  just  been  published 
by  Anchor  Press/Doubleday. 
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the  Year'  does  not  belong 
solely  to  Penny  Edwards.  It 
must  be  shared  with  fellow 
workers,  friends,  family,  and 
especially  a  good  husband  who 
inspires,  listens  to,  and  consoles 
me. 

"Reminiscing  about  my  life  has 
made  me  realize  the  priceless 
legacy  that  I  have  received  from 
my  parents  and  grandparents, 
the  gift  of  love,  and  a  Christian 
heritage.  This  reinforces  the 
saying  that  the  best  things  in  life 
.  .  .  are  truly  free."  □ 
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De  Bron  1980 


Second  European  Youth 

Convention  by  Dorothy  Leek 


obert,  a  soldier  in  the 
United  States  Army  in 
Augsburg,  Germany,  took  two  of 
his  buddies  along  with  him 
and  both  surrendered  their  lives 
to  Christ.  Robert  also  received 
a  call  to  preach  the  gospel. 
Some  of  the  thirty-eight 
young  people  who  traveled 
fifty-two  hours  by  bus  from 
Italy  to  Holland  were  still 
unsaved  when  the  convention 
closed  on  Friday  night.  Then  one 
month  later,  we  got  a  letter 

A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


from  their  pastor,  Filippo 
Lombardo.  "The  unsaved 
young  people  we  took  to  Holland 
have  become  Christians  since 
coming  back  home.  We  are  also 
seeing  results  of  this  in  their 
families.  We  rejoice  at  what  God 
did  for  them  at  the  convention." 

Reiner,  a  young  German, 
was  completely  broken  by  God 
in  the  Wednesday  night 
service.  On  leaving  the 
auditorium,  he  found  a  friend 
at  the  door  who  was  having 


spiritual  problems.  He  grabbed 
his  arm.  "Come  on,"  he  said, 
"we're  going  to  find  a  place  to 
pray!"  Together,  in  the  woods 
surrounding  the  convention 
center,  they  talked  things  over 
with  the  Lord. 

These  are  just  a  few  of 
the  things  God  did  and  is  still 
doing  for  many  of  the  four 
hundred  young  people  who 
came  from  England, 
Holland,  Germany,  Scotland, 
France,  Italy,  Rumania, 
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and  United  States  Army  bases 
to  one  of  the  greatest 
conventions  the  European 
Church  has  ever  witnessed. 

Some  of  the  outstanding 
workshops  conducted  in  the 
mornings  included  "Biblical 
Evangelism"  and  "Youth 
Involvement  in  Discipleship" 
by  Trandafir  Sandru  of 
Rumania;  and  "The  Wonder 
of  Worship"  by  Andre  Weber, 
overseer  of  France.  Discussion 
groups  were  organized  after  each 
class,  enabling  young  people  to 
ask  questions  and  express 
themselves.  Following  Stan 
Brown's  class  on  "Metropolitan 
Evangelism,"  ninety-one  young 
people  stood  to  their  feet  to 
commit  themselves  for  one 
year  to  evangelism  in  the  cities 
of  Europe. 

The  evening  services  were  rich 
in  worship,  music,  and 
anointed  preaching.  Special 
speakers  were  Stan  Brcwn, 
director  of  Evangelism  and 
Youth;  Floyd  McClung,  Jr., 
Youth  With  a  Mission  in 
Holland;  Jake  Popejoy, 
overseer  of  Italy;  Winston  Willis, 
youth  board  member  from 
England;  and  Gary  Smith, 
military  pastor  in  Germany. 
The  Holy  Spirit  challenged  many 
people  to  a  deeper  spiritual 
life  and  a  more  intense 
commitment  to  Christian 
service.  Eleven  persons  were 
filled  with  the  Spirit.  Some 
made  first-time  decisions  for 
Christ. 

"First-class"  and  "fantastic"  was 


how  some  people  described 
the  music  program  coordinated 
by  Rafael  Ortiz,  former 
professional  singer,  and  minister. 
Rafael  was  amazed  at  the 
amount  of  talent  in  the 
European  church.  Teen  Talent 
performers  thrilled  us  with  their 
abilities  and  dedication  on  the 
piano,  violin,  guitar,  and  in  solo 
and  group  singing.  The 
Burning  Candles  of  Zwolle, 
Holland,  probably  Europe's 
best  gospel  youth  choir  and 
band,  brought  the  convention 
to  an  exciting  close  on  Friday 
night  with  one  hour  of  music 
and  testimonies.  Our  own 
Majestic  Singers  from  England 
and  The  Messengers  from 
Germany  did  a  great  job 
ministering  on  other  nights. 

The  Teen  Talent  Bible  Quiz 
on  the  Book  of  Acts  was  won  by 
the  amazing  team  from 
England  who  hardly  missed  an 


answer.  Germany  came  in  a 
close  second.  Creative  Writing 
and  Creative  Arts  were 
represented  on  a  small  scale.  We 
hope  these  will  continue  to 
generate  interest  in  Europe. 

There  was  a  tremendous 
amount  of  enthusiasm  on  the 
football  field  and  volleyball 
court  on  Monday,  Wednesday, 
and  Friday  afternoons.  England 
carried  off  first  prize  for 
soccer  and  Holland  won  the 
volleyball  tournament.  Tuesday 
and  Thursday  afternoons  were 
free  for  cycling,  horseback  riding, 
boating,  swimming,  shopping, 
and  sight-seeing. 

It  all  came  to  an  end  far 
too  quickly.  Following  the 
afterglow  and  presentation  of 
awards  on  Friday  night,  nobody 
wanted  to  go  to  bed.  It  was 
about  midnight,  and  I  couldn't  go 
to  sleep.  The  whole  campus 
was  alive  with  laughing,  singing, 
and  talking.  I  got  up  to  go  for 
a  walk,  but  got  no  further  than 
the  table  tennis  room  where 
about  twenty  Dutch,  English,  and 
German  young  people  were 
singing  to  guitars,  talking  about 
the  Lord,  and  playing  table 
tennis.  This  was  the  spirit  of  De 
Bron — learning  to  accept  and 
love  young  people  from  other 
cultures  and  languages;  eating 
together;  praying  together;  and 
loving  the  Lord  together.  Best 
of  all,  many  of  us  grew  a  few 
more  inches  in  our  Christian 
stature.  For  all  these  blessings 
we  say,  "Thank  You,  Jesus! 
You  deserve  all  the  praise."  □ 
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ENNIE  S.TRIPLETT 

vtor,  Lawrenceville  Church  of  God 
vrenceville,  Georgia 


A/io/nte«/Preaching! 

Pactnr  Trinlatt  anil  tho  ontiro   I  oiAironraiiilla  ^^aa*^ 


? 


Pastor  Triplett  and  the  entire  Lawrenceville 
Church  of  God  invite  you  to  share  their  Sunday 
services -recorded  Live  on  high  quality  90  minute 
cassette  tape. 


Subs 


ntroductory 


weeks— Sunday  morning  services— Reg.  price  $32.50— Now  $25.00 
weeks— Sunday  evening  services— Reg.  price  $32.50— Now  $25.00 
weeks — Both  Sunday  services— Reg.  price  $65.00 — Now  $45.00 
h  week — for  13  weeks — you  will  receive,  in  the  mail,  our  complete 
:es  a  perfect  gift  for  shut-ins  or  unsaved  loved  ones. 


ts,  I  want  to  subscribe! 

iclosed  is  $ for  my 

l-weeks  subscription. 

mi  my  tapes  to: 


Send  me  the  following: 

5  13-weeks-  Sunday  morning  services s2500 

I  13  weeks-  Sunday  evening  services ....  s2500 

■  13  weeks- BOTH  Sunday  services s4500 


lame_ 
ddress 
ity — 


tate. 

ip— 


Sunday  service,  recorded  Live  on  tap 

Lawrenceville 
Church  of  God 

Media  Department 

P.O.  Box  615 

Lawrenceville,  Georgia  30246 

(404)963-4858 

If  you  would  like  a  complimentary 
copy  of  one  of  our  services, 
send  $1.50  for  postage  and 
handling  to  the  above  address. 


tonal  subscription* — onctoae  nam*  and 
>n  separata  thee*  ot  paper. 
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Poocomokor/  Bible  In/kitule/ 

offer  a  unique  method  of 

biblical  /fcudy  while  providing 

For  /ociol  interaction  among 

young  people." 


The  Bible  is  practical, 
relevant,  and  strikingly 
contemporary.  It  has 
answers  to  problems  faced  by 
today's  young  people.  If  the 
Bible  is  presented  as  a  book 
of  impractical  theories  and 
irrelevant  concepts,  youth  are 
not  interested.  When  the  Bible  is 
made  appealing,  young  people 
will  research,  study,  adopt,  and 
apply  it  to  their  everyday 
lives. 

As  a  young  person  in  today's 
world,  you  need  to  develop 
spiritual  stability.  You  need  a 
source  of  concrete  answers  for 
complex  times.  As  a  young  man, 
David  recognized  his  need  for 
a  lamp  to  shine  around  him  and 
a  light  to  guide  him.  His 
source  was  the  Word  of  God 
(Psalm  119:105). 

As  a  young  person  about 
twelve  years  old,  Daniel  was 
taken  captive  by  a  pagan 
society.  He  "purposed  in  his 
heart"  never  to  defile  himself 
and  to  always  serve  God 
(Daniel  1:8). 


Every  person  wants  to  be 
successful.  Studying  God's 
Word  makes  us  realize  success 
comes  by  prayer  and 
meditation  on  the  Word  (Joshua 
1:8;  Psalm  1).  Spiritual 
maturity  cannot  come  apart  from 
the  study  of  God's  written 
Word,  as  applied  by  the  Holy 
Spirit  (1  Peter  2:2).  God's 
Word  brings  salvation  (2 
Timothy  3:15;  James  1:18), 
gives  guidance  (Psalm  119:105), 
helps  Christians  overcome 
temptation  (Psalm  119:11),  gives 
cleansing  (Psalm  119:9),  and 
nourishes  the  soul  (Hebrews 
5:12-14). 

In  a  survey  of  one  hundred 
college  freshmen,  Hopkins 
discovered  "there  is  a  high 
correlation  between  knowledge 
of  the  Bible  and  maturity  of 
religious  thought  and 
experience.  Conversely,  ignorance 
of  the  Bible  and  confusion  of 
religious  direction  and  motivation 
go  hand  in  hand."  Hopkins 
further  observed  that  "students 
who  are  well-grounded  in  the 


m/TiTUT€/..YOM\n  DID 
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Scriptures  tend  to  be 
considerably  more  inclined 
toward  Christian  commitment 
than  students  who  have  not 
had  the  advantage  of  effective 
Bible  training." 

Peacemakers  Bible  Institutes 
offer  a  unique  method  of 
biblical  study  while  providing  for 
social  interaction  among 
Peacemakers.  PBI  has  proven 
that  the  study  and  application 
of  Scripture  can  be  both 
enjoyable  and  exciting. 

Peacemakers  Bible  Institutes 
are  sponsored  by  the  General 
Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  in 
cooperation  with  the  General 
Department  of  Education. 
They  are  designed  to  involve 
young  people,  ages  twelve 
through  nineteen,  in  a 
comprehensive  and  enjoyable 
study  of  the  Word  of  God. 
Conducted  simultaneously  with 
the  Ministerial  and  Lay 
Enrichment  Institutes,  these 
institutes  meet  one  night  each 
week  for  nine  weeks, 

Audu 

le  i/  practical,  ^^ 

nd  /kri  kingly 
>orary.  It  ha/ 
'  co  problem/ 
>day> young 
people." 


beginning  February  or  March  in 
most  states. 

Each  study  session  is  divided 
into  two  parts:  the  first  half 
will  be  devoted  to  a  special 
study  text  entitled  A  Sure 
Foundation — A  Study  of 
Christian  Terms  written  by 
Dave  Sustar,  state  youth  director 
of  South  Carolina. 

Have  you  ever  wondered  what 
the  Bible  says  about  faith,  the 
Second  Coming,  worldliness, 
grace,  and  other  subjects? 
Have  you  ever  wished  you  could 
find  answers  and  develop  a 
faith  of  your  own?  Do  you  want 
security  in  an  insecure  world? 
If  so,  then  PBI  is  for  you. 

The  second  half  of  each 
PBI  session  is  devoted  to  a 
study  of  the  Teen  Talent 
Bible  Quizzing  Manual,  with 
emphasis  on  team  study  and 
actual  participation  in  challenging 
competition.  The  Bible  Quiz 
manual  this  year  will  assist  you 
with  a  knowledge  of  Scripture, 
Bible  doctrine,  facts  about  the 
Church  of  God,  helps  for 


living  a  Christian  life,  and 
witnessing  aids. 

Peacemakers  around  the 
country  are  excited  about  PBI. 
Listen  to  some  of  the 
statements  made  by  Peacemakers 
who  have  attended  previous 
sessions: 

"PBI  was  a  great  asset  to 
my  spiritual  knowledge." 

"The  quizzing  itself  was 
enriching  in  knowledge." 

"I  have  received  help  in 
studying  the  Word  of  God." 

"I  have  learned  many  facts 
about  the  Bible." 

"PBI  has  helped  me  with 
speaking  in  public." 

"I  love  the  fellowship." 

"Very  enriching;  expanded  my 
memory." 

"Helped  me  to  learn  about  my 
church." 

"Assisted  me  in  developing  my 
faith." 

"I  understand  our  doctrine  a 
lot  better." 

One  teen  summed  up  PBI  by 
saying,  "I  have  applied  the 
Scriptures  to  my  daily  Christian 
life — I'm  looking  forward  to 
next  year." 

You  too  can  enhance  your 
knowledge  of  the  Word  and  help 
establish  a  firm  spiritual 
foundation  by  attending  a 
Peacemakers  Bible  Institute. 
Contact  your  state  director  of 
youth  and  Christian  education 
for  dates,  locations,  and  cost.  □ 
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y  friend  Harvey  is  impossible,  but  his 
mother  is  worse.  Can  you  imagine  a 
mother  giving  her  son  a  name  like 
Harvey?  That's  worse  than  my  brother, 
whose  name  is  Winston  the  Third! 

Harvey  and  I  have  had  this  thing  going  since 
we  were  in  second  grade.  That's  when  I  beat  up 
that  mean  little  bully  Butch  Keller  who  had  it  in 
for  Harvey.  Harvey  wore  glasses  and  couldn't 
fight.  Me,  I  was  a  tomboy  then,  and  still  am. 
Somehow  the  thought  of  getting  dressed  up  in 
hose  and  heels  and  rolling  my  hair  every  night 
doesn't  appeal  to  me.  But  Mom  says,  with  a 
heavy  sigh,  there  is  hope  for  me  because  I'm  only 
thirteen.  "She's  a  late  starter,  that's  all  .  .  ." 

But  I  still  had  Harvey.  He  would  be  indebted  to 
me  always. 

Then,  suddenly,  Harvey  started  changing.  I 
noticed  it  first  when  he  started  shooting  up  past 
me.  We  had  always  been  the  same  height,  and 
that  was  comfortable.  Then  he  was  an  inch 
taller — then  two,  and  then  three.  We'd  be  talking 
and  his  voice  would  go  off  in  a  squeak.  I 
laughed  the  first  time  it  happened,  but  he  got  so 
embarrassed  I  shut  up  after  that.  And  then  he 
started  doing  other  little  things,  like  holding  the 
door  open  for  me.  Can  you  imagine?  And  taking 
hold  of  my  elbow,  guiding  me  up  and  down  steps 
like  I  was  an  old  lady.  He  started  calling  me  on 
the  phone.  Before  he'd  climb  the  highest  tree  and 
whistle  three  times. 

But  the  day  he  told  me  to  throw  out  my  old, 
stained  sweatshirt  from  the  Y,  I  knew  things 
were  getting  bad. 

Harvey  was  definitely  going  through  a  change, 
and  the  worst  part  was  I  didn't  like  it.  No  longer 
did  he  like  to  play  Monopoly,  checkers,  or  count 
the  Mustangs  that  drive  on  the  freeway.  You  see, 
we  have  this  tall  oak  tree  in  our  backyard  with  a 
birdseye  view  of  the  freeway  two  blocks  away. 
The  Mustang  game  was  one  we'd  made  up  way 
back  in  fourth  grade. 

So  that's  how  everything  otood  the  Saturday  I 
had  to  go  over  to  Harvey's  and  knock  on  the 
door,  because  whistling  in  the  oak  tree  hadn't 
roused  him.  I  figured  he  was  elbow  deep  in  his 
science  book.  Among  other  things,  he's  a  real 
brain. 

Mrs.  Farris  answered  the  door,  and  for  the 
first  time  I  noticed  how  feminine  she  looked.  Not 
only  did  she  have  a  dress  on  when  she  was 
undoubtedly  just  puttering  around  the  house,  but 


she  wore  a  ruffly  apron  and  shoes,  not  slippers 
like  my  mom  always  wore. 

"Hi!"  I  called  out,  trying  to  sound  nonchalant. 

She  scrutinized  me — you  know  what  I 
mean — one  of  those  top-to-bottom  looks  that 
adults  are  so  good  at.  And  when  she  spoke,  her 
voice  was  crisp  and  efficient.  "Harvey  is  in  his 
room  studying  his  Sunday  school  lesson." 

"On  Saturday?"  I  managed  to  squeak  out. 
That  wasn't  the  Harvey  I  knew.  Sure,  he  went  to 
church  every  Sunday  because  his  parents  went, 
but  it  was  only  because  he  had  to;  at  least  that's 
what  he  used  to  say. 

"Tomorrow  is  Sunday,"  Mrs.  Farris  added. 

"Well  .  .  .  yes,"  I  backed  up.  "Tell  him  I 
stopped  by.  If  he  wants  to  talk,  I'll  be  at  the 
usual  spot." 

She  nodded,  then  turned  and  closed  the  door. 

Man,  I  couldn't  figure  it  out.  Slowly  I  walked 
back  to  my  house,  went  in  the  backyard  and 
climbed  the  oak  tree.  My  thinking  spot.  This 
had  always  been  the  ideal  spot  for  thinking  out 
problems,  for  getting  away  from  Mom  when  she 
was  mad  at  me  and,  like  I  said  before,  for 
counting  the  Mustangs. 

Harvey.  What  was  with  him?  I  didn't  know  him 
at  all  anymore.  I  started  biting  off  a  nail  I'd 
snagged  on  the  tree  bark,  then  stopped  when  I 
noticed  the  dirt  under  my  fingernails.  No  point 
in  contaminating  myself.  The  dirt  was  probably 
from  the  other  night  when  I  dug  worms  for 
fishing. 

I  don't  know  how  long  I  sat  in  the  old  oak, 
but  suddenly  a  voice  startled  me  back  to  the 
present.  It  was  Harvey. 

"Jennifer,  would  you  like  to  go  to  the  skating 
party  tonight?" 

I  grimaced.  Jennifer.  That  was  another  thing. 
What  happened  to  plain  old  Jenny?  That's  what  I 
used  to  be. 

Harvey  waited  for  my  answer. 

"Come  on  up,"  I  beckoned,  not  wanting  to 
give  him  an  answer  to  the  question.  The  last  thing 
in  the  world  I  wanted  to  do  was  to  go  skating 
with  a  bunch  of  kids.  It  wasn't  that  I  didn't  know 
how  to  skate,  because  I  did.  It  was  just  that  I 
didn't  like  a  lot  of  people  around.  I  like  things  on 
a  one  to  one  basis. 

"I  can't  stay,"  Harvey  said,  leaning  against  the 
trunk.  "Have  to  get  back.  We're  leaving  in  two 
hours,  and  I  really  want  you  to  come." 

I  stared  at  Harvey,  that  funny  feeling 
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sweeping  over  me.  From  my  vantage  point  I 
could  see  how  tall  he  was.  Must  be  close  to  six 
feet  now.  His  shoulders  were  broad  and  his  hair 
was  a  nice  deep  brown.  He  wore  a  blue  sweater 
and  navy  blue  cords,  all  color  coordinated.  I 
looked  down  at  my  second  favorite  sweatshirt,  the 
one  with  Snoopy  on  it.  My  blue  jeans  had 
patches  in  the  seat,  and  my  sneakers  had  holes  in 
the  toes. 

"Hope  to  see  you  then."  Harvey  started  to  walk 
off,  then  turned  and  looked  up  at  me.  "Why 
don't  you  put  on  that  nice  new  top  your  mom 
gave  you  for  your  birthday?" 

The  sick  feeling  hit  me  again.  What  was  wrong 
with  Harvey?  Why  the  change?  Why  would  he 
even  care  what  I  wore? 

I  went  that  night  wearing  the  green  top  with 
the  little  white  flowers.  The  dumb  thing  scratches 
me  right  under  the  armpits.  I  don't  know  why, 
it  just  does.  But  I  wore  it,  and  every  once  in 
awhile  I  had  to  run  into  the  rest  room  and 
scratch. 

Right  after  skating  we  went  to  the  youth 
director's  home  and  had  Cokes  and  doughnuts. 
Ben,  the  director,  took  his  Bible  off  the  coffee 
table  and  read  a  few  Scripture  verses.  The  one 
that  really  stuck  in  my  mind  was  where  it  said, 
"For  all  have  sinned  and  come  short  of  the  glory 
of  God." 

I  didn't  ask  any  questions  there,  but  when  I  got 
home  I  went  to  Mom.  She  was  in  the  den 
watching  TV  and  knitting  at  the  same  time.  She 
always  does  that. 

"Do  you  know  that  we  have  all  sinned?  That's 
what  it  says  in  the  Bible." 

Mom  sighed.  "I'm  not  a  scholar  of  the  Bible, 
Jenny.  I  suppose  that's  what  it  says  somewhere." 

"But  didn't  you  ever  read  that  anywhere?  It's  in 
this  book  called  Romans." 

She  set  her  knitting  aside  and  gave  me  a 
thoughtful  look.  "I  went  to  Sunday  school  when  I 
was  a  kid — our  whole  family  went — and  I  suppose 
I  read  it  then.  But  that  was  years  ago.  I  guess  I 
just  thought  Sunday  school  was  for  kids." 

"But  you  never  sent  me  to  Sunday  school  or 
church  at  all." 

"No.  Well,  that's  because  your  father  doesn't 
believe  in  Christianity  all  that  much." 

I  looked  over  at  the  chair  where  my  father 
always  sat.  But  it  was  past  ten  now,  and  he  never 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  22 
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ey,  Mom,"  Susan  called  as  she  burst 
through  the  door  from  school.  "Craig  got  his 
license,  and  his  father  says  he  can  have  the  car 
tonight.  He's  asked  Jane  and  me  to  go  to  the 
game  at  Minton  tonight.  OK?  OK?" 

She  whirled  around  the  living  room.  "No  smelly 
bus  ride.  No  jamming  three  to  a  seat.  Can  I  go? 
OK?" 

Her  mother  was  smiling,  but  her  eyes  were 
worried.  She  knew  how  apt  Susan  was  to  feel 
carsick  on  the  bus,  but  still  she  hesitated.  "It's 
Craig's  first  night  driving,  isn't  it?" 

"The  first  time  by  himself,"  Susan  admitted, 
"but  of  course  he's  driven  with  his  mother  and 
father  for  practice.  Anyway,  that's  the  point. 
He's  celebrating.  Come  July,  it  will  be  my  turn." 

She  held  up  her  hands  as  if  gripping  a 
steering  wheel  and  went  swerving  around  the  living 
room,  barely  missing  the  floor  lamp  and  the 
stereo.  "OK,  Mom?" 

"OK,"  her  mother  answered  with  a  laugh,  "but 
take  it  easy.  You've  got  to  drive  safer  than  that." 

"I  know,"  agreed  Susan,  giving  her  mother  a 


quick  hug.  "We  won't  be  late."  She  raced  up 
the  stairs  to  her  room. 

That  night  about  9:30  the  phone  rang.  Susan's 
mother  answered. 

"Mom?  Can  you  or  Dad  come  get  me?" 

"Susan!  Are  you  hurt?  Where  are  you?" 

"At  the  game.  No,  I'm  OK.  The  game  is 
almost  over.  Can  you  come?" 

"Of  course.  We'll  be  right  along.  Does  Jane 
want  a  ride,  too?" 

"No,  she's  coming  home  with  Craig.  See  you." 

"What's  up?"  asked  her  father. 

"I  don't  know,"  her  mother  answered  slowly, 
"but  if  she  wants  us  to  come  for  her,  there  must 
be  a  reason."  They  pulled  en  their  coats,  picked 
up  the  keys  and  started  out. 

Cars  were  just  beginning  to  pull  away  from 
the  school  as  they  drove  up.  A  few  minutes  later 
they  saw  Susan's  blue  jacket  weaving  through 
the  crowd. 

"Am  I  glad  to  see  you!"  she  exclaimed  as  she 
pushed  in  beside  her  mother.  "That  Craig  is  a 
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menace.  He  drove  like  a  maniac  all  the  way  over. 
You  know  that  narrow  bridge?  I  thought  we'd 
had  it  there,  but  he  just  laughed  when  I  yelled  to 
slow  down.  And  the  sharp  turn  by  the  river? 
The  lights  shoot  right  off  into  the  woods  there,  and 
I  bet  he  was  doing  sixty.  I  felt  the  car  skid." 

She  shivered.  "He  is  a  good  driver,"  she  went 
on,  "or  he  never  would  have  made  it,  but  I  told 
him  I  wasn't  coming  back  with  him.  Once  is 
enough." 

"Was  he  mad  at  you?"  asked  her  mother. 

"I  guess  so,"  Susan  answered,  "but  I  was  mad 
at  him,  too.  I  want  to  live  long  enough  to  get  my 
own  license." 

The  next  morning  Susan  was  putting  her  coat  in 
her  locker  when  Jane  came  along.  "Morning, 
chicken,"  she  said  smugly,  as  she  twisted  her  lock. 
"I  see  Baby  Susan  got  home  all  right." 

"Morning,  Stupe,"  Susan  answered.  She  stretched 
her  lips  into  a  fake  toothy  smile  toward  Jane, 
then  reached  for  her  books.  "Did  you  beat  us 
home?"  she  asked  over  her  shoulder. 

"Hardly,"  Jane  answered.  "You  might  just  as 
well  have  come  with  us.  He  never  went  over 
thirty-five  all  the  way  back." 

It  was  Friday  before  Susan  even  saw  Craig 
again.  He  came  up  behind  her  in  the  hall.  "Got 
over  being  mad  at  me?"  he  asked  blithely. 

"I'm  not  mad  at  you,"  she  answered  quietly. 

"Good  girl.  How  about  going  to  the  concert  in 
Caseville  tonight?  I'll  pick  you  up  about  6:30." 

"No,  thanks." 

Craig  looked  at  her  in  surprise.  "  'No,  thanks'?  Is 
that  all?  It's  a  concert  I  thought  you'd  like  to 
attend." 

Susan  didn't  answer. 

"Scared  to  ride  with  me  after  all?  I  promise 
you — " 

"Don't  promise  me  anything,"  she  said.  "It's  not 
what  you  say.  It's  how  you  feel  inside  yourself 
about  driving — and  how  you  feel  about  other 
people." 

She  turned  to  go  into  her  classroom,  then 
hesitated  and  turned  back.  "Thanks  for  asking 
me,  Craig,  but  let's  just  say  I've  made  other 
plans." 

After  an  early  supper  that  night,  Susan  and  her 
younger  brother,  with  their  father  and  mother, 
started  for  Caseville.  As  Craig  had  said,  it  was  a 
concert  she  wanted  to  attend;  in  fact,  the  whole 


family  had  been  talking  about  it  for  a  week,  but 
still  Susan  was  not  bubbling  as  usual. 

She  was  driving,  to  get  practice  at  night,  and 
her  father  was  beside  her,  with  her  mother  and 
Tommy  in  back.  Tommy  was  chattering  away, 
but  Susan  was  only  watching  the  road  and  the 
oncoming  lights. 

After  a  while  her  father  moved  closer. 
"Trouble?"  he  asked  quietly,  looking  straight 
ahead. 

"Not  really,"  was  all  she  answered.  He  said 
no  more. 

They  were  on  the  edge  of  the  city  when  he 
felt  her  suddenly  tense  beside  him. 

"Isn't  that  the  Thompsons'  car  ahead  of  us?" 
he  asked.  "Is  that  Craig  driving?" 

She  nodded.  "It's  Jane  with  him." 

They  drove  silently  for  two  or  three  blocks. 

"Well,  he's  driving  all  right  now,"  her  father 
said  at  last.  "Of  course,  it's  different  from  out  on 
the  highway,  but  at  least  he  didn't  run  that  stop 
sign." 

Susan  nodded  again. 

Then  just  as  the  brake  lights  of  the  car  ahead 
flashed  on  for  the  traffic  light,  a  little  girl 
darted  out  ahead  of  it. 

"Craig!"  Susan  screamed,  as  she  hit  her 
brakes  hard,  but  it  was  already  too  late.  The  child 
had  run  right  against  the  front  fender  of  Craig's 
car  and  slid  down  onto  the  street. 

Susan  and  her  father  jumped  out  of  their  car 
and  ran  ahead  where  Craig  was  already  kneeling 
by  the  child.  "Call  an  ambulance!"  he  said, 
without  looking  up.  "She's  alive.  She's  breathing, 
but  we  mustn't  move  her." 

Susan's  father  was  running  for  the  corner  where 
he  could  see  a  public  phone  booth.  "Get  the 
flares  out,  Sue,"  he  shouted  back. 

It  seemed  hours  and  yet  no  time  at  all  till  the 
ambulance  and  the  police  arrived.  They  lifted  the 
little  girl  gently  onto  a  stretcher,  and  the 
ambulance  left  while  the  police  were  still  asking 
questions. 

They  asked  for  Craig's  license,  Susan's  and  her 
father's  licenses,  and  Jane's  name  and  address. 
When  had  Craig  first  seen  the  girl?  Where  had 
she  come  from?  How  far  had  the  car  moved 
after  he  saw  her?  And  on  and  on. 

At  last  they  were  free  to  go.  The  police 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  22 
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There  Is  a 
Difference 


"If  it  feels  good,  do  it,"  we're 
told.  The  only  thing  that 
matters  is  that  we  are  in  love. 
Because  we're  in  love 
everything  we  do  is  all  right. 

Be  careful.  You  may  be  in 
lust.  Even  if  it  is  disguised  as 
love,  lust  is  still  sin!  There  is 
a  clear  difference  in  this  matter 
of  love  or  lust.  To  understand 
how  God  feels  about  the  matter, 
look  at  several  words  found  in 
Scripture. 

LASCIVIOUSNESS  (other 
words  used:  pernicious, 
wantonness):  Preoccupation 
with  bodily  or  sexual  pleasure 
exhibited  by  excessive  and 
unrestrained  excitement  of  the 
physical  senses  for  personal 
gratification. 

How  Does  God  Feel 
About  Lasclviousness? 

"Now  the  works  of  the  flesh 
are  manifest,  which  are  these; 
Adultery,  fornication,  uncleanness, 
lasciviousness"  (Galatians  5:19) 

"And  many  shall  follow  their 
pernicious  ways;  by  reason  of 
whom  the  way  of  truth  shall 
be  evil  spoken  of"  (2  Peter  2:2). 

"For  when  they  speak  great 
swelling  words  of  vanity,  they 
allure  through  the  lusts  of  the 
flesh,  through  much  wantonness, 
those  that  were  clean 
escaped  from  them  who  live  in 
error"  (2  Peter  2:18). 


CONCUPISCENCE  (other 
words  used:  lust,  covet):  A 
strong  desire  of  any  kind.  An 
example  would  be  an 
abnormal  sexual  appetite. 

How  Does  God  Feel 
About  Concupiscence? 

"That  every  one  of  you 
should  know  how  to  possess  his 
vessel  in  sanctification  and 
honour;  Not  in  the  lust  of 
concupiscence,  even  as  the 
Gentiles  which  know  not  God" 
(1  Thessalonians  4:4,  5). 

"Let  not  sin  therefore  reign  in 
your  mortal  body,  that  ye 
should  obey  it  in  the  lusts 
thereof"  (Romans  6:12). 

"For  I  had  not  known  lust, 
except  the  law  had  said,  Thou 
shalt  not  covet"  (Romans  7:7). 

"Thou  shalt  not  covet  thy 
neighbour's  wife"  (Exodus 
20:17). 

DEFRAUD:  Attempting  to  take 
advantage  of  another  person 
in  order  to  satisfy  evil  desires. 
An  example  would  be  to 
arouse  sexual  desires  in  another 
which  cannot  be  righteously 
satisfied. 

How  Does  God  Feel  About 
Defrauding  One  Another? 

"That  no  man  go  beyond 
and  defraud  his  brother  in  any 
matter:  [of  concupiscence] 
because  that  the  Lord  is  the 
avenger  of  all  such"  (1 
Thessalonians  4:6). 

"But  now  I  have  written 
unto  you  not  to  keep  company, 
if  any  man  that  is  called  a 
brother  be  a  fornicator,  or 
covetous"  (1  Corinthians 
5:11). 

"Who  being  past  feeling 
have  given  themselves  over  unto 
lasciviousness,  to  work  all 
uncleanness  with  greediness" 
(Ephesians  4:19). 

FORNICATION:  Unlawful 


sexual  activity  outside  the 
marriage  relationship. 
How  Does  God  Feel 
About  Fornication? 

"Flee  fornication.  Every  sin 
that  a  man  doeth  is  without 
the  body;  but  he  that  committeth 
fornication  sinneth  against  his 
own  body"  (1  Corinthians  6:18). 

"For  this  is  the  will  of  God, 
even  your  sanctification,  that  ye 
should  abstain  from 
fornication"  (1  Thessalonians 
4:3). 

The  essence  of  love  is  giving 
to  the  basic  needs  of  another 
without  the  motive  of  personal 
gain.  "God  so  loved  that  He 
gave.  .  .  ." 

The  freer  we  are  from 
personal  desires,  the  freer  we 
are  to  genuinely  love  others. 
If  you  want  to  understand 
genuine  love,  measure  your 
relationship  with  others  in  the 
light  of  1  Corinthians  13:4-8. 
If  you  are  really  in  love,  there 
are  many  things  you  can't  do 
because  love  will  not  allow  it. 
Love  can 
always  wait 
to  give,  but 
lust  can 
never  wait  to 
get.  □ 

by  W.  A. 
DAVIS 
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GOD  IS,  Alan  Hayward.  "A  scientist  shows 
why  It  makes  sense  to  believe  in  God"— 
that's  the  subtitle  the  publisher  chose 
to  put  on  the  front  of  this  excellent 
paperback  by  Englishman  Hayward  who 
writes  candidly  and  objectively  about 
the  continuing  debate  between  Human- 
Ism  and  Creatlonism.  Excellent  reading 
for  young  people,  in  that  it  immediately 
places  some  of  the  evolutionary  argu- 
ments in  their  proper  light.  Good  read- 
ing as  well  for  any  young  minister  or 
church  worker. 

According  to  Hayward  there  are  four 
reasons  why  the  theory  of  evolution  is 
popular:  1.  Biology  needs  the  theory  of 
large-scale  evolution  to  make  It  hang 
together,  otherwise  It  is  an  enormous 
collection  of  more  or  less  unrelated  facts. 
2.  Science  has  become  an  industry  full 
of  closed  shops,  each  as  cozy  as  a 
private  yacht  on  a  Mediterranean  cruise. 
Embarrassing  questions  tend  to  remain 
unasked,  or  if  asked,  to  be  answered 
rudely.  3.  Biologists  often  say,  "Don't 
just  criticize  evolution — give  us  a  better 
scientific  theory  to  put  in  Its  place"  (a 
ridiculous  attitude,  since  a  rotten  egg  is 
a  rotten  egg,  whether  you  can  lay  a 
good  one  or  not).  4.  Large-scale  evolu- 
tion has  become  a  substitute  religion 
for  many  biologists,  as  one  admitted 
when  he  said,  "It  is  an  object  of  genu- 
ine religious  devotion." 

Should  be  noted  that  Mr.  Hayward 
does  not  simply  establish  the  fact  of 
God,  the  Supreme  Being,  but  he  goes 
on  to  argue  effectively  for  God  as  revealed 
In  Jesus  Christ. 

Available  at  Pathway  Bookstores. 
Thomas  Nelson,  Publishers.  D 

CIRCULATING  I  JOHN,  Ed  and  Ivy 
Stanton.  A  handbook  on  relationships, 
written  especially  for  the  teaching  of 
youth  groups.  Ed  and  Ivy  call  it,  "The 
Agape-oriented  Youth  Teaching  Re- 
source." Published  by  our  sister  Pente- 
costal church,  Foursquare  Publications, 
1100  Glendale  Blvd.,  Los  Angeles,  CA 
90026.  The  book  Is  filled  with  illustra- 
tions, many  of  which  would  be  adapt- 
able to  blackboard.  The  authors  follow  a 
simple,  teaching  outline  based  on  three 
points:  locating  the  Word,  learning  the 
Word,  and  living  the  Word.  It  is  174 
pages  of  serious  Bible  study  with  helps 
and  instructions.  Write  publisher,  [  i 


STRONG  AT  THE  BROKEN  PLACES,  Max 
Cleland.  Presently  serving  as  adminis- 
trator of  the  Veterans  Administration, 
the  youngest  man  ever  to  hold  this  job, 
Max  tells  us  his  own  story:  of  youth, 
Vietnam,  loss  of  three  of  his  limbs,  and 
his  journey  to  faith  In  God. 

A  Chosen  Book.  Hardback,  $6.95.  Avail- 
able at  your  local  bookstore  or  Pathway 
Bookstore.  In  summing  up,  Max  writes: 

"So  in  a  slow  way,  my  life  has  come 
together — physically,  mentally  and  spir- 
itually. I  wanted  to  be  master  of  my  fate. 
I  wanted  to  run  my  own  life  without 
interference.  But  in  trying  to  be  an  is- 
land unto  myself,  I  was  literally  broken 
into  pieces.  Shattered. 

"The  putting  together  of  the  smashed 
parts  took  years  .  .  .  but  I  have  learned 
that  It  is  possible  to  become  strong  at 
the  broken  places.  I  have  also  learned 
that  ultimate  strength  comes  from  let- 
ting go  and  letting  God  have  His  way 
with  my  life.  And  when  I  fall — when  I  get 
broken  by  life— by  seeking  Him  again,  I 
can  become  even  stronger  than  I  was 
before."  □ 

ONESIMUS  Is  an  exciting  human  drama 
of  the  struggle  to  resolve  the  clashing 
conflicts  within,  as  well  as  the  hostile 
and  ruthless  persecutions  of  the  early 
Christians.  It  is  a  story  of  romance, 
adventure,  and  faith. 

The  details  and  background  of  Onesl- 
mus  are  authentic,  and  author  Lance 
Webb  brings  to  this,  his  first  novel,  an 
enthusiasm  and  scholarship  brimming 
with  color  and  life. 

Webb  spent  nineteen  years  researching 
early  Christian  history  and  tradition,  as 
well  as  studying  Greek  and  Roman  his- 
tory, customs,  philosophy,  mythology, 
art,  and  architecture.  Thomas  Nelson 
Publishers,  P.O.  Box  946,  407  Seventh 
Avenue  South,  Nashville,  TN  37203.  D 
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here  there  is  much 
arguing,  much  writing,  many 
opinions;  for  opinion  in  good  men  is  but 
knowledge  in  the  making. 

JOHN  MJLTON~ 

1608-1674 
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HARVEY 

{Continued  from  page  17) 


stays  up  past  ten.  I  wanted  to 
ask  him  why  he  didn't  believe. 
It  seemed  that  all  those 
people  there  tonight  believed, 
and  they  seemed  so  happy. 
They  must  have  something 
important.  Was  this  what  had 
changed  Harvey?  Suddenly  I 
had  to  know. 

Monday  at  lunchtime  I  saw 
Harvey  ahead  in  the  cafeteria 
line.  "Harvey,"  I  started  to 
shout,  then  stopped, 
remembering  I  was  going  to  try 
acting  like  a  lady.  I  had  even 
worn  the  other  top  Mom  gave 
me  for  Christmas  though  it 
gives  me  the  itchies  like  the 
green  one. 

Five  minutes  later  I  found 
Harvey,  sat  my  spaghetti 
down  and  put  my  tray  on  top  of 
his. 

"Is  that  why  you 
changed — because  you  know 
this  Jesus  so  well?" 

Harvey  looked  up  from  his 
lunch,  his  fork  hanging  in  midair. 
"It's  a  whole  new  experience 
for  me,  Jennifer.  I  went  to 
church  all  those  years.  Then 
one  night  last  summer  I  heard 
this  man  speak  at  a  youth 
rally,  and  suddenly  I  realized  I 
had  never  given  my  heart  to 
the  Lord.  I  had  gone  along  all 
that  time  believing  yet  not 
acting  on  it." 

"Why  didn't  you  ask  me  to 
go  before?" 

"I  knew  how  your  dad  felt. 
Remember  a  long  time  ago, 
when  my  mom  called,  asking 
your  mom  if  you  could  go  to 
Sunday  school  with  us?" 

I  nodded.  I  remembered  all 
right,  but  I'd  never  minded 
because  Harvey  acted  as  though 
he  didn't  like  it  much.  "Well, 


I'm  older  now,  and  I  have  the 
right  to  know.  Then  I'll  make 
up  my  own  mind  about  believing 
or  not." 

I  leaned  forward.  "Do  you 
think  I  could  go  to  one  of 
your  youth  meetings  some 
night?" 

Harvey's  whole  face  lit  up. 
"There's  nothing  I'd  like  better 
than  to  take  my  best  and  oldest 
friend  and,  say,  I  notice  you 
fixed  your  hair  differently." 

I  felt  color  suddenly  rise  in 
my  cheeks.  What  was  wrong 
with  me?  I  wondered.  This 
was  Harvey,  good  old  Harvey. 
Why  was  I  acting  embarrassed 
and  shy  around  him?  And  then  I 
knew.  I  had  washed  my  hair 
and  styled  it  differently  just  for 
him.  Suddenly  I  wanted  his 
approval  and,  though  I  didn't 
understand  the  reason  why,  it 
was  a  good  feeling  just  to  know 
he  had  noticed.  Soon  I  would 
know  more  about  this  Jesus,  and 
there  were  no  doubts  in  my 
mind  that  it  would  be  the  best 
discovery  of  all.  □ 

DRIVER'S  LICENSE 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

would  try  to  locate  the 
parents.  They  did  not  expect 
charges  would  be  pressed 
because  all  the  witnesses  agreed 
that  the  child  had  run  into  the 
car.  But  still  Craig  should  notify 
his  insurance  company,  and  be 
ready  for  further  questions. 

As  soon  as  the  police  left, 
Jane  gave  a  big  sigh.  "Well, 
thank  goodness,  that's  over.  Now 
let's  get  to  the  concert  and 
think  about  something  pleasant 
for  a  change." 

There  was  a  blank  silence. 
Then  Susan's  mother,  glancing 
at  Tommy,  said,  "Yes,  I  guess 
that's  a  good  idea." 
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But  still  they  stood  there. 
Finally  Craig  turned  to 
Susan's  mother.  "Would  you 
mind  taking  Jane  with  you? 
I'm  going  to  the  hospital." 

"Of  course,"  she  answered. 
"If  that's  all  right  with  you, 
Jane?" 

"Anything's  all  right  with  me 
so  long  as  we  get  away  from 
here."  She  started  toward  the 
other  car. 

"You  feel  all  right  to 
drive?"  Susan's  father  asked 
Craig. 

He  nodded.  "I'm  all  right. 
Just — "  He  turned  away  and 
walked  around  the  car. 

Susan  looked  at  her  mother 
and  father.  "I'm  going  with 
Craig,"  she  said. 
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They  both  nodded.  "We'll  stop 
at  the  hospital  after  the 
concert  in  case  you  need  us," 
her  mother  said. 

"I  won't  need  you,"  she  said, 
"unless  the  little  girl — Craig 
might — "  She  opened  the  door  of 
his  car  and  slid  in  beside  him. 

Without  a  word  he  started  the 
motor  and  drove  to  the 
hospital.  He  parked,  and  silently 
hurried  through  the  emergency 
entrance  with  Susan  beside  him. 

"The  little  girl  that  was  just 
brought  in,"  he  said,  "the  one 
that  was  hurt  by  a  car — how 
is  she?" 

"She's  regained  consciousness," 
the  woman  at  the  desk 
replied.  "Are  you  a  relative?" 

Craig  shook  his  head.  "I 
was  driving." 

"I  see.  Just  a  minute."  She 
picked  up  the  phone  that  was 
buzzing  at  her  elbow. 

"No,  not  yet  .  .  .  Good.  I'll 
tell  them  as  soon  as  they 
come  in."  She  replaced  the 
receiver. 

"The  doctor  says  there's  no 
sign  of  concussion.  Just  bruises 
and  scratches;  and  of  course, 
she's  crying  and  scared.  She 
can  go  home  as  soon  as  her 


parents  are  located.  This  looks 
like  them  now,"  she  added  as 
the  door  was  pushed  open  and 
a  young  couple  hurried  toward 
the  desk. 

Susan  slid  her  hand  into 
Craig's  as  they  turned  away. 
"She's  going  to  be  all  right,"  she 
whispered.  "Craig,  she's  all 
right!" 

"Yes,"  he  answered.  "Yes! 
Thank  God!  Oh,  Sue!"  He  began 
to  shake. 

"Here,"  she  said.  "Sit  down  a 
minute."  She  pushed  him  into 
a  big  chair  and  then  squeezed  in 
beside  him.  "She's  all  right," 
she  kept  whispering.  "She's  all 
right." 

Gradually  his  shivering 
subsided.  At  last  he  took  a 
deep  breath  and  stood  up. 

"Now  I  know  what  you 
meant  about  promises  and 
feelings,"  he  said,  as  he  pulled 
her  up,  too.  "But  you  don't  have 
to  worry  about  riding  with  me 
any  more,  Sue." 

"I  know,"  she  answered, 
looking  at  him  steadily.  Then 
she  smiled.  "Now  let's  go  get 
something  to  eat.  I'm  famished, 
and  you  must  be,  too."  D 
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ALABAMA  CITY — Sunday  School  Superintendent  Grant  Hopper  and 
Pastor  E.  J.  Reynolds  pose  before  their  giant  birthday  cake  celebrating  the 
200th  birthday  of  the  Sunday  School. 
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American  Bible  Society 
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Mil  YXJJ JJ  i— 

One  hundred  years  after  the 
birth  of  the  most  famous  and 
accomplished  blind  woman  in 
history,  the  eyes  of  a  nation 
are  focusing  on  the  continuing 
needs  of  the  blind. 

In  honor  of  the  100th 
anniversary  of  the  birth  of 
Helen  Keller,  the  American 
Bible  Society — the  nation's 
leading  supplier  of  Scriptures  to 
both  the  sighted  and  the 
visually  handicapped — has 
launched  a  drive  to  focus 
attention  on  the  spiritual  needs 
of  the  blind. 

On  June  27,   1880,  Helen 
Adams  Keller  was  born  on  a 
farm  near  Tuscumbia,  Alabama. 
At  the  age  of  eighteen 
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months,  her  sight  and  hearing 
were  wiped  out  with  one  bold 
stroke  of  an  unknown  disease. 
After  losing  her  vision  and 
hearing,  she  also  lost  her  powers 
of  speech,  an  ability  she  never 
fully  regained. 

In  spite  of  her  multiple 
handicaps,  she  turned  away  from 
a  life  of  obscurity  and  instead 
devoted  herself  to  bringing 
attention  to  the  needs  of  those 
like  her.  Through  her  work,  the 
lives  of  thousands  of  people 
were  given  the  opportunity  to  be 
enriched  and  useful.  Without 
her  work,  the  talents  of  those 
handicapped  people  would 
never  have  been  realized. 

Miss  Keller  often  said  the 
source  of  her  faith,  hope,  and 
courage  was  the  Scriptures. 


American  Bible  Society  Photo 

"I  am  always  glad  to  bear 
witness  to  the  blessings  the 
Bible  has  been  to  me.  Ever 
since  I  was  a  little  girl,  I  have 
read  it  constantly  for  courage 
and  for  joy,"  Miss  Keller  said 
when  she  spoke  before  the  staff 
of  the  American  Bible  Society 
on  March  11,  1932. 

The  ties  between  Miss 
Keller  and  the  Bible  Society 
were  close  because  one  of  the 
historic  and  continuing  concerns 
of  ABS  has  always  been 
providing  Scriptures  for  the  blind 
and  handicapped. 

In  fact,  ABS  began  providing 
Scriptures  for  the  blind  in 
1833,  when  it  helped  finance  Dr. 
Samuel  Gridley  Howe  in  his 
attempt  to  teach  the  blind  to 
read  ordinary  letters  embossed 
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on  special  paper.  In  1911,  the 
Bible  Society  began  producing 
Scriptures  in  Braille,  the 
system  of  reading  for  the  blind 
that  is  still  in  use  today. 

It  was  this  system  of  Braille, 
and  the  Bible  in  Braille,  that 
enabled  Helen  Keller  to  reach 
outside  her  dark  and  silent 
world. 

"I  cannot  recall  a 
further-reaching  benefit  to  the 
blind,"  she  wrote  in  the  April 
1960  issue  of  the  American 
Bible  Society  Record.  "For 
wherever  the  Bible  goes,  it 
carries  new  hope  to  the 
handicapped  and  quickens  their 
wills  to  rebuild  their  broken 
lives.  We,  the  blind,  and  the 
seeing,  need  the  Bible  daily  if 
our  spirits  are  to  strike  deep 
roots  in  faith  and  send  up 
flowering  boughs  of  achievement 
far  into  the  future." 

During  her  lifetime,  Miss 
Keller  possessed  several 
twenty-volume  ABS  Braille 
Bibles.  She  read  one  set  so 
much  that  she  wore  the  raised 
dots  off  the  page.  Another  set 
was  destroyed  by  a  fire  which 
engulfed  her  home  in 
Westport,  Connecticut  in  1946. 

Still  another  Braille  Bible 
belonging  to  Miss  Keller  is  on 
permanent  display  in  the 
library  at  Bible  House,  the  New 
York  headquarters  of  the 
American  Bible  Society.  Its 
well-worn  pages  are  testimony 
to  her  faith  and  her  constant 
reading  of  the  book  which 
carried  her  through  a  lifetime  of 
triumph  and  extreme 
adversity. 

Miss  Keller's  lifelong  hope 
was  that  blind  people  throughout 
the  world  would  be  given 
access  to  those  same  things 
sighted  people  have.  Today, 
the  American  Bible  Society  is 


working  toward  that  end  by 
making  God's  Word  available 
to  visually  handicapped  people  in 
a  variety  of  ways. 

For  those  with  impaired  vision, 
ABS  has  produced  a 
large-print  Bible  in  a  readable, 
low-glare  type.  For  blind 
readers,  ABS  publishes  both 
complete  Bibles  and  individual 
books  of  the  Bible  in  Braille. 
For  those  unable  to  read 
Braille,  the  Scriptures  are 
available  on  both  records  and 
cassettes. 

All  of  these  Scriptures  are 
available  at  or  below  cost.  For 
thousands  of  visually 
handicapped  people  each  year, 
ABS  Scriptures  are  a  source 
of  hope,  faith,  and  inspiration. 

ABS  also  works  with 
millions  of  blind  people  around 


NEW  YORK,  July  (ABS)— For 
Blind  People  throughout  the 
world,  the  chance  to  read 
scripture  represents  new  hope 
and  light  in  the  darkness.  The 
American  Bible  Society,  the 
nation's  leading  supplier  of 
scriptures  to  the  blind  and 
visually-handicapped,  has 
established  the  Helen  Keller 
Centennial  Fund  to  increase  its 
service  to  the  blind  of  the 
world.  The  complete  Bible  is 
produced  in  18  volumes.  In 
1979,  ABS  distributed  more  than 
5500  Braille  Bibles  and  more 
than  210,000  scriptures  on 
records. 


the  world  in  conjunction  with 
its  sixty-three  Bible  Society 
partners  that  make  up  the 
United  Bible  Societies.  This 
international  fellowship  of 
Bible  Societies  works  to  provide 
Braille  Scriptures  for  blind 
people  in  a  variety  of  languages. 
Last  year,  special  projects  by 
UBS  were  targeted  to  provide 
Scriptures  in  Malagasy,  Africa, 
Colombia  in  South  America, 
Pakistan,  and  Romania,  among 
others. 

Here  in  the  United  States 
of  America,  many  letters  to  the 
Bible  Society  from  blind  and 
visually  impaired  people 
throughout  the  nation  describe 
the  great  impact  of  ABS 
Scriptures  in  their  lives. 

"I  soon  became  a  daily  reader 
and  student  of  my  Braille 
Bible,  which  has  been  a  lifesaver 
to  me,"  wrote  one  woman.  "I 
have  never  been  happier." 

"The  Bible  has  become  a 
treasure  chest  of  hope  filled  with 
God's  wonderful  promises," 
wrote  another.  "Christ  has 
become  a  living  reality  in  my 
life." 

"In  the  Bible  I  find  confidence 
mightier  than  the  utmost  evil," 
Miss  Keller  once  wrote  to  the 
Bible  Society.  "I  lean  on  the 
Bible  as  a  courage-renewing 
parable  that  embraces  all  the 
catastrophies  and  upward  trends 
of  history.  It  is  a  book  to  live 
with,  think  from,  and  die  by." 

Helen  Keller  died  peacefully 
in  her  sleep  on  June  1,  1968. 
She  had  lived  eighty-seven 
years,  almost  all  of  them  in  a 
physical  darkness  and  silence 
most  of  us  will  never  know.  Yet 
her  courage  and  faith  led  her 
to  illuminate  the  world.  God  had 
greater  things  in  mind  for  the 
little  blind  girl  from  Tuscumbia, 
Alabama  than  a  life  hidden 
from  the  world.  □ 
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Today's  Jonah 


English  artist  Fred  Aris  gives 
us  a  contemporary  version. 

Fascinating,  isn't  it? 

Obviously,  if  you  are  going 
to  be  swallowed  by  a  fish,  this 
is  the  kind.  A  friendly  fish. 
Note  the  gleam  in  his  eye. 
Better  still,  such  a  clean, 
sanitary,  inviting  mouth  and 
gullet.  No  cavities.  You  can 
almost  smell  the  mint. 

Even  the  shoreline  has 
been  scraped  of  debris. 

What  a  proper  young 
Englishman  we  see  in  the 
drawing.  Impeccably  dressed, 
unruffled,  calm,  sedate.  His 
name  is  surely  Jonah  H. 
Smith,  Esq.  He  has  his 
umbrella,  should  it  rain  in 
Nineveh,  and  his  briefcase  filled 
with  Spurgeon's  notes. 

Are  you  a  Jonah? 

Lots  of  young  people  are. 

You're  on  a  bus  headed  out 
of  town  and  in  your  heart  you 
know  it's  the  wrong  direction? 

You're  walking  a  path  .  .  . 
north  .  .  .  and  it  should  be 
south? 

God  is  saying  Nineveh  but 
your  ticket  is  to  Tarshish? 

Or,  maybe  you're  choosing 
teaching  for  preaching, 


engineering  for  Christian  service, 
business  for  something  more 
substantial  than  the  parsonage 
offers.  Maybe  you're  trying  to 
straddle  the  fence,  to  give  a 
little  and  keep  a  lot,  to 
dedicate  yourself  partway,  to 
entangle  yourself  with 
something  else  on  the  side. 

Wasting  your  life  .  .  . 
missing  your  calling  .  .  .  failing 
to  obey  God — that  is  serious 
business.  And  expensive. 

There  are  a  couple  of 
things  you  should  know  about 
this  story. 

Jonahs  really  do  not  come 
back,  they  really  do  not  get 
regurgitated  up  in  this  kind  of 
shape. 

It's  a  rough  trip,  your  boat  to 
Tarshish.  God's  chastening 
hand  slaps  hard.  Fish  stink.  It's 
dark,  lonesome,  and 
frightening  at  the  bottom. 

The  other  point  is  a  little 
more  difficult  but  the  artist 
manages  to  tell  us. 

God  is  sovereign. 


"Wasting  your  life... 

missing  your 

calling...  failing  to 

obey  God-that  is 

serious  business." 


You  are  really  such  a  little 
fellow,  such  a  small  person. 
Imagine  thinking  you  can 
circumvent  the  purposes  of  God! 


^ 
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That,  unlike  the  Jonah  of  old, 
you  will  somehow  outwit  God! 
That  you  will  avoid  the  storm, 
the  fish,  the  pain!  That  you 
will  stay  away  from  where  God 
says  go! 

Or  from  what  God  says  do! 

That's  funny. 

"And  the  word  of  the  Lord 
came  unto  Jonah  the  second 
time,  saying,  Arise,  go  unto 
Nineveh.  ...  So  Jonah 
arose,  and  went"  (Jonah  3:1-3).  □ 
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This  isn't  a  valentine — many  of 
us  think  such  things 
childish — but  we  have  touched 
on  the  love  theme,  both  in 
Wanda  Brett's  story  and  Dick 
Davis'  message. 

"Encounter"  portrays  a  teacher 
worried  that  what  he  taught 
just  might  have  been  taken 
literally. 

Cartoons?  We've  used  them 
for  the  first  time  under  my 
editorship.  Satire  is  tricky.  Maybe 
we  can  hear  more  from  Larry 
Neagie. 

Already  we  are  well  into  a 
new  year.  A  year  that  brings 
tremendous  challenge  to  us 
all.  Hopefully  a  year  that  will  be 
kind  to  this  nation  and  to  this 
church. 

Smile. 

God  loves  you.  □ 
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John  and  Lisa  Joy 

are  both  first-place  winners  in  the  thirty-ninth 

Science  Talent  Search. 


bi|  DOROTHY  RICKARD 


The  tie,  the  first  in  the 
history  of  the  Search, 
came  when  a  panel  of  eight 
scientist-judges  deadlocked  after 
three  days  of  personal 
interviews.  As  a  result,  both 
were  awarded  identical,  top 
$12,000  college  scholarships. 

Granddaddy  of  all 
competitions  for  high  school 
seniors,  the  Science  Talent 
Search  is  sponsored  by 
Westinghouse  and  conducted 
by  Science  Service  of 
Washington,  D.C.  It  is  a 
search  among  high  school  seniors 
for  those  with  high  scientific 
IQ's.  Each  year  about  a  thousand 
students  complete  the 
requirements,  which  include: 
recommendations  from  science 
teachers  and  high  school 
principals,  a  thousand-word 
essay  on  the  student's  scientific 
project,  and  a  science  exam. 

This  examination  is  so  tough 
that  no  one  has  ever  passed 
with  a  perfect  score.  Questions 
are  almost  on  a  par  with  the 
old  scientific  teaser:  How  high  is 
up? 

All  the  Search  requirements 
must  be  completed  and  sent  to 
Washington  for  judging  by 
December  15  each  year. 
Three  hundred  honorable 
mention  winners  are  named  in 
February.  Their  papers  go  on  to 
be  judged  in  state  science 


exams  for  the  awarding  of  state 
scholarships. 

But  forty  finalists  receive 
telegrams  from  Science  Service 
notifying  them  of  this  honor  and 
inviting  them  to  come  to 
Washington,  D.C,  for  a  five-day, 
expense-paid  Science  Talent 
Institute.  Here  they  are 
interviewed  by  the  panel  of 
judges  for  the  top  ten 
scholarship  awards. 
The  remaining  thirty 
junior-grade  Einsteins 
and  Curies  receive  $500 
in  cash. 

Since   1942,  when  the 
first  Science  Talent 
Search  was  announced, 
this  very  special 
group  of  young  people 
has  won  $1,442,000 
in  Westinghouse  Science 
Scholarships.  Fifteen 
hundred  and  sixty  have 
been  named  finalists. 
The  alumni  from  this 
elite  group  have  gone 
on  to  win  four  Nobel 
Prizes,  the  Fields 
Medal  in  mathematics 
(since  there  is  no 
Nobel  award  in  math), 
the  Albert  Lasker 
Basic  Research  Award, 
at  least  five  Rhodes 
scholarships,  fifteen 
Fulbright  scholarships, 
and  several  hundred  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  keys  at 


the  nation's  most  prestigious 
colleges  and  universities. 

All  but  1  percent  of  the 
fifteen  hundred  finalists  have 
chosen  some  branch  of  science 
as  their  major  field  of  study. 
Some  70  percent  of  those  who 
have  graduated  from  college  hold 
Ph.D.  or  M.D.  degrees.  The 
Search  winners  are  earning 


MEET  A  TOP  WINNER  in  the  Science 
Talent  Search,  John  Andersland  seems 
to  be  saying  as  he  shows  off  his  study, 
"Characteristics  of  White  Mutant  Cells  in 
Saint  Paulia  lonantha," — African  Violets,  to 
you.  The  project  won  for  John  a  $12,000 
top  college  scholarship  in  the  Search. 
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doctorates  at  about  twenty-five 
times  the  national  average. 

Lisa  Randall,  the  New  York 
City  girl,  and  John  Andersland, 
the  boy  from  East  Lansing, 
Michigan,  both  received  the 
telegram  that  starts: 

"Congratulations!  You  have 
been  named  a  finalist  in  the 
Science  Talent  Search.  .  .  ." 

And  then  the  fun  began. 
They  were  off  in  a  whirl  to 
Washington  where  they 
immediately  boarded  a 
merry-go-round  of  activities. 
They  met  leading  scientists, 
among  them  Nobel  Prize 
winners,  and  many  of  them  had 
lunch  with  their  Congressmen. 
They  were  taken  to  see  many 
historic  and  scientific  sights  in 
the  nation's  capital,  including  the 
White  House  and  the  new 
Smithsonian  Air-Space  Museum. 
Many  of  the  groups  were 
received  at  the  White  House  by 
the  President  of  the  United 
States  himself. 

Having  shipped  their 
Science  Talent  Projects  to 
Washington  in  advance  of 
their  arrival,  they  set  them  up  in 
the  Great  Hall  of  the  National 
Academy  of  Sciences  for 
themselves  and  thousands  of 
Washington's  officials  and 
scientists  to  see. 

Lisa  didn't  have  too  much 
trouble  sending  her  Search 
project  which  has  fascinated 
mathematicians  from  the 
ancient  Greeks  to  the  present.  In 
case  you've  forgotten  that 
chapter  of  your  high  school 
math,  a  Gaussian  integer  is  a 
number  of  the  form  of  a  plus  bi, 


where  a  b  are  integers  and 
the  i  is  the  square  root  of  minus 
1.  Her  paper  develops 
conditions  about  the  traits  this 
kind  of  integer  must  possess  to 
be  perfect. 

Lisa  graduated  in  June  from 
the  prestigious  Stuyvesant  High 
School  in  Manhattan,  where 
she  played  the  flute  in  the 
school  band.  She  also  was 
editor  of  a  school  magazine, 
Mathematics  Survey,  and 
cocaptain  of  the  Stuyvesant  math 
team.  She  held  the  double 
honor  of  being  the  second  girl  to 
become  a  member  of  the  math 
team  and  the  first  girl  to  be  its 
cocaptain. 

"I  guess  you  might 
say,  numbers  are  my 
best  friends,"  Linda 
says. 

"I  don't  have  much 
time  for  leisure 
activities,"  Lisa  adds. 
"During  the  summer  of 
'79  I  was  working  on 
the  Westinghouse 
project  every  free 
minute." 

In  addition  to  her 
own  school  work,  Lisa 
tutors  other  students 
and  she  took  a  weekly 
course  in  linear 
algebra  at  New  York 
University  last  year. 

There  was  even  a 
time  when  Lisa 
dropped  everything  in 
order  to  help  her 
sister,  who  had 
developed  an  allergy 
to  food  additives.  She 
started  performing  a 
series  of  experiments  to 
learn  of  any 
detrimental  effects 


additives  might  have  on 
various  species. 

John  Andersland's  Search 
project  began  almost  by  accident. 
His  aunt  gave  him  a  clipping 
from  her  African  violet.  Being  a 
botanist,  John  rooted  it,  and 
then  noticed  green  and  white 
shoots  growing  from  it.  He 
spent  the  next  few  months 
studying  the  difference 
between  the  two. 

But  it  wasn't  until  the 
seventeen-year-old  scientist 
participated  in  a  Summer 
High  School  Honors  Science 
Program  at  Michigan  State 
University  (MSU)  that  he 
learned  the  advanced 


PRETTY  LISA  RANDALL,  of  New  York's 
Stuyvesant  High  School,  came  home  a 
co-winner  with  John  Andersland  in  the 
39th  annual  Science  Talent  Search, 
carrying  off  a  $12,000  scholarship 
award.  It  was  the  first  time  in  the  history 
of  the  Search  that  a  tie  occurred. 
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laboratory  techniques  necessary 
to  solve  the  puzzle. 

Using  MSU's  sophisticated 
electron  microscope,  a  rather 
less  sophisticated  razor  blade  and 
his  grandfather's  one 
hundred-year-old  microscope, 
John  figured  out  the  answer: 
the  plants  chloroplasts  had 
mutated. 

"Cells  were  observed 
containing  normal  chloroplasts, 
small  abnormal  chloroplasts, 
rectangular  crystalline 
structures  and  combinations  of 
these,"  John  wrote  in  his 
Search  essay. 

"Since  combinations  were 
found  and  the  plant  showed 
typical  'sorting  out' 
variegations,  one  could  conclude 
that  the  mutation  probably 
occurred  in  the  chloroplast  itself 
and  not  in  the  nuclear  genetic 
material,"  John's  findings  show. 

John  is  also  an  honors 
winner  in  varsity  debate  at  East 
Lansing  High  and  he  includes 
among  his  hobbies  photography, 
clock  repair  and,  you  guessed 
it,  gardening.  In  common  with 
many  other  youths,  he  collects 
coins,  rocks,  and  stamps. 

During  his  stay  in 
Washington,  John  recalls  most 
vividly  "gorging  myself  on 
ten-course  Chinese  meals  and 
Italian  pasta." 

"I  had  a  terrific  time,"  he 
says. 

But  the  last  thing  in  the  world 
he  expected  to  happen  was  for 
him  to  end  up  as  a  top 
scholarship  winner.  "I  really 
didn't  expect  it.  I  didn't  expect 
to  be  better  than  the  other 
people  there.  These  people  are 
really  smart,"  John  recalls.  He 


has  a  brother,  Mark,  who  was  a 
semifinalist  last  year,  and  he 
certainly  didn't  expect  to  outdo 
his  older  brother. 

Then  it  was  the  final  night  in 
Washington  and  with  it  came 
the  annual  awards  banquet,  this 
one  to  present  $91,500  in 
scholarship  awards  to  the  forty 
finalists.  More  than  five 
hundred  guests  attended  the 
banquet  held  in  the  Capital 
Hilton  Hotel,  headquarters  for 
the  Search.  Dr.  Hans  Mark, 
secretary  of  the  United  States 
Air  Force,  was  the  speaker  of 
the  evening. 

This  was  the  night  that  ends 
with  the  announcements  of  all 
the  award  winners,  from  the 
smallest  to  the  largest.  While 
John  had  thought  the  honor  of 
coming  to  the  Science  Talent 
Institute  was  enough,  Lisa  was 
estimating  her  chances  of  coming 
out  a  top  winner — 
mathematically  of  course. 

John's  mother,  when  she 
heard  the  good  news  back  in 
East  Lansing,  said,  "We're 
overwhelmed.  John  participated 
because  he  enjoys  it.  It's  a 
fantastic  bonus  that  he  received 
some  recognition.  We're 
certainly  thrilled  for  him." 

Lisa  struck  a  blow  for 
women  by  saying,  "If  you  look 
around  you'll  see  there  are 
more  men  than  women  in 
mathematics.  But  this  is  due 
to  a  lot  of  social  factors.  Boys 
are  generally  thought  to  be 
wilder  and  more  creative  than 
girls. 

"You  have  to  take  risks  in 
mathematics  and  boys  usually 
are  given  more  freedom  in  this 
sense.  People  tend  to  look  at 


mathematics  as  a  male  subject, 
but  it's  important  to  allow  girls 
to  have  the  same  opportunities 
in  the  field." 

On  John's  arrival  home  by  air, 
the  members  of  his  sixth-hour 
science  class  gathered  at  the 
Lansing  airport  to  meet  him. 

John,  the  son  of  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Orlando  Andersland,  is  now  a 
freshman  at  Michigan  State 
University,  where  he  is 
preparing  for  a  career  in 
research,  either  in  a 
university,  industry,  or 
government. 

Lisa  is  also  a  freshman  at  a 
college  halfway  across  the 
nation — Harvard — where  she  is 
studying  physics  and  math 
with  a  view  to  becoming  a 
theoretical  research  scientist. 

Lisa's  parents,  sales  engineer 
Richard  Randall  and  his  wife, 
Gladys,  a  former  schoolteacher, 
say,  "Lisa  is  very  bright."  Lisa 
is  the  middle  daughter  of  a 
family  of  three  girls. 

"It  may  be  corny  to  say,"  her 
mother  continues,  "but  we  try 
to  love  each  of  our  children  for 
their  own  abilities  and  we  are 
equally  proud  of  each  of  them." 

But  it  took  John  Andersland 
to  sum  it  all  up  by  saying,  "I 
still  don't  realize  how 
significant  all  of  this  (becoming 
top  winner  in  the  Science 
Talent  Search)  really  is.  This 
changes  everything."  □ 
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}/outh  camps! 
That's  where  it  happened!  That's  where  many 
wonderful  things  will  be  happening  this  coming 
summer  and  that's  why  the  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Department  felt  a  camping  conference  was 
something   that   couldn't   be 

dropped  from  the  agenda.        "Are  we  ministers?  Or  manipulators? 

Programs  often  begin  with 
an   air   of  novelty — as   with   the   whole   youth   camp 


Kraning  shared  some  revealing  personal  concepts  of 
the  camping  ministry. 

His  keynote  address  was  entitled  "Us  and  Them." 
"There   are   six   characteristics   which   must   distin- 
guish those  who  are  involved  in  Christian  camping," 

:  Kraning  noted.  "A 
good  camp  worker 
must    be    one    whose 


scene  of  a  few  years  ago — and  it's  sometimes  true  that 
programs  attract  more  attention  during  infancy  and 
years  of  adjustment  and  growth  than  when  they 
mature  and  begin  to  produce  genuine  results.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  present  department  leaders  are  highly 
concerned  that  Church  of  God  youth  camps  continue 
to  minister  to  young  people  in  the  Church  of  God. 

Such  was  the  rationale  for  French  Lick,  Indiana, 
and  the  second  National  Youth  Camp  Conference, 
December  2-4,  1980,  which  brought  together  more 
than  two  hundred  youth  leaders  for  three  days  of 
study  into  how  to  make  the  camping  program  more 
meaningful  for  young  lives. 

The  setting  was  first  class:  French  Lick  Springs, 
sixty  miles  west  of  Louisville,  Kentucky.  French  Lick 
is  a  quality  resort  and  conference  center  with  a 
history  traceable  to  when  pioneers  first  arrived   on 

'We  must  minister  where  the  needs 
are,  not  merely  where  it  is  easy" 


horseback  to  establish  a  trading  post  near  mineral 
deposits  thought  to  be  healthful  for  animals.  The  first 
French  Lick  hotel  was  built  in  1842.  When  it  burned 
in  1897,  the  hotel  as  we  know  it  today  was  constructed. 
Once  the  place  was  a  gambling  mecca.  It  was  also 
here  in  1931  that  Franklin  Roosevelt  rounded  up 
support  at  a  governor's  conference  for  his  presidential 
nomination.  Today  the  hotel  is  operated  by  the  Sheraton, 
offering  top  recreational  and  convention  facilities  at 
bargain  prices. 

Most  state  youth  and  Christian  education  directors 
made  the  meeting.  Some  came  at  their  own  expense. 
All  agreed  it  was  worthwhile. 

Special  guest  and  resource  person  was  Bob  Kraning, 
from  California.  Kraning  is  the  director  of  Forrest 
Home  Camping  Conference.  He  works  with  a  full- 
time  staff  of  eighty  people,  supplemented  by  one 
hundred  forty  collegians.  His  camps  operate  year- 
round,  ministering  to  forty-five  thousand  people.  Forrest 
Home  offers  camps  for  all  age  groups  and  has  become 
involved  in  recent  years  with  family  camping  and 
special  counseling  seminars.  Out  of  this  background, 


life  is  the  embodiment  of  Christ,  one  who  cares,  one 
who  admits  vulnerability,  one  who  is  willing  to  risk, 
one  who  is  personally  disciplined — spiritually,  men- 
tally, and  physically — and  one  who  is  sensitive  to 
others  on  the  team." 

In  terms  of  the  worker's  relationship  to  those  whom 
the  camp  is  designed  to  serve,  Kraning  pointed  out 
that    "workers    are    there    for    the    convenience    and 


'Our  goal  is  the  sharing  of  Christ.' 


ministry  of  the  campers.  Our  response  to  campers 
may  be  their  only  concept  of  what  a  Christian  is.  .  .  . 
Our  first  impression  is  important.  .  .  .  Rules  and 
policies  can  always  be  bent  or  broken  for  the  sake  of 
the  camper  (in  other  words,  a  pet  rule  must  not  be 
permitted  to  ruin  a  life).  .  .  .  Our  goal  is  the  sharing  of 
Christ." 

Such  was  the  first  night.  A  good  start!  For  the  next 
two  mornings,  in  a  format  labeled  "Breakfast  with 
Bob,"  Kraning  followed  up  with  two  other  lectures: 
"Concentrate  on  Winning  God's  Approval"  and  "Blue- 
print for  the  Eighties."  The  tone  of  these  lectures  is 
summed  up  in  one  of  Kraning's  concluding  questions: 
"As  camp  directors,  are  we  ministers  or  manipulators? 
Most  of  us,"  he  said,  "have  the  ability  and  certainly 
the  choice  to  be  either." 

"The  decade  of  the  eighties  will  witness  many 
changes  in  the  camping  scene.  In  order  to  minister 
effectively,  we  must  do  the  following: 

1.  Concentrate  on  visual  messages — make  our  mes- 
sage come  alive  to  a  generation  used  to  seeing  things. 

2.  Keep  our  spiritual  house  in  order. 

3.  Keep  our  marriages  in  order. 

4.  Evaluate  our  programs  and  be  willing  to  look  at 
them  from  another's  perspective. 

5.  Evaluate  our  constituency. 

6.  Be  flexible. 

7.  Minister  where  needs  are,  and  not  merely  where 
it  is  easiest  or  where  we  have  ministered  in  times 
past." 

There  were,  of  course,  many  other  activities  during 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  11 
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Branded 

by  GROVEH  BRINMN 


ravel  through  the  West  or  go  to  a  rodeo, 
d  you'll  find  brands  on  horses  and  cattle. 
'Merely  marks  of  identification,"  someone  explains, 
t  it  might  surprise  you  to  know  that  branding  started 
ire  than  four  thousand  years  ago.  Humans  as  well  as 
imals  were  given  "the  mark  of  the  iron."  Establishing 
imal  ownership  with  a  brand,  or  marking  a  criminal 
the  same  manner,  goes  back  to  the  days  of  the  early 
mans  and  Greeks. 

!n  modern  times  a  law  was  once  proposed  stateside  to 
ind  autos  if  their  drivers  had  driven  them  recklessly 
while  under  the  influence  of  alcohol.  Scarlet  letters  (R  for  "reckless"  and  D  for 
unk")  would  be  the  brands, 
e  law,  of  course,  fell  by  the  wayside. 

rhat  proposed  branding  is  mild  when  compared  with  that  employed  by  the  Greeks, 
mans,  and  even  the  early  English.  In  1623  England,  a  woman  convicted  of  larceny 
s  first  branded  on  the  hand.  If  she  repeated  the  crime,  the  second  brand  was  made 
the  cheek.  This  law  was  in  force  until  1822. 

n  those  days,  a  brand  was  feared  by  young  and  old  alike.  Like  a  tattoo,  it  was  an 
lelible  picture  for  all  to  see.  The  branded  person  carried  the  mark  to  his  grave.  Today 
n  grafting  could  remove  the  brand,  but  cosmetic  surgery  was  then  unknown. 
Sarly  advocates  of  branding  pointed  out  that  it  let  the  world  know  that  here  was  a 
ner;  here  was  a  criminal  marked  for  his  or  her  crime.  As  years  advanced  and 
ture  grew  worldwide,  a  brand  became  the  symbol  of  ownership  only — not  the  memento 
a  crime. 

rhe  American  custom  of  cattle  branding  was  adopted  from  Mexico,  where  the  Dons 
rked  their  herds  with  the  family  coat  of  arms.  As  the  movement  of  cattle  forged 
•thward  into  Texas,  this  mark  of  the  iron  gradually  won  acceptance  by  all  ranchers. 
3efore  there  were  fences  in  the  West,  cattle  strayed  far  and  wide.  The  only  means 
identification  was  the  rancher's  brand  seared  into  the  hide  of  the  animal's  hip.  Today 
;re  are  hundreds  of  thousands  of  cattle  brands  registered  in  the  United  States.  The 
ind  is  applied  with  a  grey-hot  iron.  A  red-hot  iron  produces  overburn  and  often  injures 
;  animal.  Most  branding  is  done  at  roundup  time.  Cowboys  insist  it  doesn't  hurt  the 
imal  at  all. 

3rands  are  either  read  from  left  to  right,  from  the  top  down,  or  from  outside  inside, 
definite  method  for  identifying  characters  has  been  established.  If  a  symbol  is  made 
:kwards  from  its  normal  position,  it  is  read  as  a  reverse  F  (or  whatever  other 
nbol  it  might  be).  A  letter  lying  at  an  angle  (partially  over  on  its  face  or  back)  is  said 
be  tumbling. 

[f  a  letter  lies  horizontally  on  its  face  or  back  it  is  lazy.  Letters  with  a  curved  flare  at 

>  top  and  rounded  angles  are  called  running.  There  are  also  walking  and  flying 

ters. 

Besides  the  traditional  letter  and  figure  brands, 

sre  are  marks  known  as  character  and  picture 

inds,  such  as  the  pitchfork,  the  rocking  chair, 

NTINUED  ON  PAGE  22 
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by  Marcus  V  Hand 

Today's  youth  refuse  to  sit 
on  the  sidelines.  They 
get  in  the  game.  They  go  where 
the  action  is.  An  outstanding 
example  of  this  trait  is  seen  in 
the  ministry  of  STEP. 

STEP  is  the  Summer  Training 
and  Evangelism  Partners 
ministry.  Every  year  young 
people  from  sixteen  to 
twenty-four  years  of  age  become 
short-term  missionaries  through 
this  outreach.  They  spend  three 
weeks  of  their  summer  in  a 
mission  field,  witnessing  and 
working  for  Jesus  Christ 
overseas.  It's  known  as  "spending 
a  summer  in  the  SON!" 

The  benefits  to  these  young 
adults  are  incalculable.  They 
get  hands-on  experience  in 
transcultural  witnessing.  They 
live  alongside  missionaries  and 
come  to  know  something  of 
the  missionaries'  burdens  and 
labor.  They  share  the 
unexplainable  joy  of  unique 
worship  experiences  and  learn 
how  to  lead  the  lost  to  Christ. 
Many  outstanding  youth  have 
found  direction  and  purpose  for 
their  lives  through  their 
involvement  in  STEP.  Some 
have  discovered  God's  will  for 
their  futures.  The  excitement  of 
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"The  excitement  of  STEP  causes  life  to  take  on  new  mea 

STEP  can  cause  life  to  take 


on  a  new  meaning. 

Four  STEP  teams  are 
scheduled  to  go  overseas  this 
summer.  One  will  visit  Haiti, 
the  "pearl  of  the  Caribbean." 
Haiti  is  the  oldest  black 
republic  in  the  world.  Its 
beautiful  people  manifest  a 
spiritual  hunger  that  can  be  seen 
in  their  various  voodoo 
practices  and  pagan  rituals.  It  is 
said  that  Haiti  is  90  percent 
Catholic  and  100  percent  voodoo. 
The  Church  of  God  in  Haiti  is 
a  vibrant,  healthy,  and  growing 
work.  We  have  nearly  six 
hundred  churches  and  missions 


and  more  than  thirty-four 
thousand  members  there. 

Another  STEP  team  will  go 
to  Mexico.  They  will  traverse 
the  country  from  the  tropical 
Yucatan  peninsula,  through 
Mexico  City,  the  world's 
largest  metropolis,  to  Hermosillo 
in  the  desert  northwest.  Team 
members  will  participate  in  two 
territorial  youth  conventions 
and  a  youth  camp.  They  will 
work  and  worship  with 
hundreds  of  Mexican  youth  as 
they  share  their  faith  in 
another  culture. 

A  third  team  will  travel  to 
the  Far  East.  One  of  the 
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greatest  moves  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  the  world  today  is  the 
revival  going  on  in  South 
Korea.  The  Christians  there  feel 
that  God  is  raising  them  up  to 
evangelize  the  Orient.  The 
Church  of  God  in  South 
Korea,  a  dynamic  and  growing 
part  of  that  revival,  will  host 
the  STEP  team.  Team  members 
will  visit  the  sites  of  two 

"Four  teams  are  scheduled 
this  summer:  to  Haiti, 
Mexico,  the  Far  East, 
and  Honduras." 

YWEA  projects:  Seoul,  South 
Korea,  and  Honolulu,  Hawaii. 
They  will  also  go  to  the  teeming 
oriental  city  of  Hong  Kong. 

A  STEP  team  will  go  to 
Honduras.  Honduras  is  one  of 
the  most  mountainous,  beautiful, 
and  fascinating  countries  in 
Central  America.  The  team  will 
ride  horseback  into  the 
mountains,  sleeping  in  sleeping 
bags  and  sharing  Christ 
through  testimony  and  song. 
They  will  also  spend  time  in 
the  capital  city  and  will  be 
introduced  to  missionary 
aviation. 

This  summer  will  be  an 
exciting  one  for  many  Church  of 
God  young  people.  They  will 
be  a  part  of  the  action! 

Are  you  tired  of  spiritual 
anemia?  Want  a  little  color  in 
your  cheeks?  Spend  a  summer 
in  the  SON.  Investigate  STEP. 

It  will  change  the 
complexion  of  your  life!  □ 
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the  conference  and  other  special 
guests.  Bob  Crick  led  a 
seminar  on  "Emotional 
Development  of  the  Camper"; 
Steve  Land  talked  about  "The 
Camper  and  Our  Faith";  Hoyt 
E.  Stone  spoke  on  "You  and 
God,"  noting  that  God  is  an 
equal  opportunity  employer  and 
that  He  believes  in  preventive 
ministry. 

Department  staff  members 
Lamar  Vest,  W.  A.  Davis, 
Marcus  Hand,  and  Jerry 
Millwood  kept  things  moving  and 
made  sure  everyone  was 
comfortable.  Not  even  some 
blowing  snow  and  last-minute 
adjustments  to  the  program  were 
able  to  dampen  enthusiasm. 

Come  next  summer,  the 
Church  of  God  can  expect 
twenty-seven  thousand  young 
people  to  pass  through  its 
youth  camps.  Youth  leaders  also 
believe  ministering  to  those 
young  people  will  be  more 
effective  as  a  result  of  lessons 
learned  and  wisdom  shared  at 
French  Lick.  D 
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Youth  and  Evangelism— 

C011111ient8  from  W  A.  Davis 


I  believe  Church  of  God  young 
people  want  involvement,"  says 
W.  A.  Davis,  assistant  general 
director  of  the  Department  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education,  "but  they 
don't  want  token  involvement.  They 
don't  wish  to  be  handed  church 
crumbs,  or  given  only  secondary 
responsibilities. 

"We  often  underestimate  young 
people.  They  are  fully  capable  of 
grasping  the  challenges  of  the  Great 
Commission.  They  are  bold  enough 
and  adventurous  enough  to  launch 
forth  and  they  have  the 
strength  and  the  future  to  con- 
tribute tremendously  to  evan- 
gelism efforts. 

"That's  why  we  as  a  de- 
partment are  renewing  our  ef- 
forts to  recruit  and  to  train 
youth  in  vital  phases  of  evan- 
gelism. That's  why,  this  spring, 
we  will  be  sponsoring  five 
regional  weekend  seminars." 

YOUTH  SCHOOLS  OF 

EVANGELISM 

Tampa,  Florida.  February  27 — 

March  1 
Birmingham,  Alabama.  March  27-29 
Weatherford,  Texas.  April  10-12 
Portland,  Oregon.  April  24-26 
Detroit,  Michigan.  May  1-3 

"We  have  entitled  these 
seminars,  'Youth  Schools  of 
Evangelism.'  Note  that  care- 
fully. Not  Schools  of  Youth 
Evangelism  but  Youth  Schools 
of  Evangelism.  There's  an 
important  distinction  made 
here. 

"For  years  we've  had  num- 
bers of  programs  which  key 
in  on  youth  evangelism — in 
other    words,    programs    in 


Sunday  school,  Family  Training 
Hour,  and  youth  camps  which  have 
as  their  primary  objective  the  win- 
ning of  young  people  to  the  Lord — 
but  this  is  an  effort  to  involve 
those  already  won  in  the  outreach 
ministry  of  the  church.  We  wish 
young  people  to  become  witnesses 
to  the  grace  of  Christ.  We  want  to 
involve  them  and  to  train  them  in 
the  winning  of  others.  So  .  .  .  we're 
calling  these  'Youth  Schools  of  Evan- 
gelism.' 

"Frankly,    the    format    of    these 


seminars  is  not  designed  for  every- 
body. We  are  going  to  be  placing 
emphasis  on  training  and  the  qual- 
ity of  the  materials  shared  rather 
than  on  numbers  who  attend. 

"Our  appeal  will  be  primarily  to 
committed  youth,  those  who  have 
found  in  Christ  a  grand  and  glori- 
ous purpose;  but  who,  at  the  same 
time,  would  like  to  be  trained  in 
how  to  walk  out  their  faith  and  in 
how  to  translate  faith  into  mean- 
ingful terms  for  sharing  with  oth- 
ers. 

"These  'Youth  Schools  of 
Evangelism'  will  cost  you 
something,  should  you  wish 
to  attend.  Not  so  much  in 
terms  of  money:  that  will  be 
a  small  price.  It  will  cost  you 
in  terms  of  time,  in  terms  of 
study,  in  terms  of  the  mental 
and  physical  stamina  neces- 
sary to  master  techniques  and 
to  get  into  the  marketplace 
for  Christ. 

"These  schools  will  be 
planned  and  staffed  in  coop- 
eration with  the  General  Evan- 
gelism Department.  Leonard 
Albert  and  Charles  Beach  will 
be  personally  involved,  along 
with  others  who  know  both 
the  effort  required  and  the 
joy  received  through  personal 
evangelism. 

"The  schools  will  run  Fri- 
day through  Sunday.  We  will 
begin  Friday  with  registration 
and  then  get  started  with  an 
evening  banquet  and  a  spiri- 
tual challenge  from  a  special 
speaker. 

"Here  are  some  of  the  sub- 
jects   we    will    look    into    on 

See  page  14 


Stress  can  squeeze  years 

off  your  life  If  you  dont  know 

how  to  Handle  it. 
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The  problem  with  stress  is  not  how  to  get  rid  of  it.  It's  a  part  of 
life.  And  it's  not  even  all  bad.  The  real  problem  with  stress  is  how  to 
recognize  it  and  control  it.  So  it  doesn't  control  you. 

Your  body  reacts  to  stressful  situations  with  its  nerves,  glands  and 
hormones.  And  because  these  systems  function  throughout  the  body, 
what  affects  them  can  affect  other  parts  of  your  body  that  may  be 
vulnerable  at  the  time. 

That's  why  stress  is  a  factor  in  many  people's  heart  attacks, 
hypertension,  ulcers,  asthma,  possibly  even  cancers,  and  probably 
many  other  ailments.  That's  also  why,  in  these  times  of  many  stresses, 
it's  a  major  factor  in  increasingly  costly  health  care. 

You  can  recognize  stress  by  heeding  the  warnings  of  your  body 
and  emotions.  Frustration.  Anger.  Hostilities  that  build  up.  Heavy 
pressures  of  responsibility  time  demands  and  conflict.  Headaches, 
insomnia,  muscle  tension. 

The  key  to  handling  stress  is  learning.  Learning  to  air  your 
feelings  in  constructive  ways,  to  train  your  body  to  relax,  to  repair  a 
lifestyle  before  you're  faced  with  expensive  medical  repairs.  You  have 
to  learn  what  your  stresses  are  and  the  best  ways  for  you  to  deal 
with  them. 

But  they  must  be  dealt  with. 
Because  the  longer  you  remain  in  the 

grip  of  stress,  the  more  crushing  —  and  life  insurance  company 

costly—  its  effects. 


BIRMINGHAM,  ALABAMA 
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For  a  tree  booklet  about  stress  and  preventive  health  care,  write 

Liberty  National,  Communication  Department,  P.O.  Box  2612.  Birmingham,  Alabama  35202. 
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Youth  and  Evangelism— 

Comments  rrom  w  a.  Davis 

CONTINUED 

Saturday:  To  Witness  or  Not  to  Witness?  There  Is  No 
Question!  What  to  Say.  How  to  Share.  How  to 
Handle  Objections.  How  to  Use  the  Assurance  Inquiry 
Pack.  Getting  It  All  Together. 

"The  highlight,  of  course,  will  come  on  Sunday. 
That's  when  we  start  with  a  dedication  service,  prob- 
ably with  Communion.  Then  we  will  spend  the  balance 
of  the  morning  visiting  and  knocking  on  doors.  Sunday 
noon?  That's  to  be  our  victory  celebration! 

"During  the  last  few  years  God  has  blessed  our 
department  and  permitted  us  to  become  more  actively 
involved  with  other  church  departments  in  evange- 
lism. In  a  sense  we  have  become  partners  with  these 
departments  in  winning  the  lost  and  in  training  youth 
to  be  more  actively  involved  in  the  Great  Commis- 
sion. 

"Note  some  of  our  more  obvious  partnerships. 

"We  work  with  the  General  Department  of  Educa- 
tion in  Peacemaker  Bible  Institutes,  a  program  which 
this  year  will  enroll  something  like  three  thousand 
young  people  in  in-depth  Bible  study. 

"We  are  partners  with  World  Missions  through 
YWEA  which  last  year  raised  $785,624.21. 

"Our  STEP  program  exposes  youth  to  the  chal- 
lenges of  missions  and,  in  the  near  future,  will  be 
expanded  to  include  home  missions  and  evangelism 
programs. 

"Last  but  not  least,  of  course,  is  the  ongoing  part- 
nership we  have  with  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House — CTC  books,  magazines,  FTH  literature,  and 
so  forth. 

"This  coming  summer  we  will  team  with  other 
departments  and  with  Lee  College  in  the  promotion 
of  a  'Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism.'  That's  to 
be  June  19-21,   1981. 

"Evangelism  .  .  .  the  winning  of  souls  to  Jesus 
Christ  .  .  .  not  only  do  we  believe  in  this  imperative 
but  we  also  believe  it's  the  only  goal  worthy  of  a 
young  person's  life. 

"The  future  looks  bright.  Youth  reflecting  Christ! 
Youth  taking  up  His  cross!  Youth  following  the  Mas- 
ter. He  only  is  worthy!"  □ 


Dynamic 

Singing! 


BENNIEKgfiRlPLETT 

Pastor,  Lawrenceville  Church  of  God 
iLawrencegiUeZ  Georgia 


muted 


Preaching! 

Pastor  Triplett  and  the  entire  Lawrenceville  ^"""^ 

Church  of  God  invite  you  to  share  their  Sunday 
services -recorded  Live  on  high  quality  90  minute 
cassette  tape. 

Ediy  Introductory 

Subscription  ^Tj 

13  weeks — Sunday  morning  services — Reg.  price  $32.50 — Now  S25.00 
13  weeks— Sunday  evening  services — Reg.  price  $32.50— Now  S25.00 
13  weeks— Bofn  Sunday  services— Reg.  price  $65.00— Now  $45.00 
Each  week — for  13  weeks — you  will  receive,  in  the  mail,  our  complete 
Sunday  service,  recorded  Live  on  tape.   Makes  a  perfect  gift  for 
shut-ins  or  unsaved  loved  ones. 


■  Yes.  I  want  to  subscribe! 

|    Enclosed  is  S           for  my 
j    13  weeks  subscription. 

■  Send  my  tapes  to: 
|   Name 

Send  me  the  following: 
LJ 13  weeks   Sunday  morning  services  . 
D 13  weeks-  Sunday  evening  services  .  . 
□  13  weeks-  BOTH  Sunday  services  .... 

1 

s25°°  j 
S25°G  1 
S4500  | 

I    Address                                                                                                   | 

I  City 

State                                                                                                  j 

I  Zip 

l_    '                   

J 

Lawrenceville  Church  of  God 

Media  Department 
P.O.  Box  615 

Lawrenceville,  Georgia  30246 
(404)  963-4858 

Yi  you  would  Ha  a  compJImtitfy  copy  of  on*  OH  our  aanrtcaa,  — nd  H  JOlQf 
poatagn  and  handling  to  tna  abova  addraa*. 
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Life  in, 


ction, 


Family  Training 

Hour 

Curriculum 


The  Family 
Training  Hour 
Curriculum 
developed 
especially  for 
Church  of  God 
young  people. 


All  New  .  .  . 


Yearbook  Two 


Yearbook  Two  is  a  continuation  of  the  Life  in  Action  Family  Training 
Hour  Curriculum  program.  Yearbook  Two  contains  all  new  materials. 
Each  Yearbook  contains  52  undated  programs.  The  programs  do  not 
follow  a  quarterly  emphasis,  but  fit  into  a  unit  of  study.  A  unit  of  study 
may  consist  of  from  one  to  six  programs  and  may  be  studied  in  any 
order  desired.  Each  Word-centered  program  offers  opportunities  for 
group  study,  personal  involvement,  and  group  interaction. 


Sponsor's  Resource 
Manual,  Volume  4 


There   is   a   Sponsor's   Resource   Manual   for 
each  age  level.  This  handy  manual  contains: 

*  Leadership  tips 

*  Suggestions  for  Spiritual  Life  Projects 

*  Service  projects 

*  Social  activities 


6  Goals  of  Life  in  Action 

Family  Training  Hour  Curriculum 

1.  To  help  young  people  grow  in  the  knowledge  of  God's  Word. 

2.  To  provide  meaningful  learning  experiences  which  furnish  direction  for  positive 
daily  living. 

3.  To  stimulate  vibrant  faith  which  leads  to  enrichment  in  worship  and  maturity  in 
witnessing. 

4.  To  develop  an  appreciation  of  the  Pentecostal  heritage  and  distinctives. 

5.  To  create  an  awareness  of  world  outreach  and  involvement  in  fulfilling  the  Great 
Commission. 

6.  To  cultivate  leadership  qualities  and  individual  skills  for  Christian  service. 


>  what  others  are  saying  about 

i  Action  Family  Training  Hour  Curriculum 


organized,  deals  with  relevant  subject  mat- 
ides  resources  for  harried  workers. " 

A.  Franklin  Conn 

Pastor 

Cumming,  Georgia 

s  the  students  in  the  lesson  and  causes 
a  fresh  look  at  the  Scriptures.  It  reveals 
>se  relationship  to  today's  society.  We  have 
usiasm,  increased  numbers,  and  better  pre- 
~s." 

Bruce  Sunnels 

Family   Training    Hour   Director 

Griffin,  Georgia 

\ram  is  outlined  to  where  it  really   keeps 
Mention  up-front. " 

Mary  Blair 

Family   Training    Hour    Director 

Paintsville,  Kentucky 


"I   enjoyed    the    lessons   about   our   missionaries.     We 
have  needed  this  for  a  long  time.  Flexibility  in  order  of 
units  studied  is  good.    Church  of  God  distinctives   were 
good  also.   I  am  pleased  with  all  of  the   programs. The 
lessons  are  complete  and  involve  the  pupils." 
Mrs.  Joe  Lovin 
Peace  Cadets  Sponsor  and 
Christian    Education   Board    Member 
Morrow,  Georgia 

"In  these  times  of  inflation  Life  in  Action  is  an  answer 
to  prayers. " 

J.  Paul  Dennis 

Director  of  Christian  Education 
and  Youth 
Hopewell,  Virginia 


Xi/e  in* 

*&Ctioil3    VOLUME  TWO  UNITS  OF  STUDY 

Peocefinders        Peace  Cadets       Peacemakers 


The  Greatness  of  God 
This  We  Believe 
God's  Holy  Spirit 
Holiness,  God's  Standard 
World  Responsibilities 
Peacefinders 
The  Work  of  the  Devil 
The  Bible,  God's  Book 
Telling  the  Message 
Peacefinders  in  Action 
The  Son  of  God 
The  Law  of  God 
Family  Responsibility 
Stewardship 


Why  You  Need  the 

Holy  Spirit 
Assuming  Family 

Responsibilities 
Holiness — God's  Standard 

for  Living 
The  Work  of  the  Devil 
The  Book  of  Books 
This  We  Believe 
The  Peace  Cadet 
Youth  World  Evangelism 

Appeal 
Communicating  the  Message 
World  Responsibilities 
The  Son  of  God 
Stewardship 
Christian  Speech 
The  Greatness  of  God 
The  Law  of  God 

CUT  OUT  AND  MAIL  ORDER  FORM  BELOW 


Why  You  Need  the 

Holy  Spirit 
Assuming  Family 

Responsibilities 
Holiness — God's  Standard 

for  Living 
The  Work  of  the  Devil 
Dating  Days 
Into  the  Book 
We  Believe  .  .  . 
The  Peacemakers 
Youth  World  Evangelism 

Appeal 
Politics  and  Religion 
Communicating  the  Message 
World  Responsibilities 
The  Son  of  God 


Order  from  your  nearest  Pathway  Bookstore  or  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  1080  Montgomery 
Avenue,  Cleveland,  TN  37311. 


Name 


(817103)  Peacefinders   Yearbook   Two    (ages   6-8) 
(817101)  Peacefinders   Yearbook   One   (ages   6-8) 

(817104)  Peacefinders  Sponsor's  Resource  Manual,  Volume  4 
(817202)  Peace  Cadets  Yearbook  Two  (ages  9-12) 
(817201)  Peace  Cadets  Yearbook  One  (ages  9-12) 
(817204)  Peace  Cadets  Sponsor's  Resource  Manual,  Volume  4 
(817302)  Peacemakers  Yearbook  Two  (ages  13-19) 
(817301)  Peacemakers  Yearbook  One  (ages  13-19) 
(817304)  Peacemakers   Sponsor's    Resource   Manual,    Volume   4 

Church    


$7.95 
$6.95 
$1.50 
$7.95 
$6.95 
$1.50 
$7.95 
$6.95 
$1.50 


Address 


Church  No. 


City 


State 


Zip 


Cath    cuttomers    add    $1.00    for    postage    and    insurance.    Add    $.25    for    each    additional    Yearbook     ordered. 


BOOKS 


OCCULT  SHOCK  AND 
PSYCHIC  FORCES 

by  Clifford  Wilson,  Ph.D. 
and  John  Weldon 

*ls  there  life  after  death? 

'Should  a  Christian  attend  a 
seance? 

*UFO's?  Fact  or  fiction? 

'Should  Christians  develop  psychic 
abilities? 

'Can  parapsychology  be 
"Christian"? 

'Poltergeists — are  they  for  real? 

'What's  wrong  with  TM? 

'What  about  holistic  health?  ...  or 
acupuncture? 

'How  has  the  East  influenced 
Western  religious  thinking? 

'What  can  you  do  to  help  those  in 
bondage  to  occult  practices? 

In  this  vital  reference  work,  the 
popular  writing  team  of  John 
Weldon  and  Clifford  Wilson  addresses 
these  and  other  pertinent  questions 
about  the  "new"  (although  really  old) 
forces  sweeping  America  and  the 
western  world.  This  book  stands  as  a 
warning  flag  against  some  of  the 
more  recent  and  subtle  attacks  of 
Satan  and  gives  practical 
guidelines  to  help  you  identify  that 
which  falls  into  occult  or 
"questionable"  categories.  Your  local 
bookstores  or  Pathway  Press. 
Creation-Life  Publishers,  P.O.  Box 
15666,  San  Diego,  California  92115. 
Price,  $7.95.  □ 

*        *        * 

LIVING  IN  THE  SPIRIT 

(The  Way  of  Salvation) 
by  R.  Hollls  Gause 

"The  believer,  from  the  first  moment 
of  his  faith  in  Christ,  Is  living  in 
the  Spirit,"  writes  R.  Hollls  Gause, 
author  of  this  book.  "To  be  saved 
and  live  a  godly  life  is  to  live  in  and 
by  the  agency  of  the  Holy  Spirit." 

Come  join  the  author  as  he 
explores  the  vital  work  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  the  life  of  every  believer. 
Along  the  way  you'll  learn  more 
about: 

The  Spirit  of  Adoption  and 
Freedom 

Sanctification:  The  Provision  of 
Christ's  Intercession 

The  Outward  Manifestations  of 
Holy  Spirit  Baptism 

The  Inward  Effects  of  Holy  Spirit 
Baptism 

Tongues  and  Prophecy 
and  other  exciting  aspects  of  living  in 
the  Spirit. 

R.  Hollls  Gause  recently  received 
the  Distinguished  Educators  Award 
for  more  than  three  decades  of 


service  to  Church  of  God  schools. 
Author  of  numerous  magazine  articles 
and  the  well-received  book,  Church 
of  God  Polity,  he  earned  his  Ph.D. 
from  Emory  University  in  1975. 
Gause,  formerly  dean  of  the  Church 
of  God  School  of  Theology,  now 
pastors  in  Warren,  Michigan.  Pathway 
Press,  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311. 
Price  $4.95.  D 

EDITORIALLY  SPEAKING 

Volume  II 

by  O.  W.  Polen 

This  second  volume  of  the 
Reverend  Dr.  0.  W.  Polen's  writing  is 
introduced  to  the  reading  public. 
Its  poignant  messages  strike  right  at 
the  heart  of  moral,  spiritual,  and 
social  issues  with  just  as  much 
authority  as  did  those  in  the 
original  volume  of  Editorially 
Speaking.  Pathway  Press, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311.  Price, 
$1.95.  □ 

*         *         * 

THE  UNHOLY  WAR 

by  Marlus  Baar 

Since  World  War  II,  every  nation 
in  the  world  has  slipped  into  a 
dependence  on  oil.  Without  oil, 
world  commerce,  trade,  and  industry 
would  suffer  a  complete  collapse. 

Financial  analysts  estimate  that 
Middle  East  oil  nations  may  amass 
$500  billion  of  investment  money  in 
the  next  five  years.  This  sum 
would  have  bought  every  share  traded 
on  the  New  York  Stock  Exchange 
in  1978  and  1979. 

With  their  millions,  the  Arabs  can 
rock  the  stock  markets  of  the  world. 
For  the  first  time  in  history,  the 
world  is  depending  on  an  energy 
controlled  by  a  single  power. 

Marlus  Baar,  who  worked  among  the 
Moslems  for  twenty-five  years,  has 
researched  the  Koran  and  biblical 
prophecies  and  reached  the 
frightening  conclusion  that  today's 
world  problems  are,  In  fact, 
spiritual  In  nature,  and  that  the 
triumph  of  the  Ayatollah  Khomeini 
is  a  call  to  awaken  the  last  world 
power. 

Before  its  final  destruction,  the 
people  of  Israel  made  a  choice 
between  Christ  and  Barabbas.  Baar 
warns  that  at  the  end  of  the  time 
the  nations  face  yet  another  choice. 
Will  It  be  Christ  or  Mohammed? 
Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  Nashville, 
Tennessee.  Price  $4.95.  □ 


Baptistries 


Steeples  si* 


BOWLING  UNITED  INDUSTRIES,  INC. 

Bo.  2250.  Danville,  VA  24541 
In  VA  (804)  797  3277 


BAPTISMAL 
POOLS 

FIBERGLASS 
HURCH  PRODUCTS 

5)   875-0679 
351  1    HIXSON  PIKE,  CHATTANOOGA.  TN  37415 


L^hurch   ^jrit 


nurcn   *jrurnuure 

Pews,  Baptistries,  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions, 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows,  Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.  Box  5586  Anderson,  SC   29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 


WORLD'S  LARGEST  MANUFACTURER 

of  FIBERGLASS 

CHURCH  PRODUCTS 

STEEPLES 
WALL  CROSSES 
.  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 

•  BAPTISTRIES 

•  BAPTISTRY  HEATERS 

Write  for  free 
color  brochure 


QilteAolalA.  Specialties 


AC  214  657-6522 


Box  210         Henderson,  Texas  75652 
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Stories 


Encounter 

by  EDDIE  VERNON 


*ne  Sunday  morning  early  in  February,  Dave 
Felts  walked  alone  through  Gap  Park.  His  boots  crunched  loudly 
on  frozen  snow.  Wind  stung  his  face. 

It  was  his  day  of  reckoning. 

At  the  far  side  of  the  park  Dave  paused,  letting  his 
eyes  scan  the  half-frozen  river.  Below  him  the 
path  snaked  back  and  forth  three  times  be- 
fore connecting  with  a  swinging  bridge  that 
stretched  two  hundred  feet  across  to  the  other 
riverbank.   Right  of  the  bridge,   on  the   far 
side,  an  inch-thick  cable  hung  from  a  limb  of 
a  giant  sycamore  tree.  Tied  to  the  cable  was 
the  old  car  tire  which  provided  the  swing 
Dave  had  often  played  on  as  a  boy. 

Summer    now    seemed    a    long    ago 


Stories 


dream  to  Dave.  Laughter, 
sunshine,  splashing  boys  in  the 
river — these  were  ill-focused 
pictures,  illusions  unable  to 
compete  with  the  realities  of 
the  past  week. 

Dave  sighed.  He  pulled  his 
coat  tighter  and  moved  resolutely 
down  the  path  and  onto  the 
bridge.  The  wind  was  colder  out 
over  the  river.  He  stood  hands 
in  pockets,  feeling  the  sway  of 
the  bridge  and  looking  down 
at  the  mucky  waters.  He  could 
hear  the  squeak  of  the  bridge, 
water  gurgling  softly  through  the 
ice,  and  the  beat  of  his  own 
heart. 

Try  as  he  would,  Dave 
couldn't  do  away  with  the  lump 
in  his  chest,  a  tightness  that 
had  been  there  ever  since  he 
heard  news  of  Ronnie's  death. 
It  was  a  steel  band  encircling 
him,  squeezing  out  his  breath. 
No  matter  his  excuses,  Dave 
kept  seeing  his  Sunday  school 
class  and  the  moment  when  he 
had  spoken  confidently  about 
self-image  and  the  power  of  faith 
in  action. 

Ronnie  had  been  on  the  front 
pew.  Red-headed.  Freckled. 
Soaking  up  every  word. 
Fascinated  at  the  story.  Dave 
found  it  inspiring  to  have  so  rapt 
a  listener.  Maybe  that's  what 
caused  him  to  lay  it  on  so 


Dave  Felts  had  come  to 
his  day  of  reckoning. 


heavily,  to  emphasize  a  point 
more  than  normally. 

Whatever,  Dave  now 
searched  his  soul  and  found  it  as 
mucky  as  the  river,  too  dark 
to  comprehend.  He  feared 
finding  in  himself  a  monster 
he  didn't  want  to  acknowledge. 
At  the  same  time,  he  was 


unable  to  walk  off  and  leave  the 
matter  alone. 

Dave  was  an  optimistic  sort  of 
guy,  a  motivator. 
Professionally,  he  supervised 
more  than  three  hundred  men 
and  women  at  Lowery's  Tool 
and  Die.  He  had  been  a 
natural  for  the  boys'  Sunday 


He  kept  trying  to  rid 
himself  of  the  lump  in  his 
chest,  a  tightness  that  had 
been  there  since  Ronnie's 
death. 


school  class  and  he  had  been 
injecting  large  doses  of  positive 
thinking  into  his  lessons  from 
the  very  first.  Kids  needed  that, 
Dave  told  himself  over  and 
over  again. 

Besides,  it  hadn't  been 
Norman  Vincent  Peale  or 
Napoleon  Hill  who  first 
advocated  the  power  of  positive 
thinking.  It  had  been  Jesus 
Christ.  Jesus  had  been  the  most 
positive  man  to  ever  live. 

Dave  liked  that  emphasis.  It 
was  a  powerful  stimulant  to 
production.  It  helped  with 
personnel  problems.  It  made 
getting  up  and  going  at  life 
exciting  on  an  everyday  basis. 

For  almost  a  year  now  Dave 
had  been  teaching,  and  the 
boys'  class  had  tripled.  They 
were  usually  receptive,  asking 
questions  and  hearing  him  out 
with  the  usual  boys'  take-it- 
or-leave-it  attitude. 

Then  came  Ronnie.  From  a 
broken  home.  Raised  in  the 
ghetto.  Fending  for  himself 
and,  for  the  most  part,  growing 
up  without  the  influence  of  a 
dad.  Dave  had  seen  the 
excitement  in  Ronnie's  eyes, 
had  realized  he  personified 
something  missing  in  the  boy's 


home,  and  had  even  exulted  in 
the  opportunity  to  contribute 
his  influence.  Dave  had  seen  in 
Ronnie  a  chance  to  mold  and 
to  shape  another  missionary,  or  a 
D.  L.  Moody,  or  a  business 
entrepreneur  who  would  use  his 
influence  to  make  the  world  a 
better  place. 

"Anything  the  mind  can 
conceive  a  man  can  do;  if  he's 
willing  to  pay  the  price," 
Dave  had  said.  Then  he  had 
gone  on  to  explain  the 
miracles  of  Christ,  especially  last 
Sunday's  lesson  where  Jesus 
walked  on  the  water. 

In  the  class,  before  the  rapt 
faces  of  the  boys,  Dave  had 
been  so  positive,  so  sure. 
Now,  everything  was  different. 
In  the  dark  waters  of  the 


Dave  had  seen  in  Ronnie 
a  chance  to  mold  and  to 
shape  another  missionary, 
or  a  D.  L.  Moody.  .  .  . 


river  Dave  saw  his  own  guilt. 
Faces  glimmered  there.  Boys' 
faces.  And,  among  them,  the 
face  of  Ronnie. 

"Oh  God,"  Dave  said  into  the 
chill  of  the  wind.  "I  didn't 
mean  to  have  him  take  my 
words  wrong.  I  never  intended 
that  he  think  of  them  literally." 

What  Dave  knew  in  his 
heart  was  that  he  hadn't 
correctly  drawn  the  line — that 
thin  line — between  presumption 
and  faith.  He  hadn't  made  it 
clear  enough  to  the  boys  that 
God  would  help  them;  but 
God  at  the  same  time  expected 
them  to  use  judgment  and 
common  sense. 

Tears  trickled  down  Dave 
Felts'  cheeks.  Tears  he  didn't 
bother  to  wipe.  The  bridge 
swayed  and  Dave  felt  the  chill 
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of  the  rising  wind  but  he 
continued  staring  upriver  at  the 
spot  where  Ronnie  Edwards 
had.  for  some  unknown  reason, 
walked  out  on  the  thin  ice 
and  drowned. 

"Could  it  be,  Lord,"  Dave 
asked  himself  for  the  hundredth 
time,  "could  it  really  be  that 
Ronnie  did  so  under  the 
mixed-up  illusion  of  my 
words?  Could  I  have  contributed 
to  the  boy's  death?" 

A  hazy  sun  was  rising  back  of 
the  city's  skyline,  a  sun 
without  warmth.  Dave  heard  the 
click  of  heels  and,  turning, 
watched  a  young  woman  walk 
toward  him  from  the  far  side 
of  the  swinging  bridge.  She  was 
dressed  in  a  dark  wool  coat 
with  a  hood  pulled  up  over  her 
red  hair.  Not  far  from  Dave 
she  too  paused  to  stare  off  up 
the  river, 

"Morning,"  Dave  said. 

She  nodded.  Clasping  the 
bridge  railing  in  gloved  hands, 
she  spoke,  her  voice  soft. 

"Doesn't  look  the  same  in 
winter,  does  it?" 

"No."  Dave  wanted  to  say 
something  else  but  he  couldn't. 
She  was  an  intrusion,  breaking 
his  thoughts,  forcing  him  to  let 
Ronnie  fade  into  the  background. 

"I  came  to  see  where  my 
nephew  drowned.  Maybe  you 
read  about  it  in  the  papers? 
Edwards.  Ronnie  Edwards." 

"Yeah.  I  read  about  it." 
"A  wonderful  kid.  He  always 
was  a  loving  child.  So 
tenderhearted.  He  especially 
loved  birds.  His  mother,  my 
sister,  could  hardly  keep  her 
apartment  clean  for  all  the 
animals  he  kept  bringing  home 
to  pet  and  feed.  That's  what 
caused  him  to  drown,  you 
know." 


"Ma'am.  What  .  .  .  what  did 
you  say?"  Dave  moved  toward 
her,  causing  the  bridge  to  sway. 

"I  said  my  nephew  was  a 
wonderful  boy.  He  .  .  ." 

"No,  not  that.  What  did  you 


What  worried  Dave  was 
the  thin  line  between 
presumption  and  faith. 


say  about  his  death.  The  papers 
said  nothing.  Only  that  he 
drowned." 

"Did  you  know  Ronnie?" 

"Yes.  Yes,  I  knew  him.  I 
knew  him  at  church.  I  was  his 
Sunday  school  teacher." 

"Oh,  then  you  must  be  Mr. 
Felts.  Ronnie  talked  about  you 
all  last  Sunday.  I  had  him 
over  to  my  place  for  lunch  and 
he  just  couldn't  quit  telling  me 
all  about  the  nice  things  you 
said  in  class.  Told  me,  too, 
that  he  had  accepted  Christ  as 
his  personal  Savior.  Really 
seemed  happy." 

"Yes,  but  .  .  .  but  you  said 
something  about  how  he 
drowned,  about  what  caused 
him  to  drown.  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  that  ..."  The  woman 
swallowed  and  looked  from  Dave 
back  to  the  river.  "Such  a 
loving  child.  It's  kind  of  hard  to 
talk  about,  since  I  was  with 
him.  We  came  for  a  walk  and 
Ronnie  saw  this  duck  with  its 
foot  caught  in  the  ice.  The  poor 
thing  was  squalking  pitifully. 
Going  round  and  round.  Ronnie 
couldn't  stand  it. 

"First  thing  I  knew  Ronnie 
was  out  on  the  ice,  flat  on  his 
stomach,  scooting  toward  the 
duck.  I  stepped  on  the  ice 
myself  and  immediately  fell 
through.  But  Ronnie  seemed 
to  know  what  he  was  doing.  He 
had  this  big  stick  he  used  to 
spread  his  weight.  He  got  the 


duck  loose  and  started  back. 
That's  when  the  ice  broke  loose. 
I  saw  him  bob  up  and  down 
two  or  three  times  in  the  swift 
current  but  I  didn't  have  a 
chance  to  get  to  him.  Besides, 
I'm  not  much  of  a  swimmer." 

There  were  tears  on  the 
woman's  cheeks.  Her  voice 
broke.  Dave  moved  nearer  her, 
watched  her  swallow  and 
compose  herself. 

"Some  things  are  hard  to 
understand,  aren't  they?" 

The  woman  nodded.  "Yeah. 
If  it  weren't  for  the  Lord  I  don't 
think  I  could  make  it." 

"Shall  we  walk  together?  I  was 
on  my  way  to  church." 

"Thanks.  Me  too.  In  fact,  I 
planned  on  going  this  morning 
to  Ronnie's  church.  He  seemed 
to  like  it." 

"We'll  be  happy  to  have  you." 
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It's  like  sAyiivq 

to  God, 

Hey,  You  didix'T 

do  such  a 

qood  job!" 


*%x 


Camenque  Pholo 


OY  iE*il%L/IE  L«  C.  i  wiil^wi" 


\  V        /      ^k  I  £ /     r\       \  i)  Bones!"  a  tall,  muscular  boy  called 

^k  %/  F  i^-  $~  \S /  CywV^^  out  across  the  school  hall.  "You  going 

^^^^M^^^     /  -r  ^    _  >  -J  to  the  sports  banquet  Friday?" 

-. — «^^  ^  /^>4    r  t /   /     Courtney  Adams  tossed  her  head  and  hurried  on  by, 

/  ^^      /       ■_,  C^if-  J  l*  C^ner  freckled  face  burning  right  down  to  the  roots  of  her 

/  %    ^^^^  1    ^m^m    -    ^    _  dark  red  hair.  She  didn't  like  being  skinny,  but  more 

I  «  ^^^^^k   i /<%  t/t i^  \  than  anything  she  didn't  like  being  teased. 

\  »    /        J ls^/  J  £  \^  s*J       Jeff  Norden  knew  that.  Why  couldn't  he  leave  her  alone? 

^^^^^^^31^  /      Imagine,  asking  her  about  the  banquet  when  he  knew  full  well  she  wouldn't  be 

going.  Nobody  ever  asked  her  to  anything.  Boys  didn't  like  tall,  skinny  girls; 

especially  ones  who  were  klutzy. 

Courtney  couldn't  walk  down  the  hall  without  bumping  into  something  or  someone.  Finding 

clothes  that  looked  right — that  was  another  problem.  Right  now,  though,  Jeff 

was  the  worst  problem. 

Jeff  had  been  a  thorn  in  Courtney's  side  since  first  grade.  Way  back  then  he  had  teased  her 

endlessly  about  her  name,  calling  her  Basketball  Court,  Courtyard,  or  just  plain  Red.  Her  mother 

had  braided  her  hair  into  two  long,  fat  braids,  and  Jeff  had  pulled  the  ribbons  out 

every  day,  refusing  to  give  them  to  her  until  she  had  gone  to  the  teacher  in  tears. 
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In  fifth  grade  Jeff  had  moved 
away  and  nobody  else  picked 
on  her.  That  was  when  she 
started  getting  tall.  By  ninth 
grade — which  happened  to  be  the 
year  he  returned — she  had 
shot  up  past  all  the  other  girls; 
and.  unfortunately,  most  of  the 
boys. 

Courtney  would  never  forget 
Jeffs  greeting  as  he  waited 
outside  the  principal's  office, 
enrollment  form  in  hand. 

"Hey,  Red,  is  it  really  you? 
But  you're  so  skinny  now.  .  ." 

She  stopped  and  stared.  It 
couldn't  be!  It  just  couldn't  be! 
How  could  God  let  this 
happen  to  her?  Now  she  had  to 
go  through  that  teasing  all 
over  again. 

The  real  shocker  was  when 
Courtney  went  to  Sunday  school 
class  and  found  Jeff  sitting  in 
the  front  row,  long  legs  stretched 
out  into  the  aisle. 

"I  guess  some  of  you  know 
our  newest  member,"  Teacher 
Gates  said.  "He  goes  to  Franklin 
High  along  with  some  of  you 
.  .  .  Courtney  .  .  .  Sally  .  .  . 
Dave  .  .  ." 

Courtney  slipped  into  the  seat 
beside  Sally.  It  just  wasn't 
fair.  Not  that  she  wasn't  glad 
Jeff  had  become  a  Christian, 
but  why  couldn't  he  have  chosen 
another  church?  And  if  he  had 
changed,  why  hadn't  he  changed 
all  the  way?  Why  did  he  still 
like  to  tease?  She  knew  she  was 
too  skinny.  But  so  was  he    Of 
course,  with  boys  it  didn't 
matter.  They  needed  tall  boys 
in  basketball  and  already  Jeff 
was  a  star  forward. 

Courtney  had  tried  to  gain 
weight,  she  really  had.  She'd 
eaten  rich,  fattening  snacks  after 
school,  whipped  up  chocolate 
shakes  before  bedtime,  and  had 
seconds  of  everything.  She 


knew  when  to  eat  and  what  to 
eat.  It  was  simple,  being  the 
exact  opposite  of  Sally,  who 
dieted  to  lose. 

Nothing  helped.  Courtney  kept 
growing  taller,  and  this  made 
her  look  even  thinner.  If  only 
she  had  ten  of  the  pounds 
Sally  was  trying  so  hard  to  lose. 

After  church  Courtney  and 
Sally  stood  by  the  door,  waiting 
for  their  parents  to  come. 

"Are  you  going  to  help  me 
decorate  for  the  sports 
banquet?" 

Courtney  shrugged.  "Don't 
know  why  I  should  help  when  I 
won't  even  go." 

The  banquet  was  one  of  the 


"Hey,  Red,  is  it  really  you? 
But  you're  so  skinny  now 


big  events  of  the  year.  Those 
who  participated  in  sports  were 
honored  and  received  their 
letters.  Those  who  didn't  usually 
went  with  a  boy  or  girl  who 
did. 

"Come  on."  Sally  grabbed 
her  arm.  "You  can  still  help. 
Where's  your  school  spirit?" 

"I  just  don't  want  to  go 
without  a  date." 

"Well,  I'm  going.  So  there." 

"Why  so  glum?"  mother 
asked,  once  they  were  in  the  car 
and  heading  for  home. 

"It's  just  that  .  .  .  well  .  .  . 
this  guy  at  school,  Jeff 
Norden,  he  always  teases  me. 
Then  today  I  discover  he's 
going  to  start  going  to  our 
church." 

"Courtney,  that's  great!  That's 
what  you  need  at  Franklin. 
More  Christians." 

Courtney  felt  guilty.  She 
knew  she  should  feel  exactly  as 


her  mother.  What  did  it  say 
in  the  Bible?  Something  about 
angels  rejoicing  when  only  one 
person  is  saved. 

"Maybe  Jeff  likes  you,"  her 
mother  said. 

"Likes  me!  Oh,  Mom,  not 
hardly!  He  calls  me  Bones  and 
always  says  things  to  make 
me  blush." 

"Sounds  suspicious  to  me," 
Mr.  Adams  said. 

"Yes,"  her  mother  agreed. 
"Some  boys  don't  know  how  to 
talk  to  girls,  so  they  tease 
them  to  hide  the  fact  they  don't 
know  what  to  say." 

"Jeff  isn't  like  that,"  Courtney 
said.  "He  knows  what  to  say 
all  right — and  it's  all  things  to 
bug  me." 

Courtney  turned  and  stared 
out  the  window.  She  didn't 
feel  like  talking  about  it 
anymore.  It  was  a  hopeless 
situation.  Being  tall  was  no  fun. 
That  was  why  Sally  asked  her 
to  help  with  the  decorations.  She 
came  in  handy  for  reaching  up 
and  taping  posters  to  the  wall. 

Later  that  evening,  while 
having  her  devotions,  Courtney 
remembered  what  her  mother 
had  once  read,  shortly  after  she 
started  getting  so  tall.  It  was 


"My  name  happens  to  be 
Courtney,  not  Bones." 


in  Psalms:  "For  thou  didst  form 
my  inward  parts;  thou  didst 
knit  me  together  in  my  mother's 
womb." 

"So  you  see,"  her  mother  had 
said,  "when  you  complain 
about  how  you  look  or  how  tall 
or  short  you  are,  it's  like 
saying  to  God,  'Hey,  You  didn't 
do  such  a  good  job.'  " 

"That's  easy  for  you  to  say," 
Courtney  had  interjected. 
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"Because  you're  just  the  right 
size.  Not  too  short,  not  too 
tall." 

"But  I  once  had  a  horrible 
complexion,"  her  mother  said. 

Now,  as  Courtney  lay 


"We're  two  of  a  kind, 
Bones.  I  mean  .  .  ." 


stretched  across  her  bed,  she 
knew  she  would  help  Sally 
with  the  decorations.  Maybe  she 
would  also  go  to  the  banquet. 

Jeff  was  standing  close  to 
her  locker  the  next  morning, 
talking  to  some  boys. 
Courtney  hoped  he  wouldn't  see 
her.  She  didn't  feel  like  his 
teasing  so  early  in  the  day. 

"Hi,  Bones!"  Jeff  called  out. 

She  decided  to  ignore  him. 

"Say,  you  never  said  if  you 
were  going  to  the  banquet?"  Jeff 
walked  over  and  laid  his  arm 
across  the  top  of  her  locker. 

Courtney  felt  her  face  flush, 
but  with  it  came  anger.  She 
turned  and  looked  Jeff  straight 
in  the  eye. 

"My  name  happens  to  be 
Courtney,  not  Bones.  And  maybe 
I  am  going  to  the  banquet. 
Not  that  it's  any  of  your 
business!  Now  why  don't  you 
leave  me  alone!"  She  felt  tears 
pushing  to  the  surface  and 
tried  to  move  past  him  before 
they  showed.  Jeffs  arm  went 
out,  stopping  her. 

"Hold  on— hold  on,"  Jeff 
said.  "Look,  I'm  sorry  if  I  hurt 
your  feelings.  I  never  meant 
to  do  that.  Honest." 

Jeff  shifted  his  weight  from 
foot  to  foot.  Courtney  bit  her  lip 
hard,  knowing  she  shouldn't 
have  lashed  out  so.  She  just 
couldn't  seem  to  help  it. 


"It  so  happens  I  asked  about 
the  banquet  because  I  ...  I 
well  ...  I  wanted  to  go  .  .  . 
and,  well  ...  I  really  didn't 
know  who  to  ask.  There  just 
aren't  that  many  girls  that  I'd 
even  want  to  ask,  but  since 
you're  a  Christian  and  all  .  .  . 
and  I'm  pretty  new  at  it  ...  eh 
.  .  .  well  .  .  ."  He  hesitated 
for  a  long  moment  and  then 
started  grinning.  "Wow,  I  sure 
didn't  know  you  had  a  temper 
though." 

Courtney's  chin  stopped 
trembling.  She  looked  up.  For 
the  first  time  she  noticed  how 
brown  Jeffs  eyes  were.  They 
weren't  teasing  this  time.  They 
were  serious.  Very  serious. 

"We're  two  of  a  kind,  Bones.  I 
mean  .  .  .  Courtney.  If  you 
feel  conspicuous  being  tall,  think 
of  me.  I'm  still  growing  the 
doctor  says  .  .  ." 


"Feel  sorry  for  you? 
You've  got  to  be  kidding! 


Courtney  swallowed.  "But, 
you're  not  as  skinny  .  .  ." 

"I  used  to  be." 

"But  it's  OK  when  boys  are 
tall.  Everyone  thinks  it's 
neat." 

Jeff  leaned  an  elbow  against 
the  locker.  "Will  you  go  to  the 
banquet  then?  Yes  or  no?" 

She  swallowed  again.  "I  don't 
want  you  feeling  sorry  for 
me." 

"Feel  sorry  for  you?  You've 
got  to  be  kidding!  Anyone  with 
the  kind  of  spunk  you  have 
doesn't  need  someone  feeling 
sorry  for  them." 

Courtney  laughed.  She  had 
told  him  off  in  a  way  that 
had  surprised  even  her. 

"No,  I  want  you  to  go  with 
me,  because  .  .  .  well  ...  eh 


...  I  have  always  kind  of 
liked  you.  Guess  I  just  had  a 
funny  way  of  showing  it." 

Courtney  smiled,  remembering 
what  her  parents  had  said 
yesterday.  Confidence  rose  inside 
her. 

"I'd  love  to  go  with  you,  Jeff. 
Since  I'm  helping  Sally  with 
the  decorations,  it'd  be  nice  to 
see  how  everyone  likes  them." 

"Good.  I'll  pick  you  up  at 
seven." 

Jeff  turned  and  walked  off 
down  the  hall  whistling.  Sally 
rushed  up,  her  face  looking 
puzzled.  "Was  that  Jeff 
Norden  you  were  talking  to?  I 
mean,  like  actually  talking 
without  getting  angry?" 

Courtney  grabbed  her  books 
and  closed  the  locker.  "Yeah  .  .  . 
and  guess  what?  I'm  going 
to  the  sports  banquet  with  the 
tallest  boy  at  Franklin.  Aren't 
I  lucky?"  □ 
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"The 
Church 
Must  Have 
a  Plan" 

Without  question,  one  of  the  greatest 

challenges  facing  the  church 
today  is  the  discipling  of  its  young 
people.  It  is  not  going  to  be 
accomplished  through  mediocre 
programs  and  token  activities.  The 
church  must  have  a  plan  for 
discipling-a  plan  that  is 
Bible-centered,  Christ-exalt:ng  and 
church-based."- 


the  broken  arrow,  and  dozens  of 
other  familiar  western  objects. 

The  mark  of  the  iron  has 
come  a  long  way  in  four 
thousand  years.  In  early  times  it 
was  a  stigma;  today  it  is 
merely  a  mark  of  ownership. 
Civilization  has  advanced 
beyond  using  a  hot  iron  to  sear 
human  flesh.  It's  bad  enough 
that  a  branding  iron  is  used  on 
cattle.  But  without  fences,  it 
was  required  in  the  Old  West. 
Today  much  of  the  romance 
of  the  annual  roundup,  when  all 
cattle  were  branded,  has 
disappeared.  Barbed  wire  has 
fenced  in  much  of  the  open 
range,  and  cattle  inside  a  fenced 
area  need  not  be  branded. 

In  the  days  of  the  cattle 
drives,  every  cowboy  carried 
his  own  brand  book,  in  which  all 
the  brands  of  the  range  had 
been  entered.  The  brand  book 
also  carried  data  about  stolen 
cattle  and  other  information  he 
needed  on  the  trail.  This  book 
was  called  the  cowboy's  bible. 

Each  of  us  is  born  with  and 
carries  a  brand,  invisible  on  the 
surface  but  etched  deep  within 
our  consciousness. 

It  is  the  brand  of  sin. 

Only  God  can  erase  this 
invisible  brand.  □ 


Author  of  the  1981 
Church  Training  Course  text. 
THE  CHURCH  AND  ITS  YOUTH 
Order  from: 

Pathway  Bookstores 

or  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 

Cleveland,  TN  373 1 1 


Rev.  1. 1.  Burnett 

OUTSTANDING 


The  Reverend  J.  I.  Burnett 
was  recently  honored  by  the 
Church  of  God  Home  for 
Children  Alumni  Association 
for  his  many  years  of  service  to 
the  Home  in  Sevierville. 

According  to  Alumni  President 
Mrs.  Robert  Hockensmith, 
Brother  Burnett  served  at  the 
Home  for  Children  in 
Sevierville  for  a  total  of 
seventeen  and  a  half  years. 
He  also  worked  for  the  North 
Carolina  Home  for  Children 
and  only  recently  retired  after 
thirty  years  of  ministry  in  the 
Church  of  God. 

Of  Brother  Burnett  and  his 
wife,  the  Alumni  president  says, 
"We  who  have  known  Brother 
Burnett  and  his  wonderful  wife 
Vickie  are  all  better  adults  as 
a  result  ox"  their  dedication,  love, 
and  patience." 

Although  this  is  the  first 
Alumnus  Award  to  be 
presented  by  the  association, 
such  awards  are  expected  to 
be  part  of  all  association 
homecomings  in  the  future.  D 
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ROSES  BEGGARS, 
VUENTINES 


The  pencil  man  never 
smiled,  never  turned 
toward  me." 


"It  was  general  opinion 

that  the  beggar  gave  the  building 

a  bad  name." 


here  had  been  quite  a  stir 
when  the  old  man  first 
showed  up  and  claimed  the  front 
steps  of  our  office  building. 
Everyone  on  the  staff  felt  he 
should  go  somewhere  else.  But 
the  building  superintendent  said 
he  wasn't  hurting  anybody. 
And  to  quote  his  words,  "The 
pencil  man  can  stay." 

It  was  his  building.  Everyone 
was  smart  enough  to  know  the 
subject  was  closed.  It  was, 
however,  the  general  opinion 
of  the  office  staff  that  the  beggar 
gave  the  building  a  bad  name. 

I  pulled  my  coat  closer  and 
tried  to  keep  out  the  cold 
wind,  vowing  to  myself  that 


Camenque  Photos 


nothing,  absolutely  nothing, 
was  going  to  ruin  my  morning.  It 
was  Valentine's  Day  and  no 
old  man  in  a  bedraggled 
overcoat  could  change  that!  In 
just  five  more  minutes  I  would 
be  inside,  sitting  at  my  desk, 
drinking  a  hot  cup  of  coffee,  and 
waiting  for  my  roses.  I  knew 
they  would  come.  It  was  sort  of 
an  old  Valentine  tradition 
between  myself  and  a  very 
special  friend.  Roses  always 
came  on  Valentine's  Day! 

Then  I  saw  him.  My  gloved 
fingers  searched  clumsily  for 
change  so  I  could  pay  my 
daily  toll.  Something  made  me 
pause.  Maybe  it  was  the  way 


his  hands  shook  when  he  took 
the  money  and  said  thank 
you.  I  don't  know.  I  felt  a  good 
case  of  guilties  coming  on.  I 
had  never  spoken  to  him.  Never 
held  a  conversation. 

"Do  you  know  what  day  it 
is?"  I  said. 

He  kept  his  face  motionless, 
still. 

"Today  is  Valentine's  Day." 

I  struggled  with  the  words 
but  I  needn't  have  bothered.  I 
could  have  said,  "The  world's 
on  fire"  for  all  he  cared. 

"Today  is  Valentine's  Day," 
I  repeated.  "It  always  reminds 
me  of  God.  And  His  love  for 
us." 
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ROSES,  BEGGARS, 

AND 

VALENTINES 

CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  23 

The  pencil  man  could  have 
been  made  out  of  stone.  He 
never  smiled,  never  turned 
toward  me.  I  couldn't  really 
blame  him.  The  words 
sounded  hollow  in  my  own  ears. 
I  mean,  I  had  just  said, 
"Happy  Valentine's  Day"  to  a 
man  who  didn't  have  a  winter 
coat. 

Feeling  like  the  biggest 
hypocrite  on  Fifth  Avenue,  I 
walked  inside.  My  ride  on  the 
elevator  seemed  longer  than 
usual,  but  by  the  time  I 
reached  the  tenth  floor,  I  was 
my  old  self.  Singing  Valentine 
songs.  Giving  out  cards.  Waiting 
impatiently  for  the  florist. 

The  morning  dragged  by.  I 
heard  someone  call  my  name 
and  turned  to  see  a  man 

She  placed  three  loaves  of  bread  in  the 
Deggars  hands;  the  man  cried." 


carrying  a  box  of 
long-stemmed  roses. 

"Happy  Valentine's  Day,"  he 
shouted  to  me. 

Everyone  gathered  around, 
laughing  and  talking.  We  made 
ourselves  sick  eating  chocolates 
and  celebrating  the  joy  of  roses 
and  cards  and  candy. 

The  rest  of  the  day  flew.  Soon 
it  was  5  p.m.  It  was  my  time 
to  lock  up  so  I  shooed  everyone 
out  in  a  hurry.  I  gathered  up 
roses,  my  scarf  and  coat,  and 
somehow  managed  to  find  my 
way  to  the  elevator  door.  I 
wondered  idly  if  the  pencil 
man  would  still  be  there.  If  I 
should  give  him  another 
quarter.  After  all,  it  was 
Valentine's  Day. 


I  managed  to  get  off  the 
elevator  in  one  piece  and  was 
struggling  to  find  the  front  door 
key  when  I  saw  her.  Old  Mrs. 
Habersham. 

I  didn't  exactly  know  Mrs. 
Habersham,  but  I  knew  her 
brother.  Everyone  in  town 
knew  Dr.  Louis  Habersham, 
M.D.  Rumor  had  it  that  if 
you  got  sick  he  was  the  last 
person  you  should  go  and  see. 
Everyone  in  town  said  it  was  a 
disgrace  for  a  man  of  his 
standing  to  let  his  sister  live 
practically  in  poverty.  Make  it 
the  best  way  she  could  on  her 
social  security  check. 

There  she  was,  little  Mrs. 
Habersham,  talking  to  the 
pencil  man.  I  watched  as  she 
took  his  hands  in  hers.  She 
was  smiling  at  him,  patting  him 
on  his  head  as  though  he 
were  a  small  child.  I  wanted  to 
run  over  to  her.  Wanted  to 
cry  out,  "Don't  touch  him.  What 
if  you  get  sick?  What  if  you 
catch  something?" 

Mrs.  Habersham  kept 
talking  to  him.  Quietly.  Calmly.  I 
couldn't  hear  her  words  but  I 
watched  every  move  she  made. 
Smiling.  Talking.  Pretending 
not  to  notice  that  he  never 
smiled  back.  Then  she  stooped 
down  and  took  three  loaves  of 
bread  from  a  beaten,  worn 
shopping  bag.  Three  loaves  of 
bread!  She  placed  them  in  the 
beggar's  arms  and  traced  his 
fingers  over  the  smooth 
wrapping. 

The  man  stood  very  still. 
Then  he  started  rocking  back 
and  forth,  cradling  the  bread 
in  his  arms  as  though  it  were  a 
baby.  Back  and  forth  he 
rocked,  holding  the  bread,  tears 
running  down  his  cheeks.  Mrs. 
Habersham  started  crying  too.  It 
was  like  a  church  service. 
Like  a  celebration. 


I  felt  my  face  go  scarlet. 
Remembered  all  too  clearly  the 
words  of  Jesus  when  He  spoke 
about  a  widow  woman's  gift. 
Turning  toward  the  door,  I 
tried  to  lock  up.  I  couldn't  see 
the  key  because  my  eyes  were 
spilling  tears.  Besides,  the  roses 
kept  getting  in  my  way.  □ 
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information  write: 
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RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  -  CARDS 
NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH  CLOTHS 
Ask    for   our    FREE    Catalog 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer    E 
Madison,   Tenn.    37115 


BUILD 
BUILD 
BUILD 


CHURCHES 

designed,  built,  and 
furnished  on  vour  lot  average 
price  S30'sq  ft  We  design  tor 
seating  130  to  1600 
(Not  prefabricated) 


Includes  Masonry  and  wood  construction  social  area 

offices,  classrooms,  nursery  choir  robe  rooms  baptistry 

steeple  carpet  and  Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 

S'eei  or  masonry  from  520/sq  ft 
CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


Write  or  call  for  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803)  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 

s0H  NORTHWAY 
>     CONTRACTORS 

— "\  IMf*"*     P.O.  Box  591 

V\  IIN^f.   Taylors.  SC  29687 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  m  Southeast 


24 


Lighted  Pathway,  February.  1981 


Youth  Update 


lwV 


Without  love,  what  we 
are  and  what  we  have 
is  a  big  nothing!" 


^''"!ijj        This   generation   has 
W    misused  the  word  love. 

Mr  What  many  refer  to  as 
JM  love  is  really  nothing  more 
than  lust. 

What  is  love? 

How  do  you  know  if  you  are 
really  in  love? 

Does  the  Bible  give  any 
definite  direction? 

Paul  tells  us  we  can  speak  in 
tongues,  have  the  gift  of 
prophecy  and  understanding, 
along  with  faith  to  remove 
mountains;  but,  if  we  do  not 
have  love,  we  have  nothing. 
We  can  give  everything  we  have 
to  feed  poor  people  and  even 
give  our  body  to  be  burned,  but 
if  we  do  not  have  love  it  will 
profit  us  nothing  (1  Corinthians 
13). 

These  verses  highlight  the 
importance  of  love.  Without 
love,  what  we  are  and  what  we 
do  amount  to  nothing. 

God  unfolds  for  us  the  deep 
meaning  of  love  in  1 
Corinthians  13:4.  It  has  to  do 
with  relationships.  Let's 
examine  the  verses  carefully. 

LOVE  SUFFERS  LONG— It 
is  slow  to  lose  patience.  It 
doesn't  demonstrate  irritations, 
or  reflect  anger,  or  have  a  quick 
temper.  Love  is  patient  in  its 
relationship  with  others. 


LOVE  IS  KIND— It  looks  for 
a  way  to  be  constructive.  It  is 
actively  creative.  It  recognizes 
needs  and  discovers  successful 
methods  for  improving  or 
contributing  to  the  lives  of 
others. 

LOVE  ENVIETH  NOT— It  is 
not  possessive.  Love  does  not 
hold  exclusive  control  over 
another  person.  Love  allows 
freedom  of  expression. 

LOVE  VAUNTETH  NOT 
ITSELF— It  is  not  anxious  to 
make  an  impression  or  to 
create  an  image  for  personal 
gain. 

LOVE  IS  NOT  PUFFED 
UP — It  does  not  cherish 
inflated  ideas  of  its  own 
importance,  is  not 
self-centered,  but  has  the  ability 
to  change  and  to  accept 
change.  Love  is  flexible.  Love 
does  not  expect  life  to  revolve 
around  itself. 

LOVE  DOES  NOT  BEHAVE 
ITSELF  UNSEEMLY— It  has 
good  manners,  a  respect  for 
others  which  results  in 
Christ-centered  standards. 
Love  knows  what  is  proper  and 
when. 

LOVE  DOES  NOT  SEEK  ITS 
OWN — It  does  not  pursue 
selfish  advantage,  does  not  have 
primary  concern  tor  personal 
sexual  appetite  or  social  status, 
but  has  concern  for  the  needs 
and  well-being  of  the  other 
person. 

LOVE  IS  NOT  EASILY 
PROVOKED— It  is  not  touchy, 
hypersensitive,  or  easily  hurt. 
Love  does  not  take  things  too 
personally.  Is  not  so  opinionated 
that  it  can't  accept  others' 

irjpoc 

LOVE  THINKETH  NO 
EVIL — It  does  not  keep  account 
of  evil.  Does  not  review 
wrongs  which  have  been 
forgiven,  does  not  dwell  on 
past  hurts.  Love  forgives  and 
forgets. 


LOVE  REJOICETH  NOT  IN 
INIQUITY— It  never  gloats 
over  the  wickedness  of  others. 
Does  not  compare  self  with 
others  for  self-justification.  Does 
not  use  others'  wrongdoing  to 
excuse  personal  sin  or 
weakness.  Love  doesn't  say 
"everyone  is  doing  it." 

LOVE  REJOICETH  IN  THE 
TRUTH— It  is  glad  when  truth 
prevails,  is  occupied  with 
spiritual  objectives.  Love  is  an 
active  fellowship  with 
dedicated  Christians. 

LOVE  BEARETH  ALL 
THINGS — It  knows  no  limit  to  its 
forebearance,  has  the  ability 
to  live  with  inconsistencies,  has 
empathy  with  the  problems  of 
others. 

LOVE  BELIEVETH  ALL 
THINGS — It  knows  no  end  to  its 
trust.  Love  believes  in  the 
person  and  the  person's  worth 
without  question.  Love  has  no 
reason  to  doubt  another's 
integrity. 

LOVE  HOPETH  ALL 
THINGS— It  is  not  fickle.  Love 
has  perfect  peace  and 
confidence  that  God  is 
primarily  responsible  for 
introducing  the  right  partner  at 
the  right  time. 

LOVE  ENDURETH  ALL 
THINGS— It  outlasts  anything. 
Love  is  able  to  endure  all 
obstacles  and  even  able  to  love 
in  the  face  of  unretumed  love. 

LOVE — It  is  what  the  world 
needs.  It  is  what  your  parents 
need,  what  your  friends  need, 
what  your  enemies  need.  It  is 
what  you  need  .  .  .  real  Love 
...  the  1  Corinthians  13  kind 
of  love. 

Without 
love,  what  we 
are  and 
what  we  have 
is  a  big 
nothing!  □ 
by  W.  A. 
DAVIS 
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Sews  and  activities 


HOW    ro  ALIENATE 

PEERS,  PARENTS  and  Almost  EVERYONE  ELSE 


REFUSE  TO  COMMUNICATE 


GET  fHE  BEST  OF  ARGUMENTS. 

e. 


DON'T  FORGIVE. 


1.  Most  fights  start  with  wrong  or  less-than-enough  information  So,  forget  and/or  fog  the  facts  Learn  to  mumble  with  eloquence 

2. Don't  stifle  anger,  show  it,  When  confronted:  cower,  and  fire  back  with  a  bigger  gun 

3.  Or,  if  you  must  forgive,  forget  to  forget     Build  monuments  over  buried  hatchets  You  never  know  when  you  may  need  it  again 

DEAL  WRONGLY  WITH   FRUSTRATION  NITPICK.  FORGET  ABOUT  CAUSES. 


fco-ro  ecu 


<*.  Impersonate  a  chicken  and  brood.  Kick,  snarl,  yell,  and  fuss.  Best  of  all:  don't  do;  set  and  stew 

g  Find  a  point  of  contention  and  expand  it    It  may  take  the  abilities  of  Sherlock  Holmes;  but  stay  with  it   Nothing  encourages 
'someone  like  knowing  that  whatever  he  does  is  wrong! 

6.  React  instead  to  symptoms    Fight  grumpiness  with  grumpiness,  gossip  with  gossip,  distortion  with  distortion 


NEVER  LISTEN 


ALWAYS  COMPETE. 


DON'T  ADMIT  YOU  MADE  A  MISTAKE 

o 

\c,i,-  rA  PC 


7.  //'  '  r   r|  ':/  -,p<;;jk,  interrupt   with  totally  unrelated  comments   When  they're  finished,  look  blank  and  say.  "Huh?'' 
B.The/'re  out  to  <)".\  /ours,  -,o  get  theirs  first  Wfiter/AftiSt 

a.Pass  the  buck  somewhere,  anywhere  Hot  potato,  think  fast!  LARRY  E 
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Editorial  /uoyt  e.  stone 


For  the  young,  discipline 
happens  to  be  one  of  the 
unpleasant  and  uncomfortable 
facts  of  life. 

Given  a  vote  on  the 
issue — whether  the  discipline 
be  physically  applied  by  our 
parents  or  providentially 
applied  by  our  Creator — most  of 
us  know  moments  when  we 
resent  discipline  and  when  we 
would  probably  side  with 
those  wishing  to  do  away  with 
the  concept  altogether. 

Of  its  very  nature,  discipline  is 
painful.  It  hurts. 

Proper  discipline  is,  at  the 
same  time,  both  necessary 
and  tremendously  beneficial. 

Think  for  a  moment  how 
horrible  would  be  our  existence 
if  there  were  no  discipline. 

Without  the  discipline  of  pain, 
we  would  long  ago  have  cut, 
bruised,  burned  and  broken  our 
bodies  into  physical  wrecks. 
Pain  sets  limits  to  our  actions: 
otherwise  we  would  walk,  run, 
work,  exhaust,  eat,  or  starve 
ourselves  into  a  quick  death. 

Without  the  discipline  of 
natural  law — the  law  of  our 
universe — insects  would  multiply 
into  an  immediate  science- 


fiction  horror,  storms  would  rage 
out  of  control,  chaos  would 
reign,  life  would  cease  to  be. 

The  same  would  be  true 
without  the  discipline  of  moral 
law.  Murder  would  become 
virtuous.  Theft  the  order  of  the 
day.  We  would  revert  to  a 
society  in  which  every  man  did 
what  was  right  in  his  own 
eyes  (Judges  17:6).  The  laws  of 
our  land — human  expressions 
of  the  basic  moral  law  God  has 
instilled  in  the  human 
conscience — these  permit  us  to 
live  together  in  some 
semblance  of  order.  Otherwise,  it 
would  all  be  over  quickly  for 
the  human  race. 

Thus,  rather  than  being  a 
curse  or  an  evil,  discipline  turns 
out  to  be  one  of  God's 
greatest  and  most  marvelous 
gifts.  It  is  the  bit  by  which  He 
keeps  society  on  track:  the 
gentle  nudge  or  stinging  slap 
by  which  He  reminds  us 
personally  that  there  are 
bounds  to  our  actions  both  good 
and  bad. 

God's  goal  for  us  is  precisely 
the  same  as  that  of  any 
parent:  He  urges  us  toward 
maturity  and  self-discipline. 


Here  only  is  freedom. 
Many  young  people  protest 
their  lack  of  freedom,  while 
refusing  to  acknowledge  their 
lack  of  self-discipline.  Freedom 
without  discipline  is  an 
illusion,  it  is  the  great  Satanic 
lie,  the  original  cause  of 
Adam's  fall. 

Learn  to  discipline  yourself, 
to  control  your  passions  and 
your  desires  within  the  bounds 
of  God's  grace  as  revealed  in 
Christ,  and  you  will  discover 
freedom. 

Not  freedom  to  do  as  you 
wish. 

But  that  more  glorious 
freedom  to  wish  as  God  wills. 
Those  who 
wish  to  do 
good,  oddly 
enough,  keep 
finding  ways  for 
bringing  it  off. 

Enigmatic 
to  the  world. 

Glorious 
to  God.  □ 
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Discipline 

"...turns  out  to  be  one  of  God's  greatest 
and  marvelous  gifts." 
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Take  a  look  at  NORTHWEST 

where  .  .  . 


Northwest  Bible  College  is  committed 
to  preparing  Christian  leaders!  Decide 
now  to  prepare  yourself  for  maximum 
effectiveness  as  a  Christian  and 
discover  the  many  ways  Northwest 
will  help  you  develop  your  potential. 
Send  for  our  admissions  brochure  to 
learn  the  exciting  facts  about  your 
future  at  Northwest. 


Yes,  I  want  to  take  a 
look  at  Northwest! 

Name 


Address. 
City  


State, 


Zip_ 


I  will  begin  college 
□    Fall         □    Spring 


□    Summer 
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NORTHWEST  BIBLE  COLLEGE 

1 900  Eighth  Avenue  S.E.    •   Mlnot.  North  Dakota  58701    •   701/852-3781 
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This  Issue 

Youth! 

How  totally  captivating! 

This  was  impressed  on  me 
anew  when  the  U.S.  hostages 
stepped  off  the  plane  in 
Frankfurt,  Germany. 

It  was  Rocky — young, 
exuberant,  smiling,  hand- 
waving  Rocky — who  riveted  the 
attention  of  cameramen  and 
reporters.  Rocky  who,  with  every 
movement  and  gesture, 
personified  the  sheer  joy  of 
being  alive  and  free. 

In  time,  we  watched  other 
hostages,  older  and  less 
spontaneous,  reflect  the  same 
joy;  but  how  could  we  forget 
Rocky? 

This  month  we  have 
focused  our  attention  primarily 
on  youth.  Three  sisters  who, 
each  in  her  own  way,  are  using 
talents  for  God.  How  youth 
can  become  more  actively 
involved  in  witnessing. 
Warning  on  alcohol.  Two  stories 
that  pinpoint  danger  in 
camouflage. 

We'd  like  to  remind  our 
readers  that  this  magazine 
remains  itself  a  declaration  of 
freedom.  Jesus  lights  the  path 
for  all.  Young  and  old. 

Spiritual  freedom.  □ 
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Stephanie,  Melotiie,  Belinda 


Belinda,  Melanie, 
Stephanie— there's  a 
musical  ring  even  to 
their  names. 
And...  when  it  comes 
to  talent. ..this  trio 
lays  just  claim  to  a 
shelf  full  of  trophies. 

Belinda  is  old- 
est. Age  twenty. 
Employed  as  a 
secretary-typist 
with  an  insurance 
firm.  A  writer. 

She  was  a  Flor- 
ida Teen  Talent 
winner,  Creative  Writing  Division, 
1976.  Her  short  story,  "The  Eter- 
nal Promise,"  took  top  honors  that 
same  year  and  was  subsequently 
published  in  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
February  issue,  1978. 

Belinda  hopes  some  day  to  be- 
come more  involved  in  a  writing 
career.  Meanwhile  she  puts  words 
to  paper  as  a  hobby,  her  latest 
endeavor  being  a  Christmas  play, 
"One  More  Chance,"  directed  by 
her  pastor's  wife,  Janice  Little,  and 
performed  at  the  Southside  Church 
of  God,  Tampa,  Florida. 

Melanie  is  eighteen.  A  first-year 
student  at  the  Peabody  Conserva- 
tory of  Music,  Baltimore,  Mary- 
land. 

She  weaves 
magic  with  bow 
and  violin,  in  love 
with  music  rather 
than  pen  and  pa- 
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per.  She  began  in 
the  fifth  grade. 
Unsure.  Hesitant. 
As  with  all  first 
steps  down  a 
strange  path.  In 
time,  though,  that 
oddly  shaped  and 
moody  little  instrument  became  com- 
fortable on  Melanie's  shoulder;  and, 
as  with  most  true  friends,  it  has 
begun  to  repay  her  devotion  in 
kind. 

High  school  music  teachers  ob- 
served Melanie's  caressing  touch, 
her  oneness  with  the  instrument, 
her  total  commitment.  Others  noticed 
as  well.  In  1978,  Kansas  City, 
Melanie  was  National  Teen  Talent 
winner,  solo,  nonkeyboard.  She  made 
six  personal  appearances  with  the 
Gulf  Coast  Symphony  Orchestra, 
in  its  Young  Artists  Program.  Then 
auditioned  for  a  $2,700  scholarship 
at  prestigious  Peabody  and  won. 

Stephanie  is  youngest.  Age  sev- 
enteen. A  senior  at  Brandon  High. 
She  too  plays  the  violin. 

In  Dallas,  Texas  this  past  year, 
it  was  Stephanie  and  Melanie — 
teamed  as  a  duet  and  competing  in 
the  small  ensemble  category — who 
walked  off  with  top  honors.  For 
the  moment  at  least,  Stephanie 
seems  to  be  following  in  ner  sis- 
ter's footsteps,  hoping  even  for  a 
chance  at  the  same  scholarship. 

Why  not? 

The  girls  complement  each  oth- 
er. Physically  and  musically.  Such 
a  natural  pair  that  you  feel  they 
ought  not  be  separated.  Together, 
their  music  is  a  blend  of  motion, 
sound,  form,  and  soul.  In  the  living 


room  of  their  south 
Tampa  home,  doing  Vi- 
valdi's Concerto  in  A  Mi- 
nor, Opus  3,  Number  8, 
Violin  1  and  2,  on  New 
Year's  Eve,  even  Dad 
Ford  (Clyde)  got  carried 
away  with  closed  eyes 
into  that  other  world  of 
harmony. 

The  parents  of  these 
three  girls,  Clyde  and 
Angelina  Ford,  are  slow 
to  accept  credit  for  any 
accomplishments  of  the 
girls.  Theirs  is  a  paren- 
tal pride,  justly  deserved; 
but,  at  the  same  time,  a  certain 
awe  or  wonder  at  God's  graciousness 
upon  their  family. 

Clyde  grew  up  in  the  south  Tampa 


get  that  talent  from  either  of  us. 
My  relationship  to  violins  comes 
from  the  other  side.  I  know  about 
expenses,    about    lessons,    about 


"Mostly  we  have  to  give  thanks  to  the  church 


area,  his  dad  a  farmer.  For  more 
than  twenty  years  he  worked  for 
the  American  Can  Company,  which 
recently  closed  down,  and  he  now 
runs  his  own  used  car  business. 

Angelina  is  from  Honduras.  She 
met  Clyde  as  a  college  student. 
Reared  Catholic,  Angelina  was  in- 
troduced to  the  Church  of  God 
through  Clyde's  mother.  Even  now 
she  retains  an  accent,  though  her 
English  is  distinct  and  flawless. 
Thanks  to  Angelina,  the  three  girls 
are  all  fluent  in  Spanish  as  well  as 
English. 

"I'm  not,"  Clyde  says.  "I  admit 
it's  a  shame  but  somehow  language 
eludes  me.  It  seems  so  easy  for  the 
girls." 

The  music  talent? 

Clyde  finds  that  equally  hard  to 
explain.  "Obviously  the  girls  didn't 


shuttling  girls  back  and  forth  be- 
tween appointments  and  perfor- 
mances; but  I  know  nothing  of  mu- 
sic. The  same  goes  for  Angelina. 

"Mostly,  we  have  to  give  thanks 
to  the  church.  Our  former  pastor, 
Robert  P.  Johnson,  took  a  lot  of 
interest  in  the  girls.  Encouraging 
them  to  get  involved.  Introducing 
them  to  Teen  Talent.  Jack  Little, 
our  present  pastor,  has  followed 
right  along  with  that  same  interest. 

"Angelina  and  I  have  both  ob- 
served what  Teen  Talent  can  do  in 
terms  of  motivating  young  people. 
It's  amazing!  The  excitement!  Talk 
day  and  night,  all  about  the  com- 
ing performance. 

"Not  to  mention  practice. 

"I've  not  been  able  to  help  the 
girls  with  music  itself,  or  with  writ- 
ing; but  Angelina  and  I  have  both 
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supported  them 
with  enthusiasm. 
We  vacation  in  or- 
der to  take  them 
to  the  General  As- 
sembly. 

"Someone  once 
mentioned  that  the 
girls  have  something  of  an  expen- 
sive hobby.  Yeah.  But  they're  worth 
it.  That's  not  all  .  .  .  I'm  way 
ahead  of  the  game  since  I've  never 
had  to  spend  a  penny  getting  my 
girls  out  of  trouble. 

"A  fellow  doesn't  get  rich  in  the 
used  car  business.  Not  today,  but 
I'm  making  a  living.  Doing  it 
honestly.  Thankful.  And  proud  of 
my  girls."  □ 
by  HOYT  E.  STONE 
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I'm  scared  out  of  my  mind!" 
This  is  often  a  response 
to  the  subject  of  witnessing. 
Many  of  us  have  stated  it. 

Perhaps  the  fear  we 
experience  is  somewhat  akin  to 
cramming  for  an  exam.  The 
harder  we  grunt  and  groan  over 
the  material,  the  more  tense, 
fearful,  and  frustrated  we 
become.  Yet  any  person  able 
to  sit  down  and  systematically 
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We  must  distinguish  between 
purpose  and  goal.  Remember, 
a  goal  is  measurable. 


digest  the  material  will  find 
that  the  exam  goes  reasonably 
well. 

We  should  apply  this 
systematic  approach  to 
witnessing.  In  outreach  efforts, 


one  of  the  best  things  we  can 
do  is  set  a  measurable  goal. 
Such  a  goal  could  be  stated, 
"I  will  invite  Joe  to  receive 
Christ  by  Friday."  Or,  "I  will 
give  Sue  a  piece  of  Christian 
literature  today." 

Of  major  concern  for  me  is  a 
desire  to  connect  commitment 
to  action.  It  is  not  enough  to 
sing,  "I'll  say  what  You  want 
me  to  say,  dear  Lord."  We  must 
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Commitment 

"Many  of  us  fear  to  get  out  and  witness.  We  must  hurdle  the  fear. 

ACtlOn  by  Glen  A.  Dueck  1 
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hurdle  the  fear  and  swing  into 
action. 

None  of  us  accomplish  much 
without  setting  goals  and  holding 
ourselves  responsible.  To 
implement  this  concept  in  my 
own  life,  I  decided  at  one 
point  to  reach  some  of  my 
neighbors  for  Christ.  An 
evening  of  fellowship  was 
planned,  with  ten 
neighborhood  families  invited. 


We  Christians  are 
sometimes  interested  only 
in  responding  to  the  world's 
quest  for  Christ. 


Since  it  was  Christmastime, 
reading  the  Christmas  story  was 
part  of  the  program.  Other 
goals  were  set:  Invite  a  neighbor 
to  attend  church  with  me  on  a 
particular  Sunday.  Talk  to  him 
or  to  her  personally  about  the 
Lord.  In  a  short  time,  I  had  far 
greater  success  than  anything  I 
had  done  previously. 

According  to  Dayton  & 
Engstrom,  one  needs  to 
distinguish  between  goals  and 
purposes.  We  can  be  quite 
sincere  when  we  say,  "I'll  tell 
the  world  that  I'm  a  Christian." 
But  that  statement  is  not 
measurable.  It  is  not  realistic  for 
most  of  us  personally.  It  is  not 
a  goal.  Rather,  that  is  our 
corporate  purpose  as 
Christians.  A  goal  must  be 
something  attainable. 

In  hockey,  a  goal  is  the  object 
of  one  success.  Let  us  score  a 
goal.  Reaching  several  goals  will 
enable  us  to  win  the  game. 
That  is  our  purpose. 

It's  easy  to  say,  "I  want  to 
reach  my  neighborhood  for 
Christ."  A  noble  purpose.  But 
it  will  take  goals  such  as, 
"Today  I  will  visit  with  Joyce 


and  invite  her  to  a  Bible  study," 
in  order  to  fulfill  the  purpose. 
Many  of  us  give  up  too  easily. 
It  takes  an  average  of  seven 
or  eight  invitations  before 
someone  comes  to  a  church 
service.  Patience  must  be 
integrated  into  our  witnessing 
efforts.  The  writer  of  Hebrews 
said,  "Let  us  run  with 
patience  the  race  that  is  set 
before  us"  (Hebrews  12:1). 

The  team  which  wins  a  hockey 
game  is  one  that  is  patient 
and  keeps  a  strong  defense, 
waiting  for  the  other  team  to 
make  a  mistake.  Toward  the  end 
of  a  game,  often  the  losing 
team  takes  a  few  more 
chances — having  one  of  their 
defensemen  play  as  a  forward, 
head-manning  the  puck  a  little 
further,  maybe  even  pulling  their 
own  goaltender  in  favor  of  an 
extra  attacker.  But  it  is  the 
steady,  controlled  team  that 
wins.  The  team  set  goals  early, 
and  was  patient  enough  to  see 
the  goals  reached  in  good  time. 

We  Christians  are  sometimes 
interested  only  in  responding  to 
the  world's  quest  for  Christ. 
We  may  hold  dearly  Peter's 
admonition  to  "be  ready 
always  to  give  an  answer  to 
every  man  that  asketh  a 
reason  for  the  hope  that  is  in" 
us  (1  Peter  3:15);  but  what 
about  the  proclaiming  aspect  of 
witnessing?  The  scripture  says 
we  are  to  "preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature"  (Mark  16:15). 
Since  this  is  a  commission  to 
every  Christian,  it  lays 
responsibility  for  proclaiming  the 
gospel  squarely  on  the 
shoulders  of  us  all. 

The  question  is,  "How  do 
we  make  things  happen,  and  not 
just  let  them  happen?" 

Here  are  several  suggestions 
for  bringing  goals  to  fruition: 


1.  Plan  for  time  to  spend  with 
prospects,  thus  gearing  for 
friendship  evangelism.  2.  Praise 
God  for  His  goodness  to  you 
in  the  presence  of  those  you  are 


Question  is,  "How  do  we 
make  things  happen,  and 
not  just  iet  them  happen?" 


hoping  to  reach.  3.  Turn  your 
conversation  to  things  of  God.  4. 
Be  proud  of  your  church  and 
invite  your  prospect  to  attend. 
Once  having  tasted  and  seen 
that  the  Lord  is  good  (Psalm 
34:8),  he  or  she  can  never  be 
the  same  again.  5.  Refuse  to  be 
discouraged. 

Make  your  goals  reachable. 
Pray.  Determine  to  accomplish 
them. 

During  the  1980  Stanley 
Cup  finals,  how  memorable  was 
the  excitement  when  Nystrom 
scored  the  winning  goal  for  the 
New  York  Islanders!  He 
became  hero  of  the  hockey 
world. 

When  we  apply  the 
aforementioned  principles  to 
scoring  a  goal  in  witnessing,  it 
really  doesn't  matter  if  we 
score  in  the  first  or  third  period. 
It  really  doesn't  matter  if  we 
receive  little  recognition,  or  if  we 
score  in  sudden  death 
overtime  and  become  famous. 
We  help  to  win  the  game! 

Whether  someone  is  snatched 
from  a  lost  eternity  in  his 
dying  hour,  or  whether  he  comes 
at  an  early  hour — it  matters 
not.  We  do  our  part  by  setting 
goals  to  personally  win  the 
lost.  We  expect  to  win  the 
game!  □ 
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"i  doubt  a  man  of  God  can  do  mud)  for  us,  no  matter  \jon>  well  intentioned  bei 


The  new  minister  wants  to  help  us,  Mama," 
the  little  girl  said,  eyes  dancing  with  ex- 
citement. 

"You  mean  he  wants  to  help  the  families  in  the 
village?"  asked  the  mother.  "We  are  poor  folks, 
Child.  I  doubt  a  man  of  God  can  do  much  for  us,  no 
matter  how  well-intentioned  he  is." 

"He  wants  to  help  the  children,  Mama.  He  wants  to 
teach  us  to  read  and  write  and  do  figures." 

The  mother  shook  her  head.  "The  good  Lord  knows 
I'd  like  my  children  to  have  the  education  your  father 
and  I  never  had.  But  you  can't  go  to  school  even  if  he 
starts  one.  You  and  your  brothers  and  sisters  have  to 
work  in  the  woolen  mills  and  most  of  the  other 
children  have  to  work  there  too.  We'd  all  starve  if  the 
children's  pay  didn't  help  out.  We  don't  like  it  .  .  . 
none  of  the  parents  like  it  .  .  .  but  it's  a  fact  of  life." 

The  little  girl  was  still  smiling.  "Reverend  Baring- 
Gould  knows  that,  Mama.  He's  going  to  teach  us 
evenings  at  his  house." 

It  was  no  daydream  the  little  girl  was  having. 
When  the  Reverend  Sabin  Baring-Gould  had  arrived 
in  the  village  of  Harbury,  Yorkshire,  England,  he  was 
very  upset  to  discover  that  most  of  the  children 
worked  long  hours  at  the  mills  and  few  of  them  could 
read  or  write.  Their  parents  couldn't  teach  them 
because  most  of  the  parents  couldn't  read  or  write 
either.  The  young  minister  determined  to  do  some- 
thing about  all  that. 

The  Reverend  Baring-Gould  had  not  picked  an 
easy  challenge.  He  lived  in  rented  quarters  consisting 
of  a  kitchen  and  one  room  on  the  first  floor  and 
another  small  room  on  the  second  floor.  Nearly  all  the 
youngsters  in  town  came  to  his  school,  so  there  was 
hardly  room  to  move.  He  had  to  borrow  books.  And 
often  his  students  were  so  tired  they  could  hardly 
keep  their  eyes  open. 

The  children  didn't  give  up.  They  wanted  to  learn. 
And  Reverend  Baring-Gould  did  not  give  up  either, 
for  he  knew  the  way  to  a  better  lifestyle  lay  in  great 
part  with  having  a  decent  education.  The  person  who 
could  not  read,  write,  or  do  figures  would  never  have 
a  decent  paying  job! 

Evenings  in  the  tiny  house  were  not  just  school 
work,  however.  After  classes,  the  children  came  alive! 
The  Reverend  Baring-Gould  had  a  wonderful  talent 


for  words.  Each  evening  he  would  tell  the  children  an 
exciting  story  which  he  had  written.  It  was  the 
highlight  of  the  entire  day  for  those  poor  children. 

The  Reverend  Baring-Gould  would  become  quite 
famous  later  for  his  writing  of  stories  and  hymns;  but 
he  always  said  he  never  had  so  wonderful  an  audi- 
ence as  in  those  young  days  in  the  small  village,  when 
children  would  sit  at  his  feet  and  look  to  him  for  a 
story. 

In  the  year  1865,  something  wonderful  happened. 

"Guess  what,  Mama.  Guess  what,  Papa,"  a  little 
boy  said,  coming  home  from  the  little  school.  "Rever- 
end Baring-Gould  is  going  to  take  us  to  the  other  side 
of  the  bridge.  To  the  nice  part  of  Harbury  Village. 
For  the  celebration  of  Whitmonday.  Isn't  that  won- 
derful?" 

Whitmonday  was  a  church  holiday  in  England;  but, 
in  poor  areas,  there  was  very  little  to  celebrate. 

"How  will  you  get  there?"  the  father  asked.  "It's  a 
long  way  across  the  bridge  and  on  to  the  big  church." 

"We're  going  to  march  over  the  bridge  and  to  the 
village  church,"  the  youngster  told  his  family.  "Rev- 
erend Baring-Gould  is  writing  a  special  marching 
hymn  for  the  day." 

The  young  minister  meanwhile  was  determined  to 
make  his  marching  hymn  special.  He  wanted  to  give 
the  children  a  boost  from  singing  it.  He  longed  to 
have  it  help  them  gain  strength.  Far  into  the  night  he 
worked. 

The  hymn  Reverend  Baring-Gould  wrote  for  the 
children  that  day  became  the  hymn  he  wanted  it  to 
be.  The  children  loved  it.  Everyone  turned  to  watch 
as  they  came  over  the  bridge  singing. 

More  than  a  hundred  years  later,  the  hymn  Rever- 
end Baring-Gould  wrote  for  the  children  in  1865  is 
still  one  of  the  greatest  and  most  inspirational  pieces 
of  Christian  music  known. 

"Onward  Christian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before! 

Christ,  the  royal  Master, 

Leads  against  the  foe; 

Forward  into  battle, 

See  His  banner  go!"  □ 
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"in  tl)e  year  1865,  something 
wonderful  happened..." 
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IS  \M/H  WORTH  IT? 


YW&4  Is/OION! 

by  Marcus  V  Hand, 

YWEA  is  more  than  an  appeal,  it  is  AC- 
TION! Since  its  beginning  in  1957,  YWEA  has 
stood  for  Youth  World  Evangelism  Appeal. 
In  the  last  session  of  the  General  Board,  the 
A  in  YWEA  was  changed  from  "Appeal"  to 
"Action" — Youth  World  Evangelism  Action. 
It  was  felt  that  this  more  accurately  de- 
scribes the  ministry  of  YWEA  today. 

Dr.  O.  W.  Polen,  who  was  general  di- 
rector when  YWEA  was  started,  told  me, 
"In  the  beginning,  YWEA  was  an  appeal. 
It  was  an  appeal  to  young  people  to  get 
involved  in  missions.  Since  YWEA  has  cap- 
tured the  imagination  of  the  young  people 
of  the  church,  the  word  action  is  now 
better  than  appeal." 

Thus,  YWEA  is  officially  Youth  World 
Evangelism  Action.  It  is  Church  of  God 
young  people  active  in  the  ministry  of 
fulfilling  the  Great  Commission  and  sharing 
the  gospel  with  the  whole  world. 

What  does  YWEA  do  for  you,  a  Church 
of  God  young  person?  It  calls  your  atten- 
tion to  world  evangelization. 

It  commands  your  admiration  for  the 
dedication  and  commitment  of  missionaries 
and  national  Christians. 

It  awakes  in  you  a  desire  to  get  a 
piece  of  the  action,  to  do  more  than  just 
read  about  overseas  activity. 

/WEA  opens  your  eyes  to  the  possibilities 
of  what  you  can  do  where  you  are  to  be  in- 
volved in  God's  plan  for  reaching  the  world. 

/WEA  is  a  clarion  call  to  action, 

It  is  Youth  World  Evangelism  Action.  D 


by  ROGER  DANIEL, 

YOUTH  WORLD  EVANGELISM 
ACTION  is  a  priority  ministry 
in  the  Church  of  God.  It 
involves  thousands  of  young 
people  in  missions  action; 
hundreds  of  hours  spent  in 
planning,  promoting,  and 
implementing  fund-raising 
activities;  and  volumes  of 
materials  printed  and 
distributed  for  promotion. 

Is  it  worth  it? 

Is  YWEA  worth  the  time, 
energy,  and  effort  that's 
expended  for  it? 

YES!  Definitely! 

Missions  Education 

YWEA  is  missions  education 
for  Church  of  God  young 
people.  Missions  study  courses 
establish  and  reinforce 
biblical  principles  of  missions 
outreach.  Young  people 
engage  in  meaningful  study  of 
the  total  scope  of  World 
Missions.  Some  current  courses 
include:  The  Church  and 
World  Missions,  Put  Your  Arms 
Around  the  World,  Reaching 
People— A  Biography  of 
Missionary  Bill  Watson,  and  / 
Saw  a  Vision— A  Biography  of 
Missionary  Lovell  Cary. 

A  volume  of  children's  church 
programs,  Peacefinders  and 
World  Missions,  capitalizes  on 
the  interests  and  abilities  of 
Peacefinders  and  provides  a 
solid  foundation  for  their 
development  as  supporters  of 
missions.  Missions  education, 
through  YWEA,  is  helping  to 
preserve  the  church's  vitality 
and  enthusiasm  for  missions 
outreach. 


State  Director  of 

North  and  South  Dakota 


Christian  Service 


YWEA  provides  young  people 
with  a  dynamic  outlet  for 
Christian  service.  Young  people 
are  outgoing  and  energetic 
by  nature,  and  they  want  to 
do  something  for  God.  They 
want  to  be  involved  in 
something  that  counts.  YWEA 
provides  that  opportunity.  It 
gives  youth  a  proper  sense 
of  direction  and  channels  their 
energies  into  meaningful 
Christian  service. 

Young  people  involved  in 
YWEA  learn  to  stretch  their 
faith.  They  expand  their 
missions  awareness.  They 
experience  personal  growth 
and  put  love  in  action  by 
being  involved  in  sending 
the  gospel  around  the  world. 
YWEA  commits  them  to 
something  that  is  larger  than 
the  local,  more  meaningful 
that  the  mundane,  more 
purposeful  than  the 
parochial. 
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Group  Togetherness 

YWEA  gives  young  people 
an  identity  and  helps  develop 
a  team  spirit.  It  brings  young 
people  together  and 
strengthens  their  bonds  of 
fellowship.  YWEA  shows  them 
how  to  work  together,  striving 
for  a  common  goal.  It  teaches 
the  value  of  cooperating 
with  others. 

As  young  people  make 
individual  contributions  to  the 
overall  success  of  the  group, 
they  develop  a  sense  of 
belonging  and  self-worth. 
YWEA  helps  build  a  strong, 
unified  youth  group  in  the 
local  church. 

Timely  Training 

YWEA  embodies  the 
principles  of  loving,  caring, 
giving,  and  sharing.  It  helps 
young  people  see  beyond 
themselves  and  recognize 
the  needs  of  others.  YWEA 
confronts  youth  with  their 
responsibility  to  minister  to  the 
poverty,  sickness,  deprivation, 
and  spiritual  needs  of  other 
people.  YWEA  participation 
means  that  young  people  are 
bearing  the  burdens  of 
others  and  thus  fulfilling  the  law 
of  Christ  (Galatians  6:2). 

YWEA  trains  for  future  service. 
As  young  people  are  active 
in  initiating  and  implementing 
a  YWEA  program,  they 
develop  their  leadership  skills. 
Through  YWEA  they  learn 
how  to  plan,  organize, 
promote,  and  follow  through 
with  their  activities.  YWEA 
involvement  gives  young 
people  valuable  experience 
and  on-the-job  training  in 


Kingdom  service.  It  helps  shape 
leaders  for  tomorrow  through 
involvement  today. 

Is  YWEA  worth  the  effort? 

Thousands  of  souls  who  have 
been  won  around  the  world 
would  rise  up  and  answer  with 
a  resounding  "yes."  Since  its 
beginning,  YWEA  has  been 
directly  responsible  for  many 
churches,  at  least  eight  Bible 
schools,  a  serviceman's 
center  in  Pearl  Harbor,  a  youth 
center  in  Bombay,  India,  and 
the  translation  of  volumes  of 
literature  and  materials  for 
the  mission  field.  YWEA  puts 
equipment  into  the  hands  of 
missionaries.  Church  of  God 
young  people  have  raised 
nearly  $4,500,000  for  YWEA.  This 
ministry  reaches  people; 
touches  lives;  wins  souls;  and 
plants  churches. 

YWEA  makes  a  decided 
difference. 

YWEA  is  fund  raising;  but  it 
is  more!  Car  washes, 
walk-a-thons,  bike-a-thons, 
rock-a-thons,  bake  sales, 
spaghetti  suppers,  hot  dog 
happenings,  the  whole 
gamut  of  fund-raising 
activities — this  is  just  the 
beginning.  YWEA  is  a  total 
missions  ministry  that  involves 
young  people  in  meaningful 
Christian  service  and 
develops  future  leaders  for  the 
work  of  God's  Church.  Its 
benefits  are  realized  not  only  in 
the  money  that  is  sent  to  the 
mission  field,  but  also  in  the 
positive  qualities  of  Christian 
character  it  builds  in  the  lives 
of  youth. 

I  believe  in  Youth  World 
Evangelism  Action!  □ 


Church  Pews,  Inc. 

2250  Hwy  43  N 

Grove  Hill,  Ala.  36451 
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Complete  Line     •     Solid  Wood 


ad-pro 


"Custom-Imprinted  Specialty  Items" 

Promotions  •  Fund-Raisings  •  Gifts 
Meetings  •  Awards  •  Gratuities 
2120  Keith  St..  Cleveland.  TN  37311 
(Near  General  Offices)  •  (615)  472-1113 


FOR: 


WORLD'S  LARGEST  MANUFACTURER 

of  FIBERGLASS 

CHURCH  PRODUCTS 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


11 


Call  ot  the  Master 


Disillusioned 


byWanda  Cato  Brett 
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I  have  seen  them  standing. . . 
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I  have  seen  them  standing 

in  mud-hut  alleys 

with  cardboard  roofs 

and  no  water  anywhere. 
I  have  known  the  sadness 

of  brown  eyes  in  hollow  faces, 

gazing  into  space. 
I  have  seen  the  complete  absence 

of  health 

art 

education 

culture 

literacy. 
1  have  wept 
When  I  watched  everything  bow 

to  the  great  god  of  hunger. 
All  of  them, 


So  many  they  can't  be  counted. 
Every  country  has  a  separate  entity 

of  the  masses; 
And  not  one  of  them  has  work 

or  food  or  shelter. 
And  the  children 

suffer  the  most. 

Born  to  die. 

No  future 

No  hope. 

Born  to  die. 

No  future 

No  hope. 
I  have  seen  them 
Sitting  motionless  for  hours, 

with  no  energy 

to  brush  the  flies  away; 


and  I  have  cried. 
Because  poverty  is  neither  pleasant 
nor  pretty: 
It  is  brutal. 

It  makes  you  die  inside. 
It  breeds  hunger  and  decay. 
And  hunger  breeds 

injustice 

hate 

and  violence. 
I  have  known 
The  squallied  filth  of  hovels 

near  a  river. 
When  home  is  a  place 

under  a  house 

made  of  broken  barrels  .  .  . 

disease  -  death  -  disease  -  death 

the  cycle  doesn't  end 

forever  and  tomorrow. 
The  eyes  of  a  tiny  child 

sitting  on  an  ash  heap 

will  follow  me 

down  seldom  traveled  paths. 
I  have  felt  so  helpless. 
I  remember  reading 

about  a  carpenter  called  Jesus. 
He  fed  five  thousand  people 

with  a  gift  freely  given. 
He  blessed  it 

and  it  multiplied. 
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Liberty  National 
has  just  opened 
the  door  for 
people  who  have 
had  trouble 
getting  life 
insurance. 


Now  Liberty  National  offers  life 
insurance  for  people  between 
the  ages  of  45  and  75  who  may 
have  difficulty  buying  life  insur- 
ance because  of  health  rea- 
sons. It's  Liberty  National's  new 
Open  Door  Policy.  Available  for 
anyone  not  now  in  the  hospital 
or  terminally  ill.  It's  permanent, 
non-cancellable  protection  for 
you  and  your  family. 

Call  your  Liberty  National 
agent  today  about  your  Liberty 
National  Open  Door  Policy,  j^r 
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A  Message  to  Young  People  on 


Every  young  man  and 
woman  looking  forward  to 
parenthood  is  hoping  for  a 
healthy  baby.  Expectant  parents 
should  know  that  some  of  the 
things  they  do  and  do  not  do 
can  have  an  effect  on  the 
health  of  their  baby. 

Most  of  these  health  aspects 
of  parenting  will  be  discussed  by 
the  doctor  during  prenatal 
care;  so  it  is  very  important  for 
the  expectant  mother  to  seek 
out  competent  medical  care  as 
soon  as  she  suspects  she  is 
pregnant.  However,  before  they 
plan  to  have  a  baby,  young 
couples  should  know  that  the 
alcoholic  beverages  they  drink 
can  have  an  effect  on  their 
baby's  health. 

The  Bible,  in  a  twelfth-century 
B.C.  incident  (Judges  13:4), 
records  one  of  the  earliest 
warnings  about  drinking  during 
pregnancy.  An  angel  advised 
Samson's  mother  to  "drink  not 
wine  nor  strong  drink"  before 
conception  and  during  her 
pregnancy.  And  although  other 
cautions  have  been  stated 
throughout  history,  it  has  only 
been  recently  that  these 
alcohol  effects  were 
"rediscovered"  and  classified  as 
the  fetal  alcohol  syndrome. 

What  is  fetal  alcohol 
syndrome?  Researchers  have 
discovered  that  women  who 
drink  heavily  during  pregnancy 
may  have  babies  with  a 
"definite  pattern  of  physical, 
mental,  and  behavioral 
abnormalities."  Such  babies  have 
"abnormally  small  heads, 
several  facial  irregularities,  heart 
defects,  and  poor  coordination." 
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"Researchers  have  discovered  that 
babies  of  women  who  drank  heavily 
during  pregnancy  may  have  a 

"definite  pattern  of  physical,  mental 
and  behavioral  abnormalities." 


They  are  of  low  weight  at 
birth,  shorter  than  average  and, 
even  with  special  care  after 
birth,  they  do  not  "catch  up." 
Further,  most  of  the  babies 
with  fetal  alcohol  syndrome  are 
mentally  retarded  and  have  a 
variety  of  behavioral  problems, 
including  extreme  nervousness 
and  poor  attention  spans. 

With  today's  casual  attitude 
toward  alcohol,  most  fail  to 
recognize  that  alcohol  is  a 
powerful  drug  which  can  have 
many  serious  long-term  effects 
on  a  baby.  Recently,  however, 
medical  researchers  have 
begun  intensive  studies  of  the 
effects  upon  the  unborn  baby. 
Scientists  have  not  yet 
determined  just  how  much 
alcohol,  over  how  long  a  period 
of  time,  is  required  to  cause 
damage  to  the  unborn  baby. 
However,  they  do  know  that 
alcohol  passes  through  the 
bloodstream  of  the  baby  in 
the  same  concentration  as  that  of 
the  mother.  So,  if  the  mother 
becomes  "drunk,"  the  fetus  is 
equally  drunk. 

A  key  point  is  that  the  fetus 
is  a  very  immature  being  and 
its  body  systems  are  incapable  of 
handling  alcohol.  In  fact,  the 
fetus  is  dependent  upon  the 
mother's  system  to  burn  up 


the  alcohol  and  pass  its 
by-products  from  the  body. 
The  use  of  other  substances, 
such  as  caffeine,  nicotine,  and 
other  drugs  can  also  affect  the 
unborn  baby. 

Scientists  at  present  don't 
know  how  much,  if  any, 
alcohol  is  safe  during  pregnancy. 
It  is  clear  that  if  the 
expectant  mother  does  not  drink, 
there  can  be  no  fetal  alcohol 
syndrome,  and  this  seems  the 
wisest  course  to  follow  to 
avoid  any  possible  effects  of 
alcohol  on  the  unborn  baby. 
Mothers  who  are  problem 
drinkers  or  even  alcoholic  can 
lessen  and,  sometimes,  even 
escape  the  adverse  effects  of 
alcohol  on  their  baby  by  getting 
treatment  and  avoiding 
alcohol. 

It  is  important  to  remember 
that  the  unborn  baby  can't  say, 
"No  thanks,  I  don't  drink"  or 
"Thanks,  but  I've  had  enough." 
The  unborn  baby  is  totally 
dependent  on  a  caring  and 
responsible  mother  to  protect 
its  health. 

(Adapted  from  "Alcohol  and 
Your  Unborn  Baby,"  National 
Institute  on  Alcohol  Abuse  and 
Alcoholism.) 


IS  BEER  A  FOUR-LETTER 
WORD? 

Four-letter  words  are  not 
always  bad.  Some  good  ones 
include  love,  care,  and  home. 
Fact  is  a  four-letter  word  we 
should  all  learn  to  appreciate. 

One  fact  is  that  beer 
contains  a  powerful  drug,  ethyl 
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alcohol.  Another  fact 
is  that  beer  consump- 
tion in  America  has  in- 
creased  by   84   percent 
since  1950. 

Television     and     other 
media  associate  beer  with 
adventure,    nature,    sports 
and  glamour.  Commercials, 
though,  do  not  present  these 
facts: 

*  45    percent    of   teenagers 
now  report  having  been  drunk 
at  least  once,  and   19  percent  re- 
port getting  drunk  once  a  month. 

*  41  percent  of  high  school  se- 
niors   reported    drinking 
heavily  at  least  occasionally. 

*  7  percent  said  they  drink 
daily. 

*  32  percent  say  all  or  most  of 
their  friends  get  drunk  at  least 
once  a  week. 

*  Regular  use  of  alcohol  is 
at  least  twice  that  of  marijuana 
or  cigarettes. 

*  Drunk  driving  is  the  num- 
ber one  killer  of  teenagers. 

*  An  estimated  eight  thousand 
young  people  are  killed  each  year 
in  alcohol-related  automobile  acci- 
dents. 

*  Forty  thousand  highway  in- 
juries among  youth,  annually,  are 
linked  to  alcohol. 

Commercials  promoting  the  use 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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irffcy  EDDIE  VERN0N 

%   andyBotts^stretched^throu^h  his  warm-up  rou-'j| 

.         .j****^     <,»**^.      <li7ioiirff  ii  I m  i^T"     -j<^         ,<^,  -^» 

tine,  jogged  a  few  moments  in  place,  and  then  walke^M 

to  his  lineup  spot  for  the  Centerview^marathon.Jl^w^M 

jcooljenoughrthat  his  breath  fogged  the-air.^Jjlst  right 

for  running,  he  thought.  Mayor  Rhelps  lifted  his  gun,  * 

yelled,  "Get  ready?'  <jf   ^       *  ^ 

Pow!  ^  y^ 

The  race  was  on.  S 

Randy  jumped  forward  three  or  four  paces  and 
then  fell  into  his  natural  stride.  Some  of  the  fellows 
quickly  moved  out  in  front  of  him.  Randy  didn't  care. 
He  wasn't  a  fast  starter.  The  last  mile  was  what 
counted. 

The  runners  did  two  blocks  down  Main,  past  the 
courthouse,  then  they  turned  right  and  moved  in  a 
bunched  mass  toward  the  edge  of  town.  Policemen 
directed  traffic  at  the  intersections.  Folks  lined  the 
streets  as  if  it  were  the  Christmas  parade. 

"Come  on,  Randy!"  someone  yelled.  "You  can  do 

it!"  &9H 
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Randy  Botts  didrit  drink,  or  smoke,  or  fool  around  with  drugs. 
His  addiction  was  of  another  nature. 


In  the  corner  of  his  eye,  Randy  saw  his  neighbor's 
boy  Terry,  only  twelve,  running  down  the  sidewalk 
and  giving  him  the  victory  salute.  Randy  lifted  his  fist 
and  waved  back. 

Within  ten  minutes  lead  runners  were  topping 
Tank  Hill,  a  mile  west  of  town.  Randy  took  a  quick 
look  backwards  at  the  town  where  he  had  been  born 
and  where  he  had  spent  all  twenty  of  his  years.  He 
saw  the  hospital,  stretched  out  like  a  cotton  mill.  The 
courthouse  with  its  parapet  that  always  reminded  him 
of  a  church  steeple,  and  out  near  the  edge  of  town, 
Linda's  house. 

Linda.  She  was  the  only  sad  thought  in  Randy's 
mind.  Linda  hadn't  wanted  Randy  to  run  this  year. 
Thought  he  needed  rest  from  the  rigors  of  college. 
Fact  is,  Randy  had  promised  her  at  first  he  wouldn't 
run.  That  was  before  Randy  talked  with  Coach  Adams 
and  before  he  realized  half  the  people  of  Centerview 
were  depending  on  him  to  maintain  their  honor  in  the 
annual  competition  with  neighboring  Cooper. 

Descending  Tank  Hill,  Randy  took  a  deep  breath 
and  stretched  his  stride  a  little  farther.  There  were 
twelve  fellows  ahead  of  him,  most  of  them  from 
Cooper.  Grinning  to  himself,  Randy  thought,  "Soon 
there  will  be  none." 

Randy  always  ran  best  on  the  return  stretch.  For 
now,  let  them  be. 

"Oh,  Randy,"  Linda  had  said,  "why  do  you  let 
other  people  pressure  you  into  doing  things  you  don't 
want  to  do?  Why?  You  tell  yourself  you  won't.  You 
promise  me.  Then  you  go  right  back  to  it.  You're  like 
an  addict.  It  seems  as  if  when  some  of  the  guys  get 
hold  of  you,  or  some  teacher,  you  become  another 
person.  I  don't  understand  you." 

"Maybe  not,"  Randy  said.  "Or  maybe  it's  just  you 
want  to  tell  me  what  to  do." 

That  had  ended  the  discussion.  Linda  had  cried. 
Remembering  her  tears  didn't  make  Randy  feel  espe- 
cially good,  but  he  had  told  her  the  truth  anyway. 
Randy  Botts  wasn't  going  to  let  a  girl  tell  him  how  to 
live  his  life.  Nor  anyone  else. 

Randy  knew  his  mistake  had  been  in  telling  Linda 
of  his  visit  to  the  doctor  in  the  first  place.  It  had 
happened  last  semester.  Chest  pains.  Randy  had  gone 
to  the  campus  physician  first  and  then  to  the  local 
hospital.  They  had  done  some  routine  checks,  kept 
him  three  days,  then  pronounced  him  OK. 

Only  Dr.  Watson  had  hinted  that  Randy  should  not 


put  too  much  stress  on  his  heart.  It  had  been  this 
conversation  Randy  had  mentioned  to  Linda  in  one  of 
his  letters.  Now  he  regretted  it.  Here  he  was,  running 
as  well  as  ever  and  feeling  super,  while  Linda  was 
home  worried  about  her  fiance  and  disturbed  because 
they  had  just  gone  through  their  worst  argument. 

Linda  was  right  about  Randy. 

When  Randy  was  four  years  old,  his  dad  had  been 
killed  in  a  coal-mining  accident.  Randy  grew  up  with 
his  mother,  always  remembering  his  dad  as  hero  and 
always  determined  to  be  like  him.  This  inner  compul- 
sion to  excel  had  always  forced  Randy  to  go  the  extra 
mile.  Playing  sandlot  baseball,  Randy  stretched  sin- 
gles into  doubles,  sometimes  getting  home  runs  where 
others  would  have  stopped  on  second  or  third  base. 

Ferocious  in  fist  fights,  Randy  had  once  been 
known  as  "Little  Rooster."  Always  unwilling  and,  in  a 
sense,  totally  unable  to  submit  to  defeat. 

Randy  played  some  basketball  at  Centerview  High 
but  it  had  been  in  track  that  he  came  into  his  own. 
His  tall,  lanky  frame  made  him  a  natural  runner. 
Randy  Botts  put  Centerview  High  on  the  map.  He 
became  hero  of  the  town,  honored  guest  at  all  Fourth 
of  July  celebrations,  and  the  kid  voted  most  likely  to 
succeed  when  he  went  off  to  State  with  a  full  track 
scholarship.  Some  even  speculated  that  Randy  might 
make  the  Olympics. 

The  quarter  marker  was  just  ahead.  A  crowd  of 
well-wishers  were  gathered  by  the  roadside,  with 
water  and  Gatorade.  Long  before  arriving  at  the 
pickup  truck,  Randy  saw  the  hulking  figure  of  Coach 
Adams.  Only  five  men  were  ahead  of  Randy  as  he 
snatched  a  bottle  of  water  and  ran  past. 

"Hang  in  there,  Randy;  you  can  show  'urn,  Boy," 
the  coach  yelled. 

Shortly  thereafter,  going  up  the  long  grade  that 
overlooked  Point  Park,  Randy  felt  his  first  chest  pain. 
It  wasn't  bad,  hardly  more  than  a  pin  prick:  but  it 
was  deep  in  his  chest  and,  for  a  few  strides,  Randy 
gasped  for  breath,  fearful  the  pain  would  repeat  itself. 

Randy  ran  on.  Perspiration  dripped  from  his  face. 
He  tasted  salt  in  his  mouth.  His  eyes  burned.  Removing 
his  headband,  Randy  squeezed  out  the  sweat,  replaced 
the  band,  and  wiped  his  brow  with  a  handkerchief. 

At  the  halfway  marker,  Randy  was  only  three  men 
back.  His  body  was  numb  and  he  knew  he  had  en- 
tered into  his  runner's  high  where,  for  the  most 
part,  things  became  automatic.  Breathing  was  normal 
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again  and  Randy  was  able  to  smile  and  lift  his  hands 
in  a  victory  salute  to  his  friends  as  he  circled  the  Civil 
War  cannon  and  headed  back  for  Centerview. 

Randy  remembered  fourth  grade  and  the  summer 
he  and  Billy  had  slipped  off  from  school  to  go  with 
some  other  boys  to  the  swimming  hole.  Billy  had 
showed  off  by  jumping  from  the  cliff  into  what  was 
hardly  more  than  five  feet  of  water.  Everyone  said 


"You  OK,  Randy?"  Ed  Painter  asked. 
"Yeah,"  Randy  said.  He  wasn't  about  to 
tell  Ed. 


how  great  Billy  was.  Randy  casually  commented  that 
not  only  would  he  jump  from  the  cliff  but  he'd  jump 
out  of  the  pine  tree  at  the  top  of  the  cliff.  All  eyes 
had  been  on  him. 

The  impact  had  knocked  breath  from  Randy's  body 
and  the  boys  had  dragged  him  unconscious  from  the 
water.  Randy  just  wasn't  one  to  let  his  team  down. 
Or  his  town. 

Randy  fell. 

In  all  his  years  of  running  Randy  had  never  fallen 
before.  Even  as  he  stumbled  to  his  knees  and  then 
staggered  back  to  his  feet,  Randy  wasn't  sure  what 
had  happened.  One  minute  he  had  been  running  fine 
and  the  next  minute  he  felt  as  if  someone  had  hit  him 
between  his  shoulder  blades.  It  was  an  excruciating 
pain! 

"You  OK,  Randy?"  It  was  Ed  Painter,  dropping 
back  and  offering  Randy  a  hand. 

"Yeah.  I'm  fine."  Randy  smiled  grimly.  His  chest 
was  weighted  and  he  slowed  his  pace  but  he  wasn't 
about  to  tell  Ed  that  he  was  having  trouble.  "Just 
stumbled,  that's  all." 

"OK,"  Ed  said. 

Randy  was  left  panting  all  by  himself. 

"How's  it  going,  Randy,"  Coach  Adams  asked, 
pulling  alongside  with  his  pickup  truck. 

"Fine."  Randy  nodded  and  kept  running. 

"Hang  in  there,  Boy.  You'll  soon  be  entering  the 
home  stretch  and  I  remember  what  a  kicker  you  are. 
You'll  have  those  fellows  eating  dust  by  the  time  you 
make  the  courthouse  square.  You  can  do  it,  Kid.  I 
know  you." 

Coach  Adams  winked,  waved  his  hand  and  drove 
on.  Coach  planned  on  being  at  the  finish  line  when 
his  star  runner  made  it  into  town.  Like  old  times. 

Randy  ran  slower.  His  breathing  came  in  big  gasps 
and  the  roadbed  shimmered.  Blackness  came  down 
over  Randy.  He  realized  for  the  first  time  in  his  life 
that  he  wasn't  going  to  finish  this  race. 

One  sharp  pain  more  and  Randy  Botts  collapsed  in 
a  broken  heap  by  the  roadside.  □ 
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"Everybody  stand,"  the  court  clerk 
announced.  "The  Honorable  Circuit 
Court  Judge  John  Fieldcraft." 

"You  may  be  seated." 

The  courtroom  was  full.  Stanley 
was  a  small  town,  made  up  of  mill 
workers  and  rural  folk,  but  this 
trial  had  attracted  unusual  atten- 
tion due  to  an  article  picked  up  by 
a  UPI  reporter.  Most  folks  were 
present  to  see  how  the  judge  would 
handle  this  unusual  case. 

Defendant  George  Banner 
slouched  in  a  chair  to  the  judge's 
right.  George  weighed  230  pounds, 
all  hung  on  a  6-foot-3-inch  frame. 
He  smiled  knowingly  and  conde- 
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scendingly  at  the  judge  and  at  visitors  in  the 
courtroom.  Many  of  these  people  attended 
George's  church  or  else  they  heard  his  radio 
program  beamed  each  week  over  WSBC. 
George  wasn't  a  shy  man. 

Opposite,  seated  imperturbably  beside  her  I 
out-of-town  lawyer,  a  fact  which  would  prejudice  the 
case  if  it  were  to  go  before  a  jury,  was  Laura 
Banner.  Laura  was  a  small  woman,  matronly  shaped, 
mother  of  five  children.  She  wore  a  two-piece,  gray 
suit.  Her  hair  was  knotted  onto  the  top  of  her  head 
and  she  did  not  smile  or  seem  to  see  anyone  in  the 
courtroom.  There  was,  however,  a  determined  set  to 
her  chin  which  left  no  doubt  but  what  she  could  be 
a  stubborn  woman. 

George  had  given  his  testimony  already.  His  voice 


had  boomed  out  like  Mo- 
ses'. He  opposed  divorce 
on  moral  grounds.  Divorce 
was  contrary  to  the  Bible. 
The  curse  of  this  gener- 
ation. One  thing  that  spoke 
of  God's  coming  judgment,  as  surely  as  fire  fell  on 
Sodom  and  Gomorrah.  On  five  occasions,  Judge 
Fieldcraft  had  cautioned  George  to  limit  his  remarks 
to  the  subject  at  hand. 

"Sorry,  Your  Honor,"  George  had  always  answered, 
before  going  right  back  to  his  subject. 

"I  love  this  woman,  Your  Honor,"  George  had  said 
in  his  closing  statement.  "I  took  her  to  be  my  wife 
when  she  was  a  girl  of  fifteen  and  I've  looked  after 
her  ever  since.  Feedin'  her.  Clothin'  her.   Furnishin' 
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her  with  a  home.  I've  been  faithful 
to  my  marriage  vows,  never  once 
so  much  as  lookin'  at  another  wom- 
an. She's  no  right  to  ask  a  divorce. 
No  scriptural  right,  Your  Honor. 
That's  a  fact." 

"Reverend  Banner,  what  would 
you  consider  proper  basis  for  di- 
vorce? Surely  it's  obvious  your  wife 
isn't  a  happy  woman.  She  refuses 
to  live  with  you." 


There  was  a  determined 
set  to  Laura  Banner's  chin. 
She  could  be  a  stubborn 
woman. 


"Adultery,  Your  Honor." 
George  Banner  had  clamped  his 
lips  tight.  Chin  thrust  out,  fist 
lifted,  he  hissed  out  the  word 
once  more,  "Adultery." 

"The  court  now  calls  Laura 
Banner  to  the  stand." 

Laura  was  sworn  in.  She  took 
her  seat  in  the  little  box  to 
Judge  Fieldcraft's  left,  placed 
hands  in  her  lap,  and  answered 
questions  in  a  firm  voice.  For 
the  most  part  she  didn't  look  at 
her  husband.  When  she  did,  she 
seemed  to  do  so  with  pity,  not 
spite. 

"You  still  insist,  Mrs.  Banner, 
that  you  want  this  court  to  give 
you  a  divorce?"  Judge  Fieldcraft 
asked. 

"Yes." 

"You  insist  that  George  Ban- 
ner   has    been    unfaithful    to    his 

marriage  vows?" 

"Yes.  I  will  add  though,  Your 
Honor,  that  George  Banner 
doesn't  know  the  meaning  of 
marriage  vows.  He  says  them 
and  he  tells  young  folks  about 
them  but  he  doesn't  know  what 
they  mean." 

"Have  you  any  reason  to  sus- 
pect your  husband  has  ever  been 
involved  with  another  woman?" 


"You  mean  sexually  in- 
volved?" 

A  giggle  passed  through  the 
courtroom.  Judge  Fieldcraft  tapped 
his  gavel. 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Banner.  Do  you  think 
your  husband  has  ever  committed 
adultery?" 

Laura  looked  straight  at  George, 
then  at  the  judge. 

"As  he  interprets  the  term,  no. 
George  doesn't  care  for  women. 
Not  in  that  sense.  He  does  look 
at  women  though.  He  flirts  a  lit- 
tle. He  manipulates  women  in 
order  to  get  them  to  do  what  he 
pleases  at  the  church.  That's  all." 

"Still  you  want  this  court  to  give 
you  a  divorce?" 

"Yes,  Your  Honor." 

"Do  you  love  George?" 

"More  than  he  loves  me." 

"But,  Mrs.  Banner,  it  is  you 
who  wants  the  divorce,  not  your 
husband.    George    vows    he    loves 

you." 

"George  Banner  doesn't  love 
me.   Never  has.  He  loves  what   I 


Laura  squared  her  shoulders  and 
sat  up  a  little  straighter. 

"Your  Honor,  it  doesn't  take 
some  masculine  giant  to  sire  five 


"She  has  no  right  to  a 
divorce,  Your  Honor," 
George  Banner  said.  "No 
scriptural  right." 


do  for  him.  He  loves  the  house  I 
keep.  The  chicken  I  fry.  He  loves, 
and  doesn't  wish  to  lose,  his  con- 
cept of  a  stable  home.  It's  good 
for  his  image  and  for  his  ministry. 
George  thinks  of  me  only  as  a 
thing,  not  as  a  person." 

"Mrs.  Banner  .  .  ."  Judge 
Fieldcraft  leaned  across  his  desk. 
".  .  .  you  and  your  husband  have 
five  children.  Surely  you  aren't 
suggesting  things  have  been  less 
than  proper  between  you  in  a  con- 
jugal sense?" 

Again  there  was  laughter  in  the 
courtroom. 


"George  Banner  doesn't 
know  the  meaning  of 
marriage  vows.  He  says 
them  .  .  .  but  he  doesn't 
know  what  they  mean." 


children.  That's  neither  my  point 
nor  my  complaint.  George  has  an- 
imal instinct  enough  to  function  as 
a  man.  What  he  doesn't  have  is 
heart.  Feeling.  The  understanding 
that  I'm  a  human  being." 

The  courtroom  was  quiet  now. 

"From  the  day  we  married, 
George  has  viewed  me  as  a  pos- 
session. Something  legally  his. 
From  God.  He  drilled  into  me  his 
favorite  scripture,  'Wives,  submit 
yourselves  unto  your  own  hus- 
bands,' but  he  never  once  read 
where  that  same  Bible  says,  'Hus- 
bands, love  your  wives,  even  as 
Christ  also  loved  the  church.'  I've 
no  reason  to  doubt  George's  sin- 
cerity. I  just  disagree." 

Laura  looked  at  the  judge. 

"I  was  the  mother  of  five   chil- 
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dren,  Your  Honor,  before  it 
dawned  on  me  I  had  a  right  to 
say  no.  I  was  feeding  those  chil- 
dren, caring  for  them,  working  at 
the  drugstore  part-time  to  get 
schoolbook  money  while  George 
was  off  preaching — did  it  for  years 
before  I  realized  George  didn't 
take  his  marriage  vows  seriously. 
When  I  told  him  the  kids  needed 
shoes,  he  always  had  a  nice  scrip- 
ture to  quote — something  like,  'the 
Lord  will  provide' — but  he  pre- 
ferred going  off  in  revivals  to  help- 
ing care  for  them. 

"This  isn't  news  to  George 
Banner,  Your  Honor.  He  may 
act     surprised     and     he     may     sit 


"George  doesn't  love  me. 
He  loves  the  house  I 
keep,  the  chicken  I  fry.  .  . 
George  thinks  of  me  as  a 
thing,  not  as  a  person." 


there  and  pretend  he's  shocked, 
but  I've  been  telling  him  for 
twelve  years  I'd  divorce  him  as 
soon  as  the  kids  grew  up.  My 
youngest  .  .  .  Alan,  he's  now  in 
high  school  and  working  part- 
time  in  a  grocery  store. 

"I  know  it  looks  bad.  Folks  at 
the  church  will  have  to  adjust  to 
the  idea,  just  like  folks  in  this 
town,  but  I've  had  it  with  George 
Banner.  I'm  through  smiling  and 
pretending.  Through  standing  up 
in  public  and  always  nodding 
my  head  yes  to  everything  he  says. 
Seems  to  me  marriage  vows  in- 
clude more  than  .  .  .  eh  .  .  . 
what  was  the  word  you  used?  .  .  . 
conjugal  rights.  I  don't  know  what 
to  call  it  or  how  to  say  it  but 
I  know  I've  been  more  faithful 
to  this  marriage  than  George  Ban- 
ner." 

Laura  turned  to  the  judge. 

"If  you  want  a  reason  for  the 
divorce,  something  George  will 
understand,   then  call   it   'spiritual 


adultery.'  That  man  sitting  right 
over  there,  Judge  .  .  ."  Laura 
leaned  forward  and  pointed  her 
finger.  ".  .  .  while  he  may  not 
have  been  out  chasing  other  wom- 
en, he's  sure  been  out  chasing 
everything  else.  I've  had  it  with 
him." 

Laura  sat  back,  folded  her  arms, 
and  pressed  her  lips  into  a  thin 
line. 

Judge  Fieldcraft  slowly  rubbed 
his  ear.  That  is  one  tough  little 
woman,  he  thought.  He  looked 
over  at  George  who  was  now 
slumped  in  his  chair  like  a  big 
St.  Bernard  dog. 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,"  Judge 
Fieldcraft  said,  "I  agree  with  Laura 
Banner.  However,  I'm  not  willing 
to  render  final  judgment  at  this 
time.  Not  in  terms  of  divorce.  I 
herewith  declare  Laura  and  George 
Banner  legally  separated.  The 
court  orders  George  Banner  to 
pack  his  clothes  and  move  out  of 
the  family  home,  with  no  visiting 
privileges,  except  by  invitation  of 
Mrs.  Banner.  If  there's  no  recon- 
ciliation within  ninety  days,  this 
court  will  grant  a  divorce  and  rule 
on  all  necessary  property  settle- 
ments. 

"Court  dismissed."  Q 
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of  alcoholic  beverages  appear  to 
be  accomplishing  their 
purpose.  But,  on  the  basis  of  the 
facts,  you  be  the  judge.  Is 
beer  a  four-letter  word?  □ 
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The  Ori 


Since  the  Greeks  first  lit  the 
Olympic  torch,  the  marathon 
has  been  included  in  these 
sporting  events.  Most  of  us  know 
the  marathon  is  a  test  of  endur- 
ance, but  do  we  know  how  it  be- 
gan and  why  it  is  so  named? 

One  day  in  September,  490  B.C., 
ten  worried  Athenian  generals 
gathered  for  an  urgent  meeting. 
The  consequence  of  their  decision — a 


fact  they  did  not  realize  at  the 
time — was  to  influence  mankind's 
whole  future  course. 

Athens,  capital  of  Attica,  was 
the  promoter  of  Greek  culture  and 
home  to  these  generals.  At  this 
time  the  city  was  threatened  with 
war,  and  the  generals  had  to  de- 
cide whether  they  should  do  battle 
or  surrender  to  powerful  Persian 
troops  who  lay  in  wait  on  the  near- 
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by  plains  of  Marathon.  It  was  not  an  easy  decision. 
The  Athenians  had  only  a  small  number  of  men. 
Nevertheless,  the  decision  was  made:  Athens  would 
fight.  The  men  would  defend  their  families  and  their 
homes. 

Commanding  General  Miltiades  gave  orders  to  pre- 
pare for  combat.  Armed  with  spears,  shields,  helmets, 
and  breastplates,  his  men  assembled  in  groups.  Com- 
mon military  practice  at  the  time  would  have  been  for 
these  groups  to  advance  in  one  slow,  uniform  line. 
Miltiades,  something  of  a  military  genius,  devised  a 
more  strategic  approach.  He  distributed  his  men  over 
as  much  territory  as  possible,  so  they  could  not  be 
outflanked,  and  then  ordered  them  forward  on  the 
run. 

Trumpets  gave  the  signal.  Athenians  streamed  from 
the  mountains  toward  the  mighty  Persian  hordes. 
They  came  without  horses  or  bowmen.  Greatly 
outnumbered.  The  Battle  of  Marathon  was  on. 

Outmaneuvered  and  surprised,  the  Persians  scattered 
in  fear.  The  Athenians  won  a  mighty  victory. 

An  exhausted  but  happy  young  Athenian  soldier 
named  Phidippides — scarcely  more  than  a  boy — lay 
on  the  ground,  resting.  He  was  sent  for  by  Miltiades 
and  asked  to  deliver  a  message  to  the  people  of 
Athens,  twenty-two  miles  away.  Without  hesitation, 
Phidippides  took  the  note  and  ran  toward  his  home 
city. 

Mile  after  mile  he  ran,  without  slowing  down  or 
stopping  to  rest.  Seventeen  more  miles  to  go,  then 
fifteen,  ten — on  and  on  he  ran. 

The  citizens  of  Athens  were  gathered  in  the  streets 
and  at  the  marketplace.  They  were  not  able  to  rest. 
Their  future  depended  on  whether  their  soldiers  could 
win  the  battle  at  Marathon,  so  they  anxiously  awaited 
news  of  the  battle's  outcome.  Suddenly  they  caught 
sight  of  a  figure  running  toward  them  and  they 
hurried  to  meet  him.  It  was  the  message-bearer. 

Phidippides  quickly  made  his  way  to  the  center  of 
the  crowd  of  Athenians  and,  raising  his  arms  in 
triumph,  delivered  his  message  of  victory.  Then  he 
slumped  to  the  ground,  dead. 

To  this  present  day  young  men  yet  test  their 
strength  and  endurance  in  the  Olympic  marathon,  a 
fitting  tribute  to  the  battle-weary  young  Athenian 
who  set  a  standard  for  endurance  with  his  remarkable 
twenty-two  mile  run. 

The  Apostle  Paul  knew  about  the  Olympic  contests. 
He  perhaps  witnessed  them.  He  compared  the  Chris- 
tian life  to  the  races  that  were  run. 

In  the  Olympian  races  only  one  could  win;  but  in 
the  Christian  life,  we  all  may  win  if  we  follow  God's 
rules.  □ 
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How  Old 

Must  One  Be? 

A  Teenager  asked  in  desperation,  "How  old  do  I  have 
to  be  before  I'm  out  from  under  authority?  It's  a  free 
country.  IVe  got  my  rights." 


W   Typical. 
Ar       But  we  never  outgrow 
^!\   the  need  for  authority; 
and,  in  fact,  God  commands  that 
we  are  to  be  under  authority 
at  all  times:  "Likewise,  ye 
younger,  submit  yourselves 
unto  the  elder.  Yea,  all  of  you 
be  subject  one  to  another, 
and  be  clothed  with  humility:  for 
God  resisteth  the  proud,  and 
giveth  grace  to  the  humble"  (1 
Peter  5:5). 

There  are  four  clearly  defined 
authority  structures  in 
Scripture. 

Family  Authority  Structure 

"Children,  obey  your  parents  in 
all  things:  for  this  is  well 
pleasing  unto  the  Lord" 
(Colossians  3:20). 

"Children,  obey  your  parents 
in  the  Lord:  [As  those  whom 
God  has  set  over  you]  for  this 
is  right.  Honour  thy  father  and 
mother;  which  is  the  first 
commandment  with  promise; 
That  it  may  be  well  with  thee, 
and  thou  mayest  live  long  on 
the  earth"  (Ephesians  6:1-3). 

Government  Authority 
Structure 

"Submit  yourselves  to  every 
ordinance  of  man  for  the  Lord's 
sake:  whether  it  be  to  the 
king,  as  supreme;  Or  unto 
governors,  as  unto  them  that 


are  sent  by  him  for  the 
punishment  of  evildoers,  and 
for  the  praise  of  them  that  do 
well"  (1  Peter  2:13,  14). 

"Let  every  soul  be  subject 
unto  the  higher  powers.  For 
there  is  no  power  but  of  God: 
the  powers  that  be  are 
ordained  of  God"  (Romans 
13:1). 

Church  Authority  Structure 

"And  we  beseech  you, 
brethren,  to  know  them  which 
labour  among  you,  and  are 
over  you  in  the  Lord,  and 
admonish  you;  And  to  esteem 
them  very  highly  in  love  for  their 
work's  sake"  (1  Thessalonians 
5:12,  13). 

"Obey  them  that  have  the 
rule  over  you,  and  submit 
yourselves:  for  they  watch  for 
your  souls,  as  they  that  must 
give  account,  that  they  may 
do  it  with  joy,  and  not  with  grief: 
for  that  is  unprofitable  for 
you"  (Hebrews  13:17). 

Employer  Authority  Structure 

"Servants,  obey  in  all  things 
your  masters  according  to  the 
flesh;  not  with  eyeservice,  as 
menpleasers;  but  in  singleness 
of  heart,  fearing  God" 
(Colossians  3:22). 

"And  whatsoever  ye  do,  do  it 
heartily,  as  to  the  Lord,  and 
not  unto  men;  Knowing  that  of 


the  Lord  ye  shall  receive  the 
reward  of  the  inheritance:  for  ye 
serve  the  Lord  Christ" 
(Colossians  3:23,  24). 

Accepting  one's  place  within 
these  authority  structures  is  not 
always  easy.  As  young  people 
we  find  ourselves  at  the  bottom 
of  the  totem  pole,  so  to 
speak,  in  every  situation.  It  is 
the  time  of  life  when  we  are 
least  likely  to  have  our  emotions 
under  control.  We  want  to 
exert  independence,  to  be  our 
own  person.  Rejection  of 
authority  seems  an  appropriate, 
or  at  least  an  obvious, 
solution. 

If  he  is  to  live  by  Scripture, 
the  young  Christian  does  not 
have  this  option.  Rejection  of 
authority  is  rebellion.  Before 
Creation  as  we  know  it,  Satan 
rebelled  against  God  and  was 
cast  from  heaven.  Thus, 
rebellion  against  the  authority 
structure  which  God  has 
ordained  is  rebellion  against 
God. 

The  key  to  successful  and 
happy  living  is  acceptance  of 
the  present  position  in  which  we 
find  ourselves.  In  doing  so  we 
work  with  authority  for  our  own 
good  and  we  open  the  way 
for  God  to  mature  and  prepare 
us  for  our  own  positions  of 
authority. 

You  are  child  now;  you  may 
become  the  parent.  You  are 
citizen  now;  you  may  become 
national  leader.  You  may  be  an 
employee  now;  you  may 
become  employer.  You  are 
church  member  now;  you  may 
become  church  leader. 

It  is  only  with  Christ's  help 
that  we  accept  things  which  are 
hard.  Knowing  authority 
structure  is  God's  will — this 
should  motivate  us  to  try.  □ 
by  W.  A.  DAVIS 
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News  and  Ikttivities 


Current  Happenings  with  Questions  tot  Christian  Reflection 
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Kicked  Out 

of  House 


COLUMBIA,  SC  (AP) 
— The  parents  of  a 
nine-year-old  boy  told 
him  they  didn't  want 
him  anymore  and 
kicked  him  out  of  the 
house  on  Christmas  Eve,  according  to  police. 

"We're  not  going  to  forget  this,"  Columbia  Police  Sergeant 
Bob  Connell  said  Thursday,  noting  further  that  his  depart- 
ment would  ask  the  State  Department  of  Social  Services  to 
investigate  the  parents. 

Connell  said  the  boy's  parents  refused  a  police  request  to 
take  him  home,  after  officers  found  the  boy  walking  cold, 
wet,  and  hungry  on  the  Sumter  Highway  at  1 :30  a.m.  Christ- 
mas Day. 

The  boy  told  officers  that  his  parents  "didn't  want  him 
anymore.  If  they  didn't  want  him,  he  didn't  want  them." 

Until  action  on  his  case  Is  complete,  the  boy  will  remain 
in  a  youth  shelter. 
QUESTIONS: 

1.  Do  parents  have  a  biblical  responsibility  toward  their 
children?  Read  Deuteronomy  6:7-9;  Psalm  127:3,  4;  Proverbs 
22:6;  29:15;  Matthew  18:4,  5;  Epheslans  6:4. 

2.  How  would  you  counsel  this  boy  with  regard  to  his 
situation  and  his  feelings  toward  his  parents? 


Crime  Wawe 


U.S.  Postal  Service  officers  in  Coram,  New  York,  caught  a 
band  of  cub  scouts  putting  fliers  in  mailboxes,  offering  to 
deliver  Christmas  cards  free  of  charge.  It  was  all  part  of  a 
cub  scout  project,  but  a  violation  of  federal  law  that  requires 
postage  on  anything  mailed. 

Postal  Service  authorities  insisted  the  lads  pay  the  $38.25 
postage  due  on  the  filers  (Chattanooga  Times). 
QUESTIONS: 

/.  Do  you  feel  the  letter  of  the  law  was  carried  to  extreme 
In  this  situation? 

2.  Do  you  know  of  any  Instance  when  justice  may  have 
been  "undone"  rather  than  "overdone"? 

3.  What  biblical  group  stressed  strictest  observance  of  the 
letter  of  the  law? 

(Read  Matthew  5:20;  23:23-28;  Luke  11:37-44;  12:1;  18:9-14.) 


Youth  Violence 
Flares  in  Zurich 

ZURICH,  Switzerland — Not  long  ago  antirlot  police  squads 
used  tear  gas  and  rubber  bullets  to  break  up  rioting  as 
young  Swiss  demonstrators  threw  broken  glass  and  rocks 
at  police.  Two  demonstrators  and  one  policeman  suffered 
minor  injuries  and  sixty-four  demonstrators  were  arrested. 

Those  arrested  were  among  some  1,000  demonstrators, 
members  of  a  Swiss  youth  movement  that  has  held  a  series 
of  rallies  to  protest  a  city  government  decision  to  close  a 
local  youth  center  on  grounds  it  was  becoming  a  haven  for 
drug  addicts  and  petty  criminals. 
QUESTIONS: 

1.  Should  a  Christian  become  Involved  In  a  violent  situa- 
tion under  these  or  any  circumstances?  (Read  Romans 
12:18-21  and  13:1-5.) 
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Token  of 
Appreciation1 
$1  Million  Left  to  U.S. 

ALVIN,  Texas  (AP)— Lee  Hamlin  Edwards,  who  felt  privi- 
leged to  have  been  born  an  American,  never  lost  faith  in  his 
country.  When  he  died,  he  left  the  bulk  of  his  fortune  to  the 
government. 

Edwards,  who  died  at  age  seventy-eight,  explained  in  his 
will  that  he  was  making  the  bequest  as  a  token  of  his 
appreciation  to  the  government. 

"I  count  as  one  of  my  highest  blessings  the  fact  that  I 
was  privileged  to  have  been  born  in  the  United  States  and 
to  have  lived  a  good  life  under  the  government  of  such  a 
country,"  Edwards  wrote. 

The  money  will  be  used  for  the  retirement  of  U.S.  public 
debt  obligations  owed  by  citizens  and  residents  of  the  State 
of  Texas. 
QUESTIONS 

1.  What  do  you  think  Is  the  general  feeling  toward  "gov- 
ernment" In  the  United  States  today? 

2.  Jesus  said,  "Render  therefore  unto  Caesar  the  things 
which  are  Caesar's"  (Matthew  22:21).  What  did  He  mean? 
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HOW  TO  VISIT 


AND  MAKE  THEM  WORSE 

Disregard  visting  hours.         Visit  when  you  are  sick.  Ignore  signs. 


VISITING  MOURV.   N 

Z-<4     en  f  \\ 

i-1 


Such  regulations  are  unreasonable 
and  not  intended  for  important 
people  like  you. 


Barge  right  in. 


If  your  friend  wants  visitors,  he 
should  be  dressed  for  them. 


Do  all  talking. 


Remember, 
Besides,  he 
get. 


you  came  to  visit  him. 
needs  all  the  rest  he  can 


Your  friend  will  surely  appreciate  a 
concern  deep  enough  to  bring 
you  from  your  own  sick  bed  to  his. 


They're  only  for  the  lost,  uninitiated, 
or  otherwise  confused. 


Wake  your  friends  up. 


Never  mind  other  people. 


Don't  bother  with  asking  permission 
first.  After  all,  they  have  nothing 
to  do  but  sleep. 


Nothing  cheers  someone  like  seeing 
all  his  friends  at  once.  Besides, 
you're  the  one  he  really  wants  to 
see. 


Outdiagnose  the  doctor.  Stay  a  long  time. 


IT'S  A    RtPOKT    J60UT 

_       THE  DANGERS  OF  THE  DRUG 

8  wre  nmm 


This  gives  you  a  chance  to  show 
your  great  knowledge  of  medical 
terminology.  Pay  no  attention  to 
those  who  resent  this. 


©IjWM   EUnfaT 


There's  nothing  like  a  good  long 
visit  to  restore  one's  lagging 
strength. 
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Editorial  /  Hoy  t  e.  stone 


Leaders  and 
Managers 

"One  can't  be  great  when  he  leads  in 
a  frivolous  cause/1 


There's  a  distinct  difference 
between  the  two. 

Managers  supervise  detail. 
They  coordinate  and  direct 
day-to-day  production  schedules, 
seeing  that  quotas  are  filled 
and  that  all  cogs  in  the  machine 
function  according  to  assigned 
roles. 

Managers  aren't  expected  to 
step  outside  prescribed  areas  of 
responsibility.  Those  who 
manage  best  are  not  visionaries, 
they  are  not  dreamers,  or 
innovators:  but  men  who  are 
content  to  do  precisely  what 
their  title  implies,  to  manage. 

Even  in  the  church,  of 
course,  managers  are  important. 
Someone  must  keep  Sunday 
school  and  Family  Training  Hour 
running.  Our  states,  our 
departments,  our  programs;  all 
those  minute  and  varied 
things  we  have  learned  to  do 
over  the  years  and  which  we 
now  equate  with  success — 
someone  must  hold  them  in 
place,  update  them,  examine 
and  inspect  them,  see  that  they 
work.  Good  managers  are 
valuable.  Undoubtedly,  they  will 
always  fill  an  important  niche 
in  the  church;  and,  if  you  feel 
God  has  called  you  into 
management,  I'm  sure  the 
church  will  have  a  place 
for  you. 


Leaders  are  of  a  different 
stripe. 

Oddly  enough,  leaders  are 
not  necessarily  good 
managers,  as  witnessed  Moses, 
who  learned  from  Jethro  that 
he  couldn't  do  everything  himself 
(Exodus  18:13-24);  but  leaders 
may  come  from  management 
ranks,  as  with  Joshua,  who 
managed  things  for  Moses  but 
who  was  not  afraid  to  cross 
Jordan  and  march  on  Jericho 
when  God  said,  "Lead." 

Leaders  dream.  They  have  an 
innate  ability  to  see  things 
which  do  not  yet  exist.  Leaders 
are  restless  men,  passionate 
men,  often  controversial  men. 
No  matter  how  well  things  go 
at  the  moment,  leaders  chaff  at 
the  restraint  and  are  anxious 
to  move  into  the  better  and 
more  noble  future  of  their 
dreams. 

Leaders  are  willing  to  risk, 
willing  to  change,  willing  to  try 
new  things. 

This  doesn't  mean,  of 
course,  that  every  restless 
dreamer,  or  every  reckless 
gambler,  is  a  natural  leader. 
Mere  dreamers  are  a  dime  a 
dozen.  Life's  roadside  is  littered 
with  the  bones  of  reckless 
men.  Leaders  are  rare,  due  to 
another  and  rather  indefinable 
quality. 


Religious  News  Service  Photo 

Leaders  inspire  confidence 
in  others.  They  exude  personal 
magnetism.  They  generate 
assurance  which  draws  men 
in  their  wake.  Great  leaders 
come  forward  during 
desperate  times,  for  one  cannot 
be  truly  great  when  he  leads 
in  a  frivolous  cause. 

For  all  of  us  associated 
with  the  Church,  these  are  trying 
days.  We  stand  at  the 
crossroads.  Leaders  are  needed. 

Not  managers  but  leaders. 
Young  man  .  .  .  young  woman 
.  .  .  life  is  before  you.  Yours  to 
choose.  Follow  your  heart  and 
God's  Spirit.  Obey  Him. 

High  risks  but  great  rewards.  □ 
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College: 

Preparing 
Today  for 
Tomorrow's 
Challenges 

College  is  a  time  to  clarify  your  purpose  in 
God's  Kingdom.  A  time  to  bring  faith,  life  and 
learning  into  a  harmonious  blend  as  you  pre- 
pare to  meet  the  challenges  God  has  before 
you.  Lee  College  unifies  faith  in  Christ  with 
serious  scholarship. 

As  a  senior  college  accredited  by  the  South- 
ern Association  of  Colleges  and  Schools,  Lee 
awards  degrees  in  twenty-one  majors  from  four 
divisions:  Arts  and  Sciences,  Religion,  Educa- 
tion, and  Continuing  Education. 

Be  everything  God  wants  you  to  be  in  life. 
Prepare  today  to  meet  His  challenges  of  tomor- 
row. Lee  will  help  you  make  it  happen. 

Lee  College,  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311 
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This  Issue 

Our  theme  is  "Ministering  to 
Youth." 

A  broad  subject  indeed,  as 
indicated  by  the  feature  titles, 
and  these  are  but  a  few  of  the 
multiple  ministries. 

Significantly,  as  we  go  to 
press,  the  General  Department 
of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 
is  in  the  middle  of  a  series  of 
Youth  Schools  of  Evangelism. 

We  owe  special  thanks  this 
month  to  Dave  Sargent  who 
designed  our  cover.  Dave  is 
from  Simpsonville,  South 
Carolina,  presently  employed 
at  the  Church  of  God 
General  Offices, 
Graphics  Division. 

Three  concepts  have 
been  incorporated  into 
Dave's  design:  spiritual 
needs,  social  needs,  and 
service  needs.  All 
cluster  around  the  cross: 
all  are  vital  to  this 
church's  continued 
ministry  to  young 
people. 

One  of  our  stories 
speaks  of  unexpected 
rewards  for  faithful 
service.  Poor  Mary 
Evans. 

The  other  is 
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Feature 

Developing 

a  Guiding 

Philosophy 

The  most  common  weakness  of 
local  church  youth  ministry 
Is  the  absence  of  a  clearly  define  J 
philosophy,  without 

such  a  guiding  philosophy 
churches  tend  to  do  one  of 
three  things:  (1)  they  survive 
from  crisis  to  crisis;  (2)  they 
pick  up  on  current  fads;  or  (3) 
they  simply  resort  to  methods 
and  concepts  which  have  been 
handed  down  without 
questioning  or  testing  their 
validity. 

Many  churches  never  get 
serious  about  youth  ministry 
until  some  young  person  from 
the  congregation  falls  into 
personal  crisis.  A  young  man 
gets  hooked  on  drugs,  and  the 
pastor  and  youth  leaders  become 
earnest  about  discussing  the 
drug  problem.  A  teenage  girl 
becomes  pregnant,  and 
someone  suggests  it's  time  to  talk 
about  sex  and  the  Christian.  A 
youth  falls  into  open  sin, 
rejecting  moral  discipline,  and 
a  program  to  talk  about 
Christian  discipleship  is 
initiated. 

Crises  cannot  be  avoided. 
We  must  deal  with  them.  We 
must  not  let  crisis  situations, 
however,  determine  the  course  of 
our  youth  ministry.  Our 
philosophy  should  be  firmly  fixed 
before  crises  arise. 

Not  having  this  philosophy  for 
youth  ministry,  many  churches 
pick  up  on  whatever  fad  prevails 
at  the  moment.  We  have  seen 
it  happen  many  times  in  recent 
years.  When  hippies  were 
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prevalent,  the  church  got 
interested  in  street  Christianity 
and  coffeehouses.  Then  came  the 
"Jesus  movement."  Many 
churches  got  caught  up  in  a 
"groovy  gospel,"  complete  with 
modish  music,  freewheeling 
religious  ecstasy,  and  a  whole 
new  religious  jargon.  Next, 
Hollywood  awoke  the  church 
to  demonology  with  such 
productions  as  Rosemary's 
Baby  and  The  Exorcist.  Now  it 
is  astrology,  Gay  Liberation, 
and  Women's  Lib.  Who  knows 
what  may  lurk  in  the  shadows 
ahead  as  the  next  great  fad? 

Certainly  the  church  must  be 
relevant.  We  must  minister  to 


current  needs.  But  whoever 
thought  the  Christian  church 
would  wait  for  the  devil  to  make 
his  move  before  getting  serious 
about  its  mission?  Whatever 
happened  to  that  body  of 
Christ  that  lives  prophetically? 
Why  should  Satan  have 
surprises  for  us?  All  of  his 
plan — past,  present,  and  future 
— is  revealed  in  Holy  Scripture. 
And  so  is  God's  plan.  If  we 
teach  the  Word  consistently  and 
if  we  live  by  it,  we  will  set 
trends  rather  than  react  to  them. 

Without  a  philosophy  for 
youth  ministry  it  is  easy  for  a 
church  to  be  guided  by  the 
great  law  of  tradition:  "If  it  were 


good  enough  for  my  generation, 
it's  good  enough  for  yours."  Of 
course,  the  gospel  remains  the 
same  from  generation  to 
generation.  Means  and  methods 
for  communicating  the  gospel, 
however,  do  change.  Any  church 
that  doesn't  have  better  reason 
for  doing  something  than  "we've 
always  done  it  this  way"  is 
blinded  by  its  own  provincialism 
and  is  useless  to  God's 
kingdom  in  ministering  to  present 
and  future  generations.  □ 

(The  Church  and  Its  Youth, 
Lamar  Vest.  Pathway 
Press,  1980.) 


Ministering  to  I  hi  Id  re 


\i  mistering  to  children  is  not  kid's  stuff,  not  to  Billie  |ones  who 
A  *  for  fifteen  years  has  been  intimately  involved  with 
children  at  North  Cleveland  Church  of  God. 


Billie  Joh 


I  first  became  aware  of  Sister 
Jones'  special  touch  with 
children  more  than  a  decade  ago 
when  my  own  son's  interest  in 
church  sprang  suddenly  to  life. 

Eddie  was  ten  years  old, 
typically  childish,  full  of  mischief, 
and  far  more  prone  to 
remember  cookies,  choruses  and 
class  trips  than  the  spiritual 
significance  of  worship. 

As  a  father,  I  can't  really 
say  I  was  worried  about  my 
son's  spiritual  condition,  bu*.  I 
remember  well  the  sudden 
enthusiasm  he  developed  for 
children's  church  and  how  he 
reminded  his  mother  and  me 
it  was  important  he  not  miss  any 
services.  Eddie  started 
carrying  his  Bible  to  church.  He 
hummed  new  tunes  around  the 
house.   "Sister  Billie  says" —  this 
became  a  common  phrase  in 


his  conversations  at  the  dinner 
table. 

Eddie  had  not  reached  his 
twelfth  birthday  when,  one 
Sunday  afternoon,  I  noticed  a 
strange  redness  in  his  eyes, 
something  in  keeping  with  his 
subdued  spirit.  I  asked  what 
was  wrong.  He  took  a  deep 
breath  and  said,  "God  has 
called  me  to  preach.  This 
morning  in  children's  church." 

I  didn't  react  too  noticeably. 
Few  children  know  at  age 
eleven  what  they  will  do  with 
their  lives.  They  are 
impressionable,  easily  led  and 
influenced.  I  wasn't  opposed  to 
my  son's  being  a  minister — deep 
down,  I  was  glad — but,  at  the 
same  time,  I  didn't  want  him 
to  make  that  decision  because  of 
me  or  because  of  someone 
named  Billie  Jones.  I  wanted  his 
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call  to  come  from  God  and  I 
knew  that,  when  and  if  God 
called  him,  it  would  stick. 

In  the  twelve  years  since,  my 
son  has  renewed  his 
commitment  to  the  ministry.  He 
has  proven  himself  willing  to 
study  and  to  work  hard  toward 
qualifying  himself,  and  he  is 
at  present  involved  in  ministry 
for  the  church.  One  thing  I 
now  remember:  he  has  never 
seemed  to  doubt  a  call  that 
came  in  a  service  where  Billie 
Jones  ministered  with  the 
anointing  of  God's  Spirit. 

I  suspect  my  son's  story  has 
been  repeated  over  and  again. 

All  one  needs  to  do  is  be 
present  at  North  Cleveland  some 
Sunday  night  when  Billie  and 
her  Junior  Choir  march  onto 
the  stage.  See  their  faces.  See 
their  squared  shoulders  and  lifted 


chins.  See  their  energetic 
gestures  as  they  punch  out  their 
choruses.  Listen  to  their 

Billies  is  a  work  of  love. 
These  children  are  not 
just  performing:  they  are 
worshiping  God. 


blended  voices.  High.  Shrill. 
Occasionally  a  little  strained. 
Always  excited!  You  then  will 
know  that  Billie's  is  a  work  of 
love.  These  children  are  not  just 
performing:  they  are 
worshiping  God. 

"God  called  me  into  a 
ministry  for  children,"  Billie 
Jones  will  tell  you.  "I 
remember  the  precise  hour  and 
the  exact  spot  where  it 
happened.  I  know  I'm  in  God's 
will  when  I  work  with  boys 
and  girls  and  I  find  in  this 
ministry  a  total  fulfillment  I 


Stone  Photo 

can't  find  elsewhere.  You  must 
deal  carefully  with  children. 
Let  them  move  at  their  own 
paces.  But  never  doubt  but 
what  God  loves  and  will  do 
marvelous  things  in  the  heart 
of  a  child." 

The  path  that  brought  Billie 
to  her  present  place  in  life  has 
not  always  been  smooth.  Not 
too  many  years  ago,  just  when 
life  is  beginning  for  most  of 
us,  Billie  awoke  to  find  herself 
alone,  the  mother  of  three 
sons,  in  a  northern  city,  trying  to 
figure  out  just  what  had 
happened  to  her  husband  and  to 
her  marriage.  In  her  own 
words,  Billie  found  herself  in  a 
pit  of  despair,  with  no  place 
to  turn,  with  no  answer  other 
than  God. 

"God  came  through!" 

Billie  says  that  now  with  a 
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sparkle  in  her  eyes  and  she 
emphasizes  it  by  pounding  her 
fist  in  her  hand.  "He  opened 
doors  miraculously.  For  me 
and  for  my  three  boys." 

For  five  years  after  the 
marriage  breakup,  Billie  worked 
with  children  in  a  large  and 
growing  metro-Pentecostal  church. 
She  got  involved  with  Full 
Gospel  Businessmen's  Fellowship. 
She  traveled  and  lectured  at 
their  special  seminars  and 
conventions  from  Louisiana  to 
California. 

Then,  just  as  suddenly  and 
miraculously,  God  opened  doors 
and  made  it  possible  for  Billie 
to  return  to  her  hometown  of 
Cleveland.  For  two  years  she 
directed  children's  church  at 
the  (Tyner)  Church  of  God  in 
Chattanooga.  She  worked  with 

Never  doubt  but  what  God 
loves  and  will  do 
marvelous  things  in  the 
heart  of  a  child. 


her  brother  Ralph  in  the  printing 
business.  Then  she  was  hired 
as  secretary  at  the  North 
Cleveland  Church  of  God, 
taking  on  at  the  same  time  the 
task  of  children's  church. 

Billie  also  enrolled  once  again 
in  college,  completing  a  degree 
in  Elementary  Education.  She 
became  a  public  school  teacher 
for  Bradley  County  in  1969  and 
she  now  teaches  third  grade  at 
North  Lee. 

Billie's  sons  are  now  grown. 
Two  of  them  are  ministers.  The 
third  attends  North  Cleveland. 

At  present,  Billie  no  longer 
directs  the  children's  church 
program  but  she  continues  to 
work  with  the  Junior  Choir. 
The  choir  is  composed  of 
approximately  sixty  voices. 
The  children  meet  for  worship 


and  for  practice  each 
Wednesday  night.  Every  month 
or  so  they  march  into  the 
sanctuary  for  a  special  Sunday 
night  worship  service,  blessing 
the  congregation  with  a 
spiritual  fervor  that  is  always 
thrilling. 

The  Junior  Choir  tries  to  do  at 
least  two  musicals  a  year, 


Billie  finds  her  public 
teaching  career  a  valuable 
parallel  to  her  church 
ministry  with  children. 

normally  at  Christmas  and  at 
Easter.  Last  year  they  did 
Christmas,  2,001.  Before  that, 
Mary  Had  a  Little  Lamb,  and 
its  sequel,  His  Fleece  Was  White 
as  Snow. 

Cleveland  is  not  an  ordinary 
town  in  terms  of  the  public 
school  system.  Most  teachers  in 
both  the  City  and  the  County 
school  systems  have  strong 
Christian  convictions.  Many 
have  either  graduated  or  have 
attended  classes  at  Lee 
College.  Billie  finds  her  public 
teaching  career  a  valuable 
parallel  to  her  church  ministry 
with  children. 

"The  public  school  teacher 
must  be  very  careful  in  terms 
of  what  she  does  and  says  to  a 
class  of  third  graders,"  Billie 
says.  "School  isn't  church,  you 
know,  and  parents  have  a 
right  to  demand  that  teachers 
respect  family  church  and 
religious  preferences.  I  always  do 
that. 

"On  the  other  hand,  public 
school  teachers  are  with 
children  for  hours  every  day.  I 
have  opportunity  to  sing  with 
them,  to  smile  and  to 
encourage  them,  to  show  them 
by  example  that  it's  good  to 
be  alive.  I  emphasize  happy 


living.  Honest  living.  Choosing 
and  following  the  high  road  as 
opposed  to  the  low  road. 
Children  understand.  They  pick 
up  on  these  attitudes  and  I 
know  from  talking  with  many  of 
the  parents  that  they  take  the 
truths  home  with  them. 

"No  matter  where  or  how, 
working  with  children  is  always  a 
rewarding  ministry.  Over  and 
again  I  thank  God  for  giving  me 
the  privilege  to  serve  Him  this 
way.  I  don't  always  see  the  end 
result  of  my  work.  I  won't  be 

Working  with  children  is 
a  rewarding  ministry. 

around  for  the  final  tally  but  I 
know  it's  good  and  I  know 
God  blesses  me  in  it. 

"Helping  a  child  is  always 
worthwhile.  Helping  children 
come  to  know  Jesus  as  Lord 
of  their  lives  is  ministry  of  the 
highest  order."  Q 
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The  Church  of  God  Trinity  Temple  Day  School,  Woodbridge,  Virginia,  is  one  of  a  growing 
number  of  schools  which  have  discovered  an  excellent  outreach  to  youth  through  education. 
"Protestant  Christian  day  schools,"  according  to  Gene  I.  Maeroff  of  the  New  York  Times  News 
Service,  "are  now  opening  at  the  rate  of  three  a  day,  making  up  the  nation's  fastest  growing 
segment  of  education. " 

Christian  Day  School 

by  Dan  Stone 
An  ordinary  day  at  Trinity  Temple  begins  with  morning  assembly  in  the  church  sanctuary. 


TOP  TO  BOTTOM:  School  choir  during  performance — Woodbridge  classroom  with  personal  study  booths. 


The  principal  or  assistant 
principal  leads  students  in 
devotions  and  pledges  to  the 
American  flag,  the  Christian 
flag,  and  the  Bible.  Students  are 
given  opportunity  to  recite 
scripture — a  school  requirement — 
after  which  classes  assemble  in 
orderly  silence  outside 
classrooms.  Students  enter  with 
the  teacher's  permission.  They 
sit  at  individual  learning  offices 
in  each  classroom,  working 
toward  independently  determined 
and  supervised  goals. 

This  rigid  code  of  behavior  is 
interspersed  with  frequent 
breaks,  .ecess,  chapel,  lunch,  and 
physical  education  periods. 
Students  may  further  ease  the 
pressure  of  this  regulated 
behavior  by  earning  special 
privileges  based  on 
achievement  of  certain  goals  each 
week,  by  weekly  excursions  to 
local  parks,  or  by  educational 
field  trips  to  nearby 
Washington,  D.C. 

There  are  some  weaknesses 
in  a  program  of  this  nature. 
According  to  staff  members, 
"The  younger  the  child,  the 
greater  the  success.  Older 
children  adjust  more  slowly  and 
with  greater  difficulty  at 
Trinity  Temple.  Unchurched 
children  adjust,  but  not  as 
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Kids  at  end  of  school  banquet 


well  as  children  with  church 
exposure."  There  is  a 
noticeable  lack  of  funds  for  some 
of  the  expensive  equipment 
found  in  public  schools.  No 
gymnasium.  Fewer  athletic  and 
extracurricular  activities. 

In  their  efforts  to  balance 
the  program,  however,  the 
principal  and  staff  compensate 
with  higher  standards  for 
education  and  discipline. 
Students  are  consistently  exposed 


Meal  time  In  school  dining  hall 


There  are  weaknesses 
in  such  a  program. 


to  the  gospel  through  a 
Christ-centered  curriculum  and 
an  atmosphere  of  love, 
fairness,  stability,  discipline,  and 
trust.  The  students  pray  in  the 
course  of  their  studies  and  all 
are  encouraged  to  develop  a 
personal  relationship  with  Christ. 

"It's  good  to  see  your 
teachers  in  church,  praying  for 
you.  It's  good  to  know  that 
your  success  in  school  is  in  the 
hands  of  people  who  care 
about  you  and  about  God."  Not 
too  many  high  school  students 
today  can  make  such  a  statement 
about  those  in  charge  of  their 
education,  although  modern 
education  had  its  roots  in  the 
church. 

Historically,  the  church  has 
assumed  almost  full  responsibility 


for  the  instruction  of  youth,  and 
part  of  that  instruction  once 
included  at  least  a  general 
knowledge  of  Scriptures  and  a 
reasonable  assimilation  of 


The  principal  and  staff 
compensate  with  higher 
standards  for  education 
and  discipline. 


Christian  values.  Time  has 
brought  changes,  stolen 
privileges,  and  unfortunate 
omissions.  Today,  only  a  few 
congregations  find  the  means 
for  reasserting  the  church's 
responsibility  for  properly 
educating  its  youth. 

The  Church  of  God  Trinity 
Temple  in  Woodbridge,  Virginia, 
believes  in  the  importance  of 
education  and  in  the  church's 
responsibility  to  provide  what 
is  not  provided  elsewhere.  The 
church  opened  its  Christian 
school  in  September  1977, 
encompassing  grades 
kindergarten  through  twelve,  with 
an  enrollment  of  thirty-three 
students. 

Pastor  J.  W.  Stone,  a 
former  state  youth  and  Christian 
education  director,  was 
concerned  about  negative 
influences  of  public  schools  in 
his  area,  where  disregard  for 
biblical  truth  and  neglect  of 
Christian  principles  seemed  to 


prevail.  It  was  his  intention  to 
provide:  (1)  better  education  in 
a  Christian  environment;  (2)  a 
stronger  moral  base  for  every 
student's  future;  and  (3)  an 
opportunity  for  evangelism 
among  students  and  parents 
throughout  the  community. 

Trinity  Temple  joined  the 
Accelerated  Christian 
Education  (ACE)  program, 
headquartered  in  Garland, 
Texas.  Local  church  members 
constructed  desks  or  learning 
centers  in  five  classrooms, 
converting  Sunday  school 
rooms  into  multipurpose 
educational  facilities;  and  a 
staff  of  five  dedicated  men  and 
women  devoted  themselves  to 
the  educator's  task. 

By  June  1980,  enrollment  at 
Trinity  Temple  had  tripled.  Staff 

I 

Today  only  a  few 
congregations  find  the 
means  for  reasserting  the 
church's  responsibility  for 
properly  educating  its  youth. 

included  ten  full-time  workers 
and  a  part-time  music  instructor. 
Four  students  had  graduated, 
and  the  Academy  was  named  a 
"Model  School"  by  ACE 
within  two  years  of  its  opening. 

Students  at  Trinity  Temple 
are  tested  upon  entrance  for 
placement  and,  at  the 
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L  TO  R:  Ball  team — School  award  winners:  Most  athletic  boy  and  girl,  Mr.  and  Miss  S.  S.,  Best  A.  A.  student, 
Bible  awards,  Most  paces  completed  (age  level),  Most  congenial 


beginning  and  end  of  each  school 
year,  they  are  tested  to  assess 
individual  performance.  Each 
pupil  sets  his  or  her  own 
study  goals  and  works  through  to 
completion  of  those  goals  at 
his  or  her  own  pace. 

Students  repeat  paces — the 
study  units  on  which  they  are 
tested — until  they  pass  with 
the  required  80  percent 
retainment.  Students  are  not 
pressured  into  unfair  competition 


Students  are  not  pressured 
into  unfair  competition 
with  their  peers. 


with  their  peers.  Subjects  in 
ACE  paces — math,  English, 
science,  social  studies,  electives 
in  Old  and  New  Testament, 
French,  Spanish — are  said  to  be 
more  advanced  than  materials 
presented  students  at  comparable 
levels  in  public  schools.  In 
addition  to  this,  staff  members  at 
Trinity  Temple  claim, 
"Learning  in  the  ACE  program 
can  be  accurately  measured 
and  individualized  in  a  way  that 
builds  self-esteem  and 
confidence." 

In  addition  to  professional 
education  requirements,  staff 
members  must  give  evidence 
of  Christian  character,  they  must 
manifest  a  love  for  students, 
and  they  must  be  filled  with  the 


Holy  Spirit.  Not  surprisingly,  the 
personal  attention  and  rapport 
of  staff  with  students  is  both 
effective  and  enriching. 
According  to  a  Trinity  Temple 
graduate,  "There  is  great  unity 
between  students  and  staff,  a 
shared  sense  of  pride  in  the 
school." 

Since  the  student  body  at 
Trinity  Temple  is  relatively 
small,  a  more  effective 
student-staff  ratio  results. 
Students  have  opportunity  to 
observe  each  staff  member's 
personal  witness  for  Christ  and 
the  manner  in  which  those  in 
authority  conduct  relationships. 
They  confirm  the  success  of  the 
program  by  praising  teachers 
who  do  everything  they  can  to 
make  sure  students  learn. 

The  school's  emphasis  on 
discipline,  along  with  an 
enforced  dress  code,  is  sometimes 
a  source  of  complaint  among 
students.  A  Trinity  Temple 
graduate  feels,  "There  are 
times  when  the  rules  are  too 
strongly  enforced.  The  school 
seems  too  discipline-oriented,  as 
if  overcompensating  for  lack  of 
discipline  in  public  schools." 

Unquestionably,  certain 
conduct  is  expected  from 
students  at  Trinity 
Temple — respect  for  teacher  and 
staff,  silence  when  prescribed, 
neat  appearance,  adherence  to 


rules,  the  accomplishing  of 
self-determined  goals. 
Continued  failure  results  in 


Students  praise  teachers  who 
do  everything  they  can  to 
make  sure  students  learn. 


penalty.  But  students  know  what 
is  expected  and  they  know 
what  will  result  from 
inappropriate  and  unauthorized 
conduct. 

According  to  Pastor  Stone, 
"That's  how  it  should  be." 

The  pastor  goes  on  to  note, 
"Christian  schools  reach  kids  with 
the  gospel  who  would  never 
be  reached  otherwise.  By 
bringing  school  personnel  into 
close  and  frequent  contact  with 
parents,  Trinity  Temple 
teaches  Christian  principles  and 
exposes  needy  lives  to  the 
love  of  Christ.  It  is  a  ministry  to 
the  mind,  the  body,  and  the 
soul. 

"Can  any  school  ...  or 
church  ...  or  friend  ...  do 
more?"  D 


10 


Lighted  Pathway,  April,  1981 


Feature 


Young  people  have  natural  affinity  for  each  other.  They  relate.  They  speak  a  common 
language,  constantly  changing  and  sometimes  seeming  strange  to  older  generations.  O  It 
follows,  then,  that  one  of  the  most  effective  tools  for  ministering  to  young  people  is  the  use, 
the  enlistment,  and  the  involvement  of  young  people  themselves.  O  Most  ministers  in  this 
church  begin  as  evangelists.  They  then  move  into  pastorates  or  into  other  phases  of  ministry, 
and  we  sometimes  forget  how  effective  they  were,  or  are,  as  soulwinners.  O  This  profile  of 
Marcus  Lamb  sets  forth  one  young  evangelist  who  is  making  impact  on  churches  and  young 
people  across  this  nation.  O  Youth  ministering  to  youth. 


Through  Young 
People  Themselves 


(Profile:  Marcus  Lamb) 


[  he  sign  reatiVTentecostal 
Celebration  with  Marcus 

Lamb."  Below  that,  next  to 
a  picture  of  Marcus  and  an 
open  Bible,  are  three  statements: 
Nationally  Known  Evangelist; 
Gifted  Musician;  The  Walking 
Bible. 

Some  of  his  posters  are  even 
more  flamboyant;  and,  when 
Marcus  first  started  as  a 
"well-known  national 
evangelist,"  he  wrote  letters 
telling  how  good  he  was  that 
made  some  preachers  think  he 
wasn't. 

Truth  of  the  matter  is,  Marcus 
has  always  been  a  better 
evangelist  than  a  public  relations 
expert.  He  is  learning  some 
valuable  lessons,  listening  to  wise 
counsel,  and  growing  up.  In 
the  process  he  is  winning  souls 
for  Christ  and  adding 
constantly  to  a  growing  list  of 
friends  and  supporters  who 
sing  his  praise. 

Here  are  some  examples. 

In  January  and  February  of 
1980  Marcus  held  a 
three-week  revival  at  the  Willow 
Run  Church  of  God  in 


Ypsilanti,  Michigan.  Statistics:  81 
saved,  91  sanctified,  91 
baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 
43  baptized  in  water,  and  53 
united  with  the  church.  Pastor 
G.  J.  Chandler  says  it  was  a 
tremendous  revival. 

A  ten-night  revival  at  the 
Cedar  Valley  Church  in  Dalton, 
Georgia,  with  Pastor  Clayton 
Brown.  Statistics:  83  saved,  52 
sanctified,  52  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost,  66  joined  the 
church. 

November  1980,  one  week  in 
Pontiac,  Michigan:  16  saved, 
22  sanctified,  22  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost,  and  28  new 
members  for  the  church.  Pastor 
Robert  Vance  said  it  was  one 
of  the  best  revivals  in  his 
ten-year  pastorate.  He  plans  to 
use  Marcus  again  soon  at  his 
new  pastorate  at  Tremont 
Avenue  in  Greenville,  South 
Carolina. 

Marcus  says  his  revival  at 
Willow  Run  got  off  to  a  great 
start  because  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Director 
Ed  Chandler  scheduled  a  youth 
retreat  the  week  before. 


Slone  Photo 

Seventeen  young  people  were 
saved  in  the  retreat. 

"The  success  of  the  Cedar 
Valley  revival,"  Marcus  says, 
"must  go  to  a  core  of  one 
hundred  teenagers  and  young 
people  who  pitched  in  and 
helped  work  for  the  Lord." 
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Such  stones  can  be  repeated 
many  times  over.  With  them 
are  some  examples  of  revivals 
which  didn't  make  it,  of 
course;  but  Marcus  Lamb  is  an 
evangelist,  a  young  man 
anointed  of  the  Lord  to  win 
souls. 


Marcus  Lamb  has  always 
been  a  better  evangelist 
than  a  P.  R.  expert. 


Marcus  was  born  in  Macon, 
Georgia,  October  7,   1957.  He 
attended  Jones  Central  High 
School.  Grew  up  in  the 
Shurlington  Church.  Parents  both 
Christians.  One  brother. 

God  called  Marcus  to  preach 
when  he  was  fifteen.  He 
preached  or  practiced  his  First 
sermon  thinking  he  had  only 
his  horse,  Sugarfoot,  for  an 
audience.  As  things  turned 
out,  his  younger  brother  had 
followed  along  to  the  pasture 
and  was  also  listening.  His  first 
real  sermon  came  shortly 
afterwards  in  a  nursing  home. 

In  the  fall  of  1974,  Marcus 
enrolled  at  Lee  College  under 
early  admissions  status.  He 
was  a  senior  at  Lee  prior  to  his 
twentieth  birthday  and  he 
graduated  in  December  1977. 
During  his  Lee  years,  Marcus 
traveled  and  conducted 
evangelistic  crusades. 

During  the  past  year,  Marcus 
has  served  as  a  special 
evangelist  in  California, 
Arkansas,  and  Alabama.  Or. 
numbers  of  occasions  he  has 
spoken  at  youth  camps  all 
across  the  United  States. 


Still  young — his  twenty-fourth 
birthday  comes  in  October  of 
this  year — Marcus  continues  to 
plan  and  to  work  for  God  in 
the  field  of  evangelism.  He 
claims  no  special  secret,  no 
gimmick,  no  extraordinary 
approach  to  winning  souls  for 
Christ;  but  he  does  have  a 
passion  for  the  lost,  and  he 
somehow  manages  to 
communicate  with  both  young 
and  old.  He  started  playing  the 
piano  in  the  fourth  grade  and 
singing  is  a  part  of  his  ministry. 


"The  success  of  the  Cedar 
Valley  revival,"  Marcus 
says,  "must  go  to  teenagers 
who  pitched  in  and 
helped." 


The  church  hasn't  always  used 
wisdom  in  dealing  with  young 
men  like  Marcus.  Some  young 
men  have  been  pushed  too 
fast,  promoted  too  rapidly,  and 
given  more  attention  than  they 
could  handle  gracefully.  Others 
have  been  unduly  criticized. 
In  fact,  some  men  have  worked 


overtime  to  put  young  men  in 
their  place,  and  have  shown  a 
reluctance  to  use  them  or  to 
back  them  fully.  It  may  be 
that  we  have  lost  more  than  a 
few. 

Fortunately,  a  good  number  of 
these  young  men  have  been 
made  of  stern  stuff.  They  have 
sluffed  off  criticism.  They 
have  matured.  They  have 


Some  young  men  have 
been  pushed  too  fast, 
others  unduly  criticized.  It 
may  be  that  we  have  lost 
more  than  a  few. 


profited  by  advice  from  their 
elders.  They  have  hung  in  there 
until  God  and  His  marvelous 
grace  shaped  them  up. 

Marcus  Lamb  seems  to  be 
such  a  young  man. 

There  are  others  of  course, 
in  every  state  and  in  virtually 
every  church  and  community. 
Young  men  whom  the  church 
needs.  Young  men  and  women 
for  whom  there  is  a  place  in 
Kingdom  work.  Our  task  is  to 
recognize  their  talents,  to  enlist 
their  service,  and  to  involve 
them  in  ministry. 

In  short,  as  a  church  we 
need  to  realize  more  fully  the 
value  of  ministering  to  youth 
through  the  employment  of  youth 
themselves.  We  need  more  of 
a  cohesive  program  for  doing 
this:  an  open,  stated  policy. 

The  value  and  the  rewards  of 
such  a  position  will  be 
unlimited.  □ 
H.E.S. 
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Mission  Acres 

Continued  from  page  15 

process  of  developing  group 
homes  for  children  and  youth 
and  a  family  crisis  retreat  center 
we  call  'Mission  Acres.'  " 


How  far  along? 


"We  have  three  houses 
under  construction.  Two  more  to 
follow.  The  five  residences  will 
house  eight  kids  each. 

"We  plan  also  to  construct  a 
retreat  center  for  families  in 
crisis.  This  center  will  handle 
up  to  ten  families  at  a  time, 
with  private  rooms  and 
recreational  facilities.  It  will  be  a 
place  where  families  can  get 
away  and  where  they  can  find 
professional  help  with 
problems.  The  churches  in  North 
Georgia  are  lending  their 
affirmation,  prayer  and  support. 

"We  approach  ministry  from 
a  broad  base  of  operation.  Our 
immediate  constituency  is 
constantly  changing.  This  means 
the  challenge  is  always  there 
and  we  must  apply  ourselves 
constantly  to  meeting  human 
needs  in  whatever  form  they  are 
packaged." 

Your  theme  again? 

"We  are  a  family  of 
Christian  disciples,  on  mission 
with  the  Lord."  Q 
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gram that  meets  the  needs  of 
today. 

This  unusual  opportunity 
offers  men  and  women  a  full-  or 
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quiring no  investment,  and: 

•  You  can  choose  your  own 
hours. 

•  You  can  build  your  own  busi- 
ness without  leaving  your 
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opportunity. 

Clip  and  mail  this  coupon  NOW 
for  your  FREE  Booklets! 
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Feature 


Steve  Land  pastors  in  Atlanta,  a  church  so  unique  we  feel  his  ministry  says  something 

important  in  terms  of  special  services.  We  all  have  read  stories  of  rehabilitation 

ministries — rescue  missions,  boy's  ranches,  family  clinics.  Not  all  such  ministries  survive  the  test 

of  time.  Not  all  prove  compatible  with  what  we  normally  view  as  a  local  church  ministry. 

O  Steve's  ministry  has  survived.  He's  been  in  Atlanta  eleven  years,  struggling  to  translate  concept 

into  action,  and  he  is  quick  to  admit  it  hasn't  been  easy.  The  following  interview  reveals  some 

of  Steve's  thinking  when  it  comes  to  special  ministries. 


Mission  Acres 


Intenlen  with  Steve  Land 


Steve,  just  what  is  your  ministry  in  Atlanta? 


pamily;  that's  the  key  word 
to  understanding  my  concept 

Of' ministry.     Our  church  is 
organized  on  the  family  concept. 
We  emphasize  family  in  our 
weekly  activities.  We  approach 
all  facets  of  ministry  from  this 
viewpoint.  Believers  really  are  a 
family.  The  family  of  God. 

How  did  it  begin? 

"I  grew  up  in  Jasper, 
Alabama.  Poor.  Mother  and  Dad 
both  came  from  big  families. 
Mom  lost  her  dad  and  one  of 
her  sisters  before  she  was  a 
teen;  then,  she  lost  her  mom 
when  she  was  twenty.  As  I 
look  back  on  my  childhood,  I 
realize  what  super  effoits  my 
parents  put  forth  to  maintain 
family  identity.  Ours  was  a 
house  where  guests  were  always 
welcome.  A  table  where 
anyone  could  find  food. 

"Oddly,  my  entire  life 
seemed  to  revolve  around 
evening  meals.  It  was  at  this 
time  we  had  devotions,  Bible 
readings,  prayers,  and  special 
testimonies.  No  matter  who  our 
visitors  were,  they  were  asked 
to  join  in;  and,  within  this  family 
atmosphere,  many  spiritual 
blessings  were  experienced. 

"God  was  preparing  us  for 
the  future." 


Did  you  plan  then  to 
be  a  minister? 

"No.  I  made  it  through  high 
school  and  Birmingham  Southern 
College,  often  disturbed  and 
uncertain  as  to  my  calling.  I 
wanted  to  help  people.  That 
was  in  the  sixties.  Civil  rights 
had  become  a  big  issue  and  I 
felt  few  people  were  taking  it 
seriously.  Dad  got  involved  in 
civil  rights  there  in  Jasper,  as  a 
layman.  Most  people  didn't 
agree  with  him.  The  going  was 
rough.  I  ended  up  at  Emory 
University  in  Atlanta,  still  trying 


to  decide  whether  I  was  to  be  a 
physician  or  a  preacher.  For  a 
time  there  I  leaned  heavily 
toward  the  medical  profession. 
It  seemed  more  open,  more 
responsive  to  basic  human 
needs.  Many  of  my  church 
friends,  or  so  it  seemed,  didn't 
really  care  about  the  poor,  the 
hungry,  the  outcasts  of  our 
society.  They  just  went  to 
church. 

"Then  in  1969,  the  Lord 
spoke  to  me  and  I  knew  what 
my  decision  had  to  be.  Dad  also 
felt  God  was  dealing  with 
him." 
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How  did  it  start? 

"In  the  heart  of  downtown 
Atlanta.  Dad  and  I  first  rented 
and  then  purchased  a  house 
with  twenty-seven  rooms.  We 
filled  that  house  with  people 
from  all  different  backgrounds — 
derelicts,  bums,  orphans, 
runaways,  prostitutes.  Some  of 
them  lived  in;  others  came  for 
meals.  All  joined  us  for  evening 
devotions,  listening  as  we 
talked  of  God's  goodness  and 
God's  power  to  save  through 
Jesus  Christ.  Those  who  came 
told  their  friends  and  the  work 
grew. 

"We  purchased  another 
house  next  door,  with  twelve 
rooms;  and,  at  one  time,  we 
had  thirty-three  people  living 
with  us.  Now  we  have 
seventeen  in  those  houses  and 
several  men  in  some  church 
apartments.  All  along  we  have 
kept  the  family  concept, 
emphasizing  evening  devotions. 
People  will  phone  us,  then 
come  by  for  the  evening  meal. 
These  often  turn  into  real 
spiritual  experiences,  everyone 
sharing  and  rejoicing  in  the 
Lord's  goodness. 

"We  have  visited  every 
house  and  apartment  in  midtown 
Atlanta.  We  have  also  made 


- 


ourselves  available  each  week  on 
the  streets." 

How  are  you  financed? 

"There  was  an  initial 
gracious  grant  from  the  General 
and  State  Headquarters  of  the 
church.  For  the  most  part  our 
work  is  sel*"  supporting,  with 
from  80  \  ercent  to  85  percent  of 
the  b"'1  et  being  paid  by 
p«rr»:o  who  Work  in  the  mission. 

Oad  and  I  always  felt  we 
r  ould  have  to  broaden  the 
emphasis  eventually.  We  didn't 
at  first  know  how,  not  wanting 
to  lose  the  family  concept  and 
not  daring  to  get  away  from  our 
theme,  'A  family  of  Christian 
disciples,  on  mission  for  Christ.'  " 

When  was  the 
church  organized? 

"Four  years  ago.  My  father, 
Jack  Land,  is  co-pastor.  We 
presently  have  something  like  a 
hundred  members,  with  record 
of  another  hundred  and  fifty  we 
have  transferred  elsewhere. 
Dad  and  I  have  no  objection  to 
transferring  members.  There 
are  situations  and  occasions  when 
the  'mission'  ceases  to  meet 
personal  needs  or  when  it  is 
more  advantageous  for  folks  to 
go  elsewhere.  We  see  that  too  as 
a  part  of  our  ministry. 

"We've  had  failures.  The  work 


involves  a  high  percentage  of 
turnover.  Still,  we  feel  more 
than  compensated  and  we  are  in 
process  of  expanding." 

What  are  your  future 
plans? 

"For  years  it's  been  our 
dream  to  expand  the  family 
concept  into  a  farm  or 
ranch-type  setting.  This  seems 
especially  appealing  to  children 
and  juveniles,  many  of  whom 
have  never  been  outside  the 
city  limits.  We  work  with  kids  a 
lot,  feeding  them,  clothing 
them,  teaching  them.  Then, 
when  evening  comes,  we  have 
no  choice  but  to  send  them  back 
into  the  jungle  of  their  lives 
and  the  power  of  their  inner-city 
environment.  We  make  every 
effort  to  reach  their  family  but 
this,  of  course,  is  not  always 
possible. 

"If  we  could  have  a  place 
in  the  country  where  we  could 
take  these  kids  or  where  we 
could  send  them  for  a  few 
weeks,  maybe  we  could  do  a 
better  job.  God  made  the  idea  a 
reality  two  years  ago  when  we 
purchased  a  fifty-acre  farm  at 
Gratis,  Georgia.  We  used 
Dad's  savings  for  the  down 
payment  and  we  are  in 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  13 
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Most  Church  of  God  congregations  minister  to  youth  through  ordinary  channels.  They  involve 
themselves  in  basic  Christian  education  through  the  Sunday  school  and  the  Family  Training 
Hour.  O  Lest  it  seem  we  disparage  such  ministry  or  we  imply  that  the  commonplace  is  of  less 
significance  than  some  more  exotic  forms  of  ministry,  we  felt  it  necessary  to  feature  a  church 
which  has  for  many  years  ministered  well  in  this  traditional  fashion.  O  Kannapolis,  North 
Carolina,  seems  to  be  a  good  example. 

Ministering  Through 
Christian  Education 


Its  an  ordinary  Sunday 

morning  at  the  Church  of 
God,  Kannapolis,  North 

Carolina;  and  early,  before  all 
the  cars  file  into  the 
shopping-center-size  parking 
lot,  things  seem  quiet  and  rather 
desolate  out  on  West  A  Street, 
especially  if  one  remembers  and 
relates  to  the  hustle  and 
bustle  of  the  old  Elm  Street 
property. 

There's  leftover  snow  on  the 
back  side  of  the  parking  lot, 
more  of  it  out  near  the  woods 
which  mark  perimeters  of  the 
twelve  acres  which,  according  to 
Pastor  I.  C.  Morris,  came  as  a 
miracle  gift  from  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Otha  A.  Corriher.  Mottled  sky 
and  breath-fogging  temperatures 
lend  credence  to  the  pastor's 
observation  that  it's  flu  season. 
Attendance  may  be  off. 

Inside  .   .   .  warmth.   Spacious 
halls,  coordinated  colors,  large 
classrooms,  offices,  and  a 
triangular  auditorium  which 
can  be  made  to  seat  over  two 
thousand  and  which  at  the 
same  time  brings  everyone 
intimately  together. 

Superintendent  Olin  Miles 
gives  the  grand  tour;  then 
proceeds  to  key  in  on  how 
Kannapolis  ministers  through 


Profile:  Kannapolis 


its  youth  and  Christian  education 
programs. 

Interestingly  enough,  Olin 
doesn't  always  separate 
ministries  as  does  the  General 
Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education.  He  bubbles 
over  with  facts  and  figures 

Superintendent  Olin  Miles 
keys  in  on  how  Kannapolis 
ministers  through  its 
youth  and  Christian 
education  programs. 

and  names  and  outreaches  and 
things  happening  and  things 
planned.  Never  hesitating,  never 
having  to  look  at  a  chart  or 
some  written  outline.  Every 
gesture,  not  to  mention  the 
gleam  in  his  eye,  says  that 
Sunday  school  is  important  in 
his  scheme  of  things. 

Olin's  structural  outline  looks 
like  this:  8  departments,  24 
classes,  an  average  attendance 
of  700.  He  leans  heaviest  on  a 
spring  Sunday  school 
promotion  campaign,  usually 
lasting  from  six  weeks  to  two 
months.  The  new  building  is 
designed  and  furnished  to 
accommodate  this  model. 

"Although  I  and  my  staff 
and  teachers  emphasize 


numerical  growth,"  Olin  says, 
"we  don't  forget  spiritual 
objectives.  I'm  amazed  at  how 
quickly  children  grow  up  and 
pass  through  our  Sunday  school. 

"I've  been  superintendent 
for  ten  years.  Prior  to  that  I 
taught  a  class  in  the  Junior 
Department  for  ten  years.  I've 
seen  a  number  of  my  present 
teachers  and  staff  members  come 
up  through  the  Sunday 
school." 

"That  has  to  be  rewarding." 

"Amen." 

We  talk  of  outreach. 
Ministry  beyond  the  classroom 
itself. 

"Outreach  has  always  been 
part  of  this  church.  Ask  Sister 
Annie  Davis.  She's  a  charter 
member  and  something  of  our 
church  historian.  She'll  tell  you 
we  have  mothered  fifteen 
churches.  We  have  licensed  or 
ordained  fifty-three  ministers. 
Fifty  ministers'  wives  have  gone 
out  from  this  church. 

"We  love  children  and  have 
always  centered  much  of  our 
ministry  around  their  needs.  It 
was  this  church,  under  Pastor 
A.  V.  Childers,  back  in  the 
forties,  which  formed  the 
North  Carolina  Home  for 
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Children.  The  Home  is  now  a 
church  state  ministry  but  the 
children  of  the  Home  come  here 
to  worship. 


transportation  service  for  those 
needing  it. 

"There  are  other  ministries  as 
well  but  our 


"We  have  a 
prison  camp 
ministry.  Our 

youth  go  to  Mount  Pleasant  once 
a  month  for  morning  worship 
service.  They  sing  and  witness. 
We  continue  our  tape  ministry 
to  the  sick  and  the  shut-ins. 
Although  we  do  not  claim  to 
have  a  bus  ministry,  we  do  have 
three  vans  and  we  offer  a 


"Outreach  has  always 
been  part  of  this  church." 


Associate 
Pastor  Tom 
Elliott  can  tell 
you  more  about  the 
Retirement  Center,  Day  Care, 
and  Family  Training  Hour." 

Tom  Elliott  is  into  his  third 
year  as  associate  pastor  at 
Kannapolis,  having  moved  from 
Parkersburg,  West  Virginia. 
Among  other  responsibilities,  he 


taller  in  S.E.  with  over  20 
years  experience  and  over 
1500  steeple  installations. 
Extensive  design  selection 
with  some  models 
in  stock. 


Phone 
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TOP  TO  BOTTOM:  Pastor  I.  C.  Morris.  Associate  Pastor  Tom  Elliott,  Sunday  School  Superintendent  Olln  Miles. 
L  TO  R:  Auditorium.— Children's  S.  S.  Classroom,  one  ot  nearly  50  rooms  designed  to  serve 
future  families.— Dining  room  ot  big  rest  home. 
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serves  as  administrator  of  the 
Big  Elm  Retirement  Center,  a 
licensed  eighty- 
bed  rest  home 
which  the 
church  construct- 
ed and  now 
operates.  He  is 
also  director  of  Kids  New 
World  Day  Care,  organized  last 
September  and  now  enrolling 
fifty-two  kids. 

"Pastor  Morris  and  the  men 
of  this  church  have  some 
progressive  and  far-reaching 
plans  on  the  drawing  board," 
Tom  says,  although  he  is 
careful  to  point  out  that,  for  the 
moment,  those  plans  have  not 
been  set  into  a  fixed  time  frame. 
"One  idea  is  a  full  Christian 
Day  School.  We  believe  such  a 
ministry  is  viable  for  us.  We 
have  the  facilities.  We  hope  to 
launch  the  program  in 
September  of  this  year. 

"Even  as  we  plan  to  expand 
our  ministry  to  the  young,  we 
give  careful  attention  to  a 
growing  demand  for  ministry  to 
the  elderly.  Our  Big  Elm 


Retirement  Center  is  the  best 
expression  of  that  concern. 

Here  in  North 


"We  love  children  and  have 
always  centered  much  of 
our  ministry  around  their 
needs." 


Carolina,  health 
care  centers 
are  licensed  on 
three  levels. 
Level  one,  the 
rest  home,  is  where  we 
presently  are  with  the  Big  Elm 
facility.  Level  two  is  referred 
to  as  an  intermediate  care 
facility.  We  have  the  property 
on  which  we  could  build  such  a 
facility  and  we  have  discussed 
as  well  the 


inspired  by  the  faith  of  their 
elders  who,  in  spite  of  illness 
and  poor  health,  retain  their  firm 
faith  and  hope  in  the  Lord. 

"Our  Family  Training  Hour 
midweek  services  are  rather 
typical.  We  have  Adult,  Youth, 
Junior,  and  Primary 
Departments,  operating  on  a 
Bible-teaching  approach  for 
the  most  part.  We  try,  through 
Family  Training  Hour,  to 
supplement  Sunday  school 
curriculum.  The  format 
permits  innovation  and 

introduction  of 


putting  up  of 

a  Senior 

Citizens' 

village,  where 

people  could 

live  prior  to 

entering  the  rest  home.  A  level 

three  facility,  requiring 

physicians  and  skilled  nursing,  is 

not  for  the  moment  within  our 

projections.* 

"It  should  be  noted  that  our 
young  people  get  involved  in  the 
nursing  home  ministry.  They 
visit  and  sing.  They  in  turn  are 


"As  we  plan  to  expand  our 
youth  ministry,  we  give 
careful  attention  to  a 
growing  demand  for 
ministry  to  the  elderly." 


current  events 
and  special 
subjects." 

I  enter  the 
sanctuary  to 
find  the  choir  in 
place  and  Pastor  Isaac  Morris 
making  everyone  welcome. 
Isaac  is  an  old  schoolmate  of 
mine.  He  attended  Lee  with  a 
wife  and  two  kids,  working  his 
way  through  school  as  a 
barber  and  setting  up  the  first 
shop  in  Walker  Hall.  There's 
a  very  practical,  no-nonsense  side 
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to  Isaac's  personality.  He 
acknowledges  that  what  has 
been  done  at  Kannapolis  is 
miraculous.  He  expresses  faith 
in  further 


burning,  and  the  gospel  going 
forth.  I  think  of  all  the 
children,  all  the  teenagers,  all 
the  young  married  couples. 

I  think  of 


miracles  to 
come. 

"These  are 
wonderful 
people,"  he  says. 
"Visitors  make 
yourself  at 
home.  Worship  the  Lord." 

Isaac  is  comfortable  in  the 
pulpit.  He  is  direct,  optimistic, 
warm,  moving  the  service 
right  along.  This  is  his  ministry. 
This  is  where  he  brings  to 
bear  his  influence.  Obviously,  the 
people  respect  him. 

Attendance  today,  605. 

Looking  over  the 
congregation,  I  can't  help  but 
think  of  all  the  great  men 
who  have  stood  and  who  have 
preached  where  I.  C.  Morris 
presently  stands.  Of  all  the 
families  who,  since  1914,  have 
faithfully  come  Sunday  after 
Sunday,  and  who  have  kept 
the  church  doors  open,  the  lights 


Pastor  Isaac  Morris 
acknowledges  that  what 
has  been  done  at 
Kannapolis  is  miraculous. 
He  expresses  faith  in  further 
miracles  to  come. 


them  this 
morning  and  I 
look  ahead  and 
praise  God 
because  I 
believe  Kannap- 
olis and  other 

similar  congregations  will  go 

right  on  ministering  into  the 

future.  □ 

H.E.S. 

Our  Father  which  art  in 

heaven  .  .  . 
Hallowed  be  thy  name  .  .  . 
Thy  kingdom  come.  .  . 
Thy  will  be  done.  .  . 
In  earth.  .  . 
As  it  is  in  heaven. 
Amen. 


A 


Factory  Representatives 
Located  Nationwide 

overholtzer 
Chuhch  Furniture.  Inc. 

p.  o  box  4039  •  modesto.  ca  95352 
call  toll  free  (100)  344-71(2 


Write  for  tree 
BROCHURE5 


BAPTISMAL 
POOLS 

FIBERGLASS 
CHURCH  PRODUCTS 

(61  5)  875-0679 
351  1   HIXSON  PIKE,  CHATTANOOGA,  TN  37415 


SALES  AND  RENTALS: 

GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  Complete 

information  write: 

VALDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

P.  O   Box  248,  Valdosta,  Georgia  31601 

Phone:  242-0730 


BUILD 
BUILD 
BUILD 


CHURCHES 

designed  built  and 

furnished  on  your  lot  average 

price  S30/sq  rt   We  design  tor 

sealing  130  to  1600 

[Not  prefabricated) 


Includes:  Masonry  and  wood  construction,  social  area, 

offices,  classrooms,  nursery,  choir,  robe  rooms,  baptistry, 

steeple,  carpet,  and  Sanctuary  with  padded  pews. 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 
Steel  or  masonry  from  $20/sq  ft. 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


Write  or  call  tor  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803)  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 

rfORTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS 

IK  I/-*     P.O.  Box  591 
IINVs.  Taylors,  SC  29687 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  In  Southeast 
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by  Eddie  Vernon 


Anyway,  what  I  remember  most  right  now  was  how  Mary  Evans 
was  the  only  one  in  town  who  showed  much  interest  in  Buddy. 


T 

OSH  BILLINGS  answered  the  phone  at 

precisely  5:03  p.m.  on  a  warm  April  day. 

Habit  made  him  note  the  time,  one  of  the  little 
but  valuable  eccentricities  of  a  coroner  in  a  small 
Tennessee  town. 

"Yeah." 

"Dr.  Billings,  you'd  better  come  down  to 
Mary's.  She's  just  sittin'  there  on  her  porch  all 
alone.  And  she  won't  answer  a  word.  I  been 
callin'  her  fer  ten  minutes." 

"All  right." 

Josh  wasn't  too  surprised.  Mary  had  to  be 
somewhere  in  her  eighties,  though  no  one  knew 
for  sure.  Her  heart  had  been  failing  for  at  least 
two  years  now.  He  phoned  Ed  Banks  over  at 
the  funeral  home  and  the  two  men  walked 
together  out  to  Mary's  little  white  frame  house 
on  the  edge  of  town. 

Mary  was  dead.  "Peacefully  asleep  in  the 
Lord,"  Josh  knew  Pastor  Alderson  would  say. 

"You  take  care  of  her,  Ed?" 

Ed  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Reckon  I  don't  have 
a  choice.  No  relatives.  No  money.  Guess  it'll  be 
plain  and  simple.  And  cheap." 

Josh  sighed.  He  understood  what  Ed  meant 
and  he  knew,  too,  that  Ed  Banks  wasn't  nearly  so 
hard  and  unfeeling  as  the  words  sounded.  That 
was  funeral  home  talk.  After  all,  it  was  Ed  who 
owned  the  house  Mary  had  been  living  in  for 
the  past  few  years  and  most  folks  understood  she 
hadn't  paid  rent  in  no  telling  how  long. 

"I'll  notify  the  paper  and  do  the  obituary,"  Josh 
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said.  "You  phone  the  pastor.  Guess  we  should  have 
the  funeral  day  after  tomorrow,  huh?" 

"Umm  ...  I  don't  know.  That's  Saturday  and 
that's  when  we'd  normally  have  it  but  maybe 
we'd  better  wait  another  day.  Mary  didn't  like 
quick  funerals.  I  once  heard  her  say  they  now 
put  folks  in  the  ground  so  quick  it  looks  like 
they're  anxious  to  get  rid  of  'urn.  Let  me  talk  to 
the  pastor.  I'll  call  you." 

The  funeral  was  set  for  Sunday. 

The  obituary  notice  Josh  wrote  and  sent  over  to 
the  Dyer  Tribune  was  brief.  Josh  knew  death 
notices  were  sometimes  picked  up  by  Nashville 
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papers  but  he  never  expected  anyone  to  notice 
Mary  Evans.  Someone  in  Nashville,  though, 
wrote  a  six-inch  column,  keying  in  on  Josh's  notice 
that  Mary  had  taught  a  boys'  Sunday  school 
class  in  Dyer  for  almost  thirty  years. 

Somehow,  too,  the  story  got  picked  up  by 
Associated  Press. 

Mary  Evans  suddenly  presented  problems 
for  the  little  Tennessee  town  of  Dyer. 

Late  Saturday  afternoon  the  little  town  of  Dyer 
stretched  out  like  a  sleepy  cat.  The  grocery 
store  was  still  open,  a  half  dozen  kids  were  on  the 
street  in  front  of  the  drugstore,  a  few  couples 
strolled  down  by  the  river  which  was  more  a 
creek,  and  white  clouds  puffed  along  back  of 
town  and  up  on  the  Cumberland  Plateau. 

Josh  finished  his  pinto  beans  and  corn  bread 
and  then  relaxed  out  on  his  front  porch,  looking 
down  Main  Street  and  thinking  how  as  not 
much  exciting  ever  happened  in  a  town  of  five 
hundred.  A  town  slowly  dying,  whose  best  days 
were  past,  whose  children  for  the  most  part  now 
moved  off  to  Memphis  or  Chattanooga  or 
Atlanta. 

It  was  Delcia  Brooks,  owner  and  operator  of 
Dyer's  one  and  only  flower  shop,  who  first 
suspected  something  unusual  was  in  store.  She 
got  a  phone  call  from  Atlanta. 

"I  can't  believe  it,"  Delcia  told  Josh's  wife 
over  the  phone.  "Said  make  it  a  fifty  dollar 
wreath,  too.  Goodness,  I've  not  done  a  wreath 
like  that  since  the  mayor  died  last  spring." 

"Who  was  it  called?"  Norma  Billings  asked. 

"Said  his  name  was  Brad.  Brad  something  or 
other,  I  can't  remember.  Told  me  to  put  on  the 
card,  'Love.  From  one  of  the  boys  in  your  Sunday 
school  class.'  " 

Norma  joined  Josh  on  the  front  porch.  "You 
remember  any  boy  named  Brad,  Josh?  Someone 
who  used  to  be  in  Mary's  Sunday  school  class?" 
I've  always  been  a  little  suspicious  of  a 
woman  with  no  family,  no  roots,  no  past  she 
was  willin'  to  talk   bout. 

"Ummm  ...  no.  Can't  say  as  I  do.  Yeah. 
Brad  Phillips.  His  family  lived  here  two  or  three 
years,  back  when  TVA  was  building  the  Island 
Creek  Dam.  Little  red-headed  shaver.  Freckles. 
That  kid  was  always  gettin'  in  trouble." 

"Must  not  be  in  any  trouble  now.  Ordered  a 
fifty  dollar  wreath  for  Mary's  funeral.  You 
imagine  that?" 

Things  were  quiet  for  a  moment  on  the 
Billings'  porch.  Except  for  two  squeaking  rockers. 


"Mary  used  to  have  a  lot  of  boys  in  that 
Sunday  school  class  of  hers,"  Josh  said.  "Always 
said  it  was  her  family." 

"Humph.  Lord  knows  that's  all  she  did.  That 
and  raise  flowers.  Somehow  I've  always  been  a 
little  suspicious  of  a  woman  with  no  family,  no 
roots,  no  past  she  was  willin'  to  talk  'bout." 

"Now,  Norma,  don't  get  off  on  that  again.  You 
ladies  exhausted  that  subject  twenty  years  ago. 
Whatever  past  Mary  had,  it  was  one  she  chose 
to  keep  private.  That  was  her  privilege.  Anyway, 
I'm  glad  Brad  remembered." 

John  stopped  his  rocker  and  sat  up.  "There 
comes  Ed.  Walking  like  there's  a  fire.  Wonder 
what's  up?" 

"Josh  .  .  ."  Ed  puffed  his  three-hundred-pound 
frame  up  to  the  porch,  his  face  beefy  red.  "You're 
not  goin'  to  believe  this.  Some  guy  just  phoned 
Pastor  Alderson  talked  about  a  woman  who 
laid  up  treasures  in  heaven,  rather  than  on 

me  out  of  Nashville.  Said  he'd  be  drivin'  down 
fer  Mary's  funeral  tomorrow  and  he  wanted  to 
make  sure  everything  was  taken  care  of  proper." 

"What'd  he  mean,  proper?" 

"Said  I'd  better  put  her  in  a  proper  and  fittin' 
casket  fer  one  thing.  Not  in  a  fuzzy.  I  told  him 
Mary  didn't  have  any  money  and  he  said  he 
was  wiring  me  some.  That  means  I've  gotta  drive 
all  the  way  to  Chattanooga.  Can  you  beat  that?" 

"What  was  his  name?" 

"Lockhart.  A  Buddy  Lockhart.  And  know  what 
else  he  said?" 

"Yeah  .  .  ."  Josh  stood  up.  "He  said  he  used 
to  be  in  Mary's  Sunday  school  class." 

"That's  right!"  Ed  looked  puzzled.  "How'd  you 
know?" 

"Cause  I  remember  Buddy  Lockhart.  His 
family  moved  away  just  before  you  came  to  this 
town.  Very  poor,  those  Lockharts  were.  The  dad 
a  drunk.  Froze  to  death  one  winter.  I  think  it  was 
during  the  war.  Anyway,  what  I  remember  most 
right  now  was  how  Mary  Evans  was  the  only  one 
in  town  who  showed  much  interest  in  Buddy. 
She  used  to  take  him  home  with  her  Sundays 
after  church." 

Josh  stood  and  moved  over  to  the  edge  of  the 
porch.  "Something  else  I  remember  is  seeing  a 
poster  not  long  back  about  a  Lockhart  in  Nashville 
recently  elected  to  the  state  legislature.  If  I 
were  you,  Ed,  I'd  call  Nashville  and  see  if  it's  the 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  25 


22 


Lighted  Pathway,  April,  1981 


MOT  IM  TH€  SCRIPT 


Stories 


BY  GR€G  R€ID 

ver  since  I  was  a  tulip  back 
in  third  grade  (I  think 
the  play  was  "Snow 
White"),  I  sort  of  shied  away 
from  "Show  Biz."  And  that 
included  church  drama 
productions. 

Of  course  when  a  guy's 
mother  is  selected  to  direct  an 
Easter  pageant,  there's  not  a 
whole  lot  he  can  do.  Especially 
with  a  determined  mother  like 
mine. 

"Now  it  won't  be  a  large 
part,  Bruce,"  she  began. 

"Mom,  I  don't  want  any 
part  at  all!"  I  insisted. 

"The  pageant  will  have  a 
very  Evangelical  thrust,"  she 
went  on,  "concluding  with  the 
Resurrection.  Of  course  if  you 
aren't  interested  in  seeing 
souls  won  to  Christ — " 

"Okay,  okay,"  I  interrupted. 
What  else  could  I  say?  "I'll  do 
it.  But  the  smaller  the  part, 
the  better." 

Quite  a  few  kids  from  the 
youth  group  were  cast  in  the 
pageant,  so  I  decided  maybe 
it  wouldn't  be  so  bad  after  all.  I 
played  one  of  the  Roman 
soldiers,  and  that  was  pretty 
masculine.  I  mean  it  wasn't 
anything  like  being  a  tulip. 

Only  one  role  hadn't  been 
cast  by  the  time  we  started 
rehearsals,  and  that  was  the 
most  important  part  of  all — 
Jesus.  Nobody  in  our  church 
seemed  to  be  suitable. 

"We'll  just  have  to  pray 
about  it,"  Mom  said  at  the  first 
rehearsal.  "Obviously  we  can't 
do  an  Easter  pageant  without 


Jesus!  Will  you  lead  in  prayer, 
Bruce?" 

I  did.  No  sooner  had  I  said 
"Amen"  than  Jamie  Willis  shot 
his  hand  into  the  air.  "I  know 
just  the  guy!"  he  exclaimed. 

"Who  is  it,  Jamie?"  Mom 
asked. 

"His  name  is  Carl  Wiggins," 
Jamie  replied.  "He's  a  senior 
in  high  school  this  year.  I  saw 
him  in  a  play  just  a  couple  of 
weeks  ago." 

When  he  mentioned  Carl's 
name,  everybody  started  talking 
at  once.  Most  of  us  had  seen 
the  play  and  agreed  that  Carl 
looked  just  like  the  pictures 
you  see  of  Jesus.  He  had  a 
really  powerful  speaking  voice, 
too. 

"He'd  be  perfect,  Mom,"  I 
added. 

She  frowned.  "But  just  some 
boy  from  the  high  school?  He 
may  look  the  part,  but  I 
wanted  Jesus  to  be  portrayed  by 
someone  who  really  knows 
Him.  After  all—" 

"Oh,  Carl's  real  active  in 
church,"  Jamie  told  her.  "But  not 
ours.  He  goes  to  Central." 

"How  can  we  get  in  touch 
with  him?"  Mom  wanted  to 
know,  suddenly  enthusiastic. 

"I  know  his  sister,"  one  of 
the  girls  said.  "I'll  give  you  the 
phone  number." 

When  Carl  took  over  as  Jesus 
(Mom  had  been  reading  the 
part  up  till  then),  it  made  all  the 
difference  in  the  world.  The 
whole  pageant  just  sort  of  fell 
into  place.  Carl  may  have 
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been  seventeen,  but  when  he 
was  portraying  Jesus,  he 
looked  and  sounded  like  a  much 
older  man.  What  an  actor! 

He  was  also  a  perfectionist 
and  usually  stayed  around 
after  everyone  else  had  gone 
home.  Everyone  except  Mom 
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and  me.  that  is.  She  was 
responsible  for  locking  up. 

It  was  fascinating  to  watch 
Carl  practice.  He'd  do  the 
same  thing  over  and  over  again, 
until  he  got  it  right.  Maybe 
that's  why  he  was  such  a  good 
actor. 

'Do  this  scene  with  me, 
Bruce,"  he'd  say.  I  must've 
read  every  part  there 
was — including  the  women — 
but  I  didn't  mind,  or  even  feel 
embarrassed.  Carl  put  acting 
in  a  whole  new  light  for  me. 

One  night,  less  than  a  week 
before  we  would  give  the 
pageant,  Carl  and  I  were 
doing  the  scene  (again)  where 
Jesus  talks  to  Mary 
Magdalene  after  His  resurrection. 
The  rest  of  the  cast  had  left 
and  Mom  was  backstage 
checking  costumes,  so  it  was 
just  Carl  and  me. 

"Sir,  if  thou  have  borne 
Him  hence,  tell  me  where  thou 
hast  laid  Him,  and  I  will  take 
Him  away,"  I  read. 

"Mary,"  Carl  replied  in  his 
strong  but  gentle  voice.  Then  he 
frowned.  "Do  you  think  I  give 
that  the  right  inflection?" 

"Man,  it's  perfect!"  I 
replied,  even  though  I  didn't 
know  an  inflection  from  an 
infliction.  "Don't  change  a  thing. 
In  case  I  haven't  told  you 
before,  the  whole  thing  is 
perfect." 

He  grinned.  "It's  a  good  part, 
don't  forget  that.  No  person  in 
history  had  a  greater  impact 
than  Jesus,  you  know." 

"Right." 

"How  do  you  think  He 
pulled  it  off,  Bruce?" 

He  nodded  toward  the  main 
set,  which  featured  a  large  tomb, 
complete  with  a  cardboard 
rock  at  the  entrance.  "The 


Resurrection.  I  kind  of  go  along 
with  the  idea  that  Jesus  didn't 
really  die  on  the  Cross — that  He 
just  passed  out  from  loss  of 
blood — and  then  came  to  later, 
in  the  tomb." 

"Carl—" 

"The  disciples  must've 
gotten  Him  out  while  the  guards 
were  sleeping  and  nursed  Him 
back  to  health,"  Carl  went  on. 
He  looked  at  the  amazed  look 
I  must  have  worn.  "What's 
wrong?" 

"Everything  you've  said!"  I 
exclaimed,  staring  at  him. 
"Carl,  you  can't  actually  believe 
that." 

"Why  not?" 

"I  thought  you  were  a 
Christian!" 

"I  am.  I've  been  going  to 
church  all  my  life,  and  I  accept 
the  teachings  of  Jesus.  He  said 
some  really  profound  things, 
Man." 

"But  if  He  didn't  die  on  the 
Cross  for  our  sins  and  then 
come  back  to  life  on  the  third 
day,  victorious  over  death, 
Christianity's  a  hoax!"  I 
announced.  "Don't  you  see 
that?" 

"Look,  He  was  a  good  man 
who  performed  some  really 
heavy  miracles,  but  the 
Resurrection?  I  didn't  think 
anybody  really  believed  that 
anymore." 

"Carl,  if  it  wasn't  for  the 
Resurrection,  none  of  us  would 
have  any  hope,"  I  explained. 
"And  Jesus  wasn't  just  a  good 
man.  Either  He  was  God's 
Son  or  He  was  a  liar!" 

"But  how  could  He  come 
back  to  life  if  He  actually  died 
on  the  Cross?"  Carl  wanted  to 
know.  "No  one  else  has  ever 
been  able  to.  Not  even 
Houdini!" 


"Houdini  may  have  been  a 
great  escape  artist,  but  he  was 
only  a  man,"  I  replied.  "Jesus 
was — and  is — more  than  that. 
The  Resurrection  was  a  miracle, 
and  everything  in  history 
points  to  that." 

"Such  as?" 

"Well,  the  tomb  was  guarded 
by  Roman  soldiers,"  I  began, 
"probably  the  best  trained 
military  men  of  their  day. 
Besides,  the  tomb  was  sealed. 
The  disciples  couldn't  have 
gotten  in." 

"But  if  they  did — " 

"Okay,  let's  say  they  did,"  I 
agreed.  "And  let's  say  Jesus 
hadn't  died  on  the  Cross,  but 
just  fainted.  Does  it  make  any 
sense?" 

"What?" 

"If  Jesus  didn't  really  die  and 
had  to  be  rescued  by  His 
disciples,  then  He  was  just  an 
ordinary  man  who  had  a  lot 
of  high  and  mighty  ideas  about 
Himself,"  I  continued.  "And 
His  disciples  would've  realized 
that,  since  they  had  taken 
Him  from  the  tomb." 

"So?" 

"So  do  you  really  think  they 
would  have  spent  the  rest  of 
their  lives  preaching  about 
someone  who  was  just  a 
man?"  I  asked.  "And  suffering 
the  persecution  that  went 
along  with  it?  Most  of  them  died 
pretty  horrible  deaths,  you 
know." 

"Good  point,"  Carl  admitted. 
"So  you're  saying  that  Jesus 
really  was — or  is — the  Son  of 
God,  died  on  the  Cross,  and 
arose  again  on  the  third  day, 
just  like  the  Bible  says." 

"It  had  to  happen  that 
way,"  I  told  him.  "Otherwise, 
what's  the  use  of  preaching 
that  salvation  is  possible  only 
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through  faith  in  Jesus  Christ? 
Without  the  miracle  of  the 
Resurrection,  everybody  is  lost  in 
sin  with  no  chance  of 
redemption."  I  looked  at  Carl. 
"How  can  you  consider 
yourself  a  Christian  if  you  don't 
believe  that?" 

Before  he  could  answer,  Mom 
appeared  in  the  doorway, 
"Carl,  try  on  this  costume.  If 
there  are  alterations  needed, 
now  is  the  time  to  find  out." 
She  handed  him  a  robe  like 
the  one  Jesus  is  usually  pictured 
as  wearing.  "Bruce,  will  you 
bring  in  that  sack  from  the  car, 
please?  I  think  it's  in  the 
trunk." 

Mom  had  me  sorting  out 
props  and  miscellaneous  stuff  for 
the  next  half-hour,  and  by  the 
time  I  had  finished  and  we  were 
ready  to  go  home,  Carl  had 
already  left. 

"I  wanted  to  talk  to  him,"  I 
began. 

"You'll  see  him  tomorrow 
night,"  Mom  assured  me. 

I  saw  Carl  the  next  night,  but 
didn't  really  have  opportunity 
to  talk  to  him.  When  twenty-five 
or  thirty  people  are  in  a 
pageant,  rehearsals  get  kind  of 
hectic. 

I  was  hanging  up  some 
costumes  for  Mom  when 
rehearsal  ended,  but  hurried 
back  onstage  as  soon  as  I 
could.  It  was  deserted. 

"Where's  Carl?"  I  asked. 

Mom  was  going  over  some 
lighting  changes  with  the 
electrician.  "What,  Bruce?  Oh, 
Carl.  He  went  home. 
Something  about  studying  for  a 
test." 

I  didn't  have  any  time  alone 
with  Carl  until  the  night  of 
the  pageant.  I  was  determined  to 
talk. 


"Shouldn't  you  be  getting 
dressed?"  he  asked. 

"There's  plenty  of  time,"  I 
replied.  "I  don't  go  on  for  a 
while." 

"Oh  yeah,  that's  right.  Nothing 
personal,  Bruce,  but  I'd  kind 
of  like  to  be  alone  now." 

I  swallowed.  "Okay,  I'll  go. 
But  I  want  you  to  know  that  I'm 
praying  for  you,  Carl." 

"Hey,  thanks  a  lot,  Man,"  he 
said,  smiling.  "I  really 
appreciate  that." 

"And  I'm  praying  you'll  do 
a  good  job,  even  if  you  aren't  a 
Christian,"  I  added. 

"Aren't  a  Christian?"  he 
repeated,  frowning.  Then  he 
nodded.  "Oh,  you  mean  because 
of  what  I  said  the  other  night. 
Right?" 

"Uh— huh." 

"Bruce,  I  was  putting  you  on!" 
he  exclaimed.  "I  thought  you 
knew!  Man,  of  course  I  believe 
that  the  Resurrection  really 
happened.  Without  that  miracle, 
we've  got  exactly  nothing.  I 
accepted  Jesus  as  my  Savior  six 
years  ago!" 

"Then  why — " 

"Why  did  I  give  you  the 
line  of  unbelievers?"  he 
interrupted.  "To  see  if  you'd 
stand  up  for  what  you 
believed — all  the  way.  Or  if 
you'd  chicken  out.  I  thought  you 
knew  I  was  pretending!  And 
Man,  you  really  told  me.  I  was 
surprised  a  guy  your  age 
knew  so  much." 

I  went  to  get  my  costume 
then,  feeling  a  lot  better  about 
everything.  Carl  was  a  good 
actor,  all  right,  but  he  wasn't 
acting  when  we  talked  about 
the  most  important  issue  of  all — 
his  own  relationship  with  Jesus 
Christ.  □ 


POOR  MARY 
EVANS 


Continued 
from  page  22 


same  man.  If  it  is,  then  I'd  let 
him  know  his  credit's  good 
and  he  can  take  care  of 
expenses  after  the  funeral." 

Josh  Billings  was  right. 

By  iate  Saturday  night 
Delcia  Brooks  had  received  more 
orders  for  flowers  than  her 
shop  could  fill.  She  called 
Chattanooga. 

Ed  Banks  dressed  Mary's  body 
in  a  new,  light  green  shroud. 
The  best  he  had.  To  match  the 
bronze  casket. 

Sunday  morning,  out-of-town 
folks  started  arriving  in  Dyer 
two  hours  before  the  funeral. 
They  came  in  shiny  new 
Oldsmobiles,  Buicks,  Cadillacs, 
and  Lincolns.  There  was  even 
one  gray  Mercedes  450  SL. 
From  out  of  state. 

Pastor  Alderson  read  scriptures 
from  John,  chapter  fourteen, 
and  announced  his  subject,  "A 
New  House  for  Mary  Evans." 
He  talked  about  a  woman  who 
laid  up  treasures  in  heaven, 
rather  than  on  this  earth.  A 
woman  who  didn't  have  much 
here  but  who  would  receive  a 
mansion  in  heaven. 

It  was  a  quiet  and  sobering 
service. 

Then  everyone  followed  the 
casket  to  the  hillside  cemetery 
out  back.  The  sun  was  shining. 
Strange  men  and  women  stood 
in  a  circle,  e'ach  remembering 
past  years.  Each  thanking  God 
for  a  woman  who  had  cared  for 
little  boys. 

"Somehow  ..."  Josh  Billings 
said,  "it  seemed  altogether 
fittin'."  □ 
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Compiled  \ty  SONJIA  LEE  HUNT,  Editorial  Assistant  General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 


School  Superintendent  Opposes 
Pre-Game  Prayer 

A  superintendent  of  schools  in  Tennessee  says  he  opposes 
pregame  group  prayers  by  high  school  athletes,  according  to  an 
Associated  Press  news  story. 

The  superintendent  echoed  an  opinion  by  the  state  attorney 
general,  who  wrote  that  coach-led  prayers  are  unconstitutional. 
School  officials  requested  the  opinion,  which  is  nonbinding,  after 
a  parent  challenged  the  legality  of  pregame  prayers. 

However,  two  weeks  after  the  attorney  general  issued  the 
opinion,  a  Tennessee  football  coach  led  his  kneeling  players  in 
prayer  before  the  state  championship  game,  an  act  which  re- 
ceived national  media  coverage.  □ 

1.  Do  your  school  teams  pray  before  athletic  events? 

2.  Do  you  think  they  should  or  should  not? 

3.  Should  a  team  be  told  they  cannot  pray  before  a  game? 

4.  What  should  be  the  nature  of  a  pregame  prayer? 

5.  Does  the  Bible  speak  on  this  subject? 

Plain  Folks  Steal  Billions 

The  clerk  who  wraps  four  dresses  and  charges  a  friend  for 
one,  the  waiter  who  neglects  to  list  items  on  a  diner's  check — 
besides  being  dishonest,  these  people  have  something  in  com- 
mon. They  are  mostly  ordinary  Americans,  plain  folks  who  have 
families  and  homes,  who  watch  television,  and  who  go  to  work 
where  they  steal  an  estimated  $15  billion  a  year  from  their 
employers. 

Steve  Long  is  a  man  dedicated  to  reversing  the  sting  of  these 
thieves.  He  is  president  of  Triad  Consultants  Ltd. 

"I'm  convinced  people  nevar  steal  out  of  necessity,"  says  the 
salty,  Bronx-born  private  eye.  "I  never  met  a  man  who  stole  a 
loaf  of  bread  because  he  was  hungry.  A  lot  of  theft  is  spontane- 
ous. People  steal  because  it's  there."  □ 

1.  Why  would  an  employee  steal  from  his  employer? 

2.  What  about  office  workers  who  snitch  an  ink  pen  or  a  box 
of  staples,  who  use  the  Xerox  machine  for  personal  use  without 
paying,  or  who  mail  dear  old  Aunt  Sadie's  letter  with  the  office 
mail? 

3.  Is  it  right  to  help  yourself  because  you  feel  underpaid  or 
because  the  company  accepts  employee  theft  as  the  way  things 
are? 

4.  Should  you  report  employee  theft  to  your  boss? 

5.  Read  Romans  2:21-23. 


Dollar  is  Not  Students'  Coal 

FARMINGTON,  Conn.  (AP) — The  economy  notwithstanding, 
today's  college  students  are  not  mercenary.  They  are  opting  for 
jobs  that  offer  public  or  community  service  rather  than  financial 
gain. 

In  a  study  conducted  among  college  juniors  and  seniors  in  153 
colleges  and  universities,  Emhart  Corporation  found  that  only 
one  student  in  eleven  considered  money  the  most  important 
factor  in  choosing  a  job. 

The  largest  single  group — 37  percent — would  most  like  a  job 
that  offers  either  opportunities  for  personal  service  or  community 
service.  Job  security  was  chosen  by  one  in  seven,  or  about  15 
percent. 

Reflecting  a  high  degree  of  confidence,  92  percent  of  the 
students  said  they  felt  optimistic  about  getting  a  job  they  would 
like.  □ 

1.  What  do  you  look  for  in  terms  of  profession  or  career? 

2.  What  emphases  should  the  Christian  place  on  making 
money? 

3.  Read  Luke  12:22-34;  Psalm  1:3;  122:6;  1  Corinthians  16:2. 

"Garbage  Eaters"  Cult  Turns  well- 
Adjusted  Coed  Into  zombie 

STAMFORD,  Conn.  (INA)— Melinda  Evans  had  everything 
going  for  her.  A  third-year  nursing  student,  the  attractive  dark- 
blonde  had  warm  and  happy  relationships  with  her  family  and 
friends,  and  deeply  rooted  feelings  about  life  and  God. 

But  today  Melinda  roams  aronnd  the  country  in  an  aimless 
pattern,  dressed  in  a  long,  drabbly  colored  smock. 

According  to  ex-members  and  witnesses,  the  group  Melinda 
joined  consists  of  about  200  to  400  members,  mostly  young 
people,  who  wander  around  the  country,  living  by  what  they 
consider  New  Testament  rules. 

They  sleep  in  parks  and  abandoned  buildings,  bathe  when 
they  can  find  access  to  a  public  shower,  and  eat  food  they  find 
in  garbage  cans. 

Why  did  it  happen?  Melinda's  parents  don't  know. 

"She  always  liked  serving  people,"  her  mother  explains.  "She 
was  interested  in  the  Bible  and  religion.  Suddenly  she  met  these 
people  who  seemed  to  know  the  Bible  better  than  anyone  else. 

"I  talked  to  her  the  day  before  she  left  and  detected  nothing 
unusual  in  our  conversation."  □ 

1.  Why  do  cults  have  such  attraction  for  young  people? 

2.  Do  you  have  enough  knowledge  of  Scripture  to  discern 
between  true  teaching  and  that  which  is  false? 

3.  Read  2  Peter  2:1-3. 
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The  General  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Depart- 
ment concluded  long  ago  that 
this  means  more  than  getting 
young  people  on  their  knees  in 
prayer. 

It  is  more  than  quoting  the 
Ten  Commandments. 

More  than  preaching. 

Ministering  to  youth  means 
serving  youth,  and,  to  do  this, 
one  begins  with  the  young 
person's  need  rather  than  with 
some  pet  philosophy  or  concept 
he  enjoys  passing  along. 

Diagnosis  comes  before 
prescription. 

Our  biggest  problem  over  the 
years  seems  to  have  been 
the  castor  oil  syndrome,  the 
concoction  of  a  certain 
spiritual  formula  and  the 
conclusion  that  since  it 
worked  so  well  on  Bill,  it  will  do 
the  same  for  Jill. 

Not  all  young  people  need 
castor  oil:  certainly  not  all  in 
the  same  dosage. 

We  minister  well  only  when 
we  diagnose  correctly. 

Young  people  have 
ingenious  methods  by  which 
they  camouflage  their  real 
needs.  They  are  often  so 
persistent  in  showing  us  their 
scars,  so  bold  in  displaying  their 
surface  symptoms  that  they 
convert  us  rather  than  we 
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them; 

and  caught 
up  in  their  il- 
lusion, we  waste 
time  treating  an  imagi- 
nary ailment  and  then  wake 
up  wondering  why  the  kids 
dropped  out. 

True  spiritual  leaders  are 
not  taken  in  by  this  ruse. 
Those  who  understand  young 
people  keep  probing  around 
in  the  tender  spots  until  they 
know  where  the  hurt  is. 
They  listen  for  what  is  meant, 
not  merely  to  what  is  said; 
and,  once  sure,  and  following 
the  Holy  Spirit,  they  put 
together  a  prescription  from 
God's  Word  and  spoon  it 
carefully. 

Our  lives  are  complex  affairs. 
We  are  not  today  social 
beings,  tomorrow  spiritual  beings, 
and  the  next  day  beings  in 
need  of  a  place  to  serve:  rather, 
we  are  all  three  at  one  and 
the  same  time.  Churches  which 
minister  well  are  those  which 
recognize  this  integration  and 
which  labor  to  see  that  all 
programs  recognize  the  three 
areas  of  involvement. 


"The  gospel  is  light. 

No  matter  where  applied, 
or  when,  it  sterilizes  and 
produces  life." 

Youth  leaders  who  have  been 
around  awhile  understand  that 
spiritual  fervor  can,  and  often 
does,  lead  to  social  and 
service  involvements.  They  know 
as  well  that  social  contact  or 
the  challenge  of  service 
involvement  can,  and  often 
does,  lead  to  heightened  spiritual 
awareness. 

The  gospel  is  light.  No  matter 
where  applied,  or  when,  it 
sterilizes  and  produces  life. 
This  only  is  ministry. 
All  else  is  surface,  cosmetic, 
preparatory  to  the  life-giving 
injection. 

Pitiful  indeed  are  those 
programs,  those  human 

efforts,  those 

pseudominis- 

tries  which 

prepare  the 

patient, 

which  inspire 

hope  of 

cure,  but  which 

have  not  the 

serum.  □ 
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Dear  Brother  Stone, 

I  compliment  you  on  the 
March  issue  dealing  with  youth 
oriented  problems  such  as 
authority,  alcohol,  and  addiction 
to  social  pressure. 

Two  articles  I  feel  give  the 
wrong  impression. 

"Youth  News  to  Note,"  Crime 
Wave,  gives  the  impression 
that  misdemeanors  should  be 
winked  at.  In  "Spiritual 
Adultery,"  I  sense  an  erosion  of 
values  in  the  Biblical  principle 
of  no  divorce.  Positive  virtues 
concerning  marriage  should  be 
addressed  rather  than  the 
negatives  of  divorce. 

I  realize  the  story  concludes 
with  no  decision.  I  am  not 
justifying  the  husband,  because 
as  a  minister  I  am 
diametrically  opposed  to  the 
style  of  ministry  of  the 
husband. 

James  H.  Brewer,  Florida 

Dear  Brother  Stone, 

Sure  wish  the  story,  "Spiritual 
Adultery"  would  have  had  a 
more  positive  and  sure  ending. 
W.  C    Thurmon,  Washington 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
appreciates  hearing  from  its 
readers. 

Hoyt  E.  Stone,  Editor 
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"After  thirteen  years  and  despite  offers 

from  professionals  to  sing  for  entertainment 

in  Nashville,  the  Churchmen  are  still 

"on  the  road"  for  Christ  in  Church  of  Cod 

congregations." 


the  Road 


Why  do  they  do  it? 
That  was  the  real  question 
I  kept  asking  myself  as  I  drove 
to  Cullman,  Alabama,  to 
interview  and  get  better 
acquainted  with  the 
Churchmen. 

It  was  Friday  night.  Already 
dark.  Joe  Hodo  picked  me  up  at 
the  parsonage  and  we  drove 
to  the  local  Dairy  Queen  for 
coffee  and  a  place  to  talk. 
Before,  when  I  had  seen  Joe,  he 
wore  suit  and  tie.  Now  it  was 
brown  trousers  and  a  red  tee 


shirt.  A  jukebox  blared  and 
teenagers  kept  coming  into  the 
dairy  bar,  lining  up  at  the 
counter,  and  then  leaving.  Joe 
ignored  them.  We  sat  for  an 
hour  and  a  half. 

Joe  isn't  bashful.  Doesn't  mind 
talking.  By  nature  he  seems  to 
be  gregarious,  fun-loving, 
and  capable  of  stringing  out 
an  unending  series  of  humorous 
stories.  He  has  a  serious  side 
as  well.  I  saw  in  his  eyes  the 
cold  reality  of  a  man  struggling 
to  make  decisions. 


Slone  Photos 

Joe  Hodo,  David  Isbell,  and 
Harold  Hudson  first  got  together 
as  a  singing  group  thirteen 
years  ago.  It  started  casually, 
almost  as  a  joke.  They  all 
enjoyed  music.  All  came  from 
Church  of  God  families.  In  the 
beginning  they  had  sung  in  local 
Alabama  churches  and  at  the 
state  camp  meetings.  Former 
State  Overseer  Houston 
Morehead  encouraged  them  to 
expand  their  ministry,  setting 
them  up  with  some  appointments 
in  the  State  of  Michigan. 
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"More  than  any  other  one 
thing."  Joe  said,  "those  first 
revivals  in  Michigan  lit  a  fire  in 
our  hearts.  God  wonderfully 
blessed.  Michigan  ministers, 
especially  those  in  the  Detroit 
area,  gave  us  a  tremendous 
welcome.  We  spent  four  and  a 
half  months  of  that  year  in 
Michigan  alone.  We  made  a 
decision  to  go  full-time  ten  years 
ago  and  we've  been  on  the 
road  ever  since. 

"It's  not  quite  so  easy  now." 
Joe  leaned  over  the  table  and 
slowly  rubbed  hand  across 
cheek.   "We  bought  that  old  bus 
when  diesel  fuel  sold  for  as 
little  as  seventeen  cents  a  gallon. 
Now  it's  $1.30  and  going  up. 
There  was  a  time  when  record 
album  sales  helped  pay  the 
bills.  Now  folks  everywhere  are 
struggling  with  inflation,  rising 
prices,  and  unemployment.  It 
makes  a  difference. 

"Even  churches  feel  the  pinch. 
Many  find  it  difficult  to 
sponsor  weekend  revivals.  It's 
not  that  we  lack  invitations 
— we  are  scheduled  months  in 
advance — but  we  know  some 
congregations  struggle  to  meet 
the  budget,  while  we  have  to 
wrestle  with  the  problem  of 
supporting  our  own  families. 

"Yet  .   .   ."  Joe  slowly  shook 
his  head,  ".  .  .  while  it's  hard 
to  keep  going,  it's  even  harder 
to  think  of  quitting. 

"Last  weekend  we  were  in  a 
little  storefront  church  that 
wouldn't  seat  over  thirty.  One  of 
the  greatest  series  of  services 
we've  ever  had!  Not  only  did  we 
have  a  miracle  conversion  of  a 
young  man  who  had  been 
involved  with  drugs,  but  the 
pastor  met  our  budget  with  only 
a  few  people.  Some  folks 
mistakenly  think  we  sing  only  to 
large  crowds  or  in  big 
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Joe  Hodo  slowly  shook  his 
head.  "While  it's  hard  to 
keep  going,  it's  even  harder  to 
think  of  quitting." 

churches.  That's  not  true.  We  go 
anywhere  and  we  have  always 
depended  on  God  for  support. 

"Recently,  God  answered 
prayer  in  a  manner  that 
astounded  me.  Prior  to 
Christmas  I  took  file  cards  and 
wrote  on  them  four  special 
needs.  Desperate  needs  which 
only  God  could  meet.  I  wrote 
them  in  faith,  though  I  didn't 
have  the  faintest  idea  as  to 
how  it  could  happen.  By  the 
first  of  the  year,  all  four  were 
miraculously  answered! 

"Neither  of  us  claim  to  be 
preachers.  But  we  are  ministers. 
Not  just  singers.  We  sing  often  at 
camp  meetings,  minister's  retreats, 
prayer  conferences.  We  enjoy 
those  occasions  but  that  isn't 
where  we  feel  God  really  uses 
us  or  where  we  contribute 
significantly  to  His  kingdom.  Our 
work  is  rewarding  and  our  souls 
are  blessed  when  men  and  women 
march  forward  to  accept  Jesus 
Christ  as  personal  Savior. 


"In  recent  months  we  have 
reshaped  our  approach  to 
ministry,  giving  more  attention 
to  special  series  of  songs,  to 
songs  that  key  in  on  a  theme 
and  that  lead  people  toward 
decision.  We  do  more  songs 
that  speak  to  needs.  For 
example,  we  do  series  on 
prophecy,  healing,  family,  God's 
promises,  and  of  course 
evangelism.  While  we  do  not 
claim  to  be  preachers  as  such, 
those  who  have  been  in  our 
services  know  that  we  minister 
through  the  Word. 

"We  try  hard  to  make  our 
visits  worthwhile.  We  understand 
people  enjoy  our 
singing — Church  of  God  people 
always  enjoy  good  music — but 
neither  of  us  would  stay  on  the 
road  another  week  if  the  key 
word  became  entertainment 
rather  than  ministry." 

During  that  conversation  I 
caught  a  glimpse  of  Joe 
Hodo's  heart.  Although  I  didn't 
let  on,  I  saw  the  moisture  in 
his  eyes  and  I  felt  the  presence 
of  God's  Spirit.  All  the  noise 
about  us  was  muted  and  I  began 
to  understand  why  the 

"Neither  of  us  would  stay 
on  the  road  another  week  if  the 
key  word  became  entertainment 
rather  than  ministry." 

Churchmen  keep  going  despite 
overwhelming  odds. 

I  met  David  Isbell  next 
morning  for  breakfast.  He 
drove  a  bright  red  pickup  truck. 
David  is  the  father  of  two 
boys.  The  pianist.  Restores 
antique  cars  in  his  spare  time. 

"The  big  question  for  me," 
David  said,  "is  not  whether 
we  can  survive  in  terms  of  our 
ministry.  Somehow  I  believe 
God  will  make  a  way  for  us  to 
survive,  although  we  may 
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have  to  change  our  mode  of 
operation  and  we  may  have  to 
seek  help  from  new  sources.  My 
problem  is  deciding  if  I  want 
to  stay  on  the  road  a  few  more 
years. 

"My  boys  are  getting  older.  I 
think  of  them  a  lot  and  of  the 
fact  that  I  need  to  be  home.  Of 
course,  I  know  there's  more  to 
family  than  just  being  present. 
Quality  time  is  as  important  as 
quantity. 

"For  ten  years  now  we've 
been  traveling  all  over  the 
country.  God  has  been  good  to 
us  and  we've  been  praised  and 
treated  royally  but  it's  been 
our  wives  who  have  made  the 
big  sacrifices.  I  think  of  that 
more  lately.  Wynelle  doesn't 
complain  and  we've  changed 
our  scheduling  to  permit  more 
time  at  home  but  I  wonder  if 
we'll  be  able  to  keep  it  up.  Or, 
even  if  we  should." 

I  visited  Joe  next  day  in  his 
home  on  the  outskirts  of 
Cullman.  He  and  wife  Diane 
served  lunch  in  order  for  me 
to  meet  Harold  and  his  wife 
Sandy.  The  mood  was  light. 
We  chatted  over  tossed  salad, 
beef  stew,  hot  rolls,  and  some 
of  the  best  clam  chowder  in  the 
world. 

Harold  Hudson,  third  member 
of  the  trio,  lives  just  outside 
Cullman,  belongs  to  the  Jones 
Chapel  Church,  also  has  two 
sons,  loves  motorcycles  and 
sports.  Wanted  to  meet  me 
early  because  he  had  promised 
to  go  with  his  boys  to  a  Little 
League  ball  game. 

Harold  and  Joe  bantered 
each  other  like  brothers.  That 
comes,  I  suppose,  from  all 
those  hours  of  living  together  on 
the  road  and  with  all  those 
miles  in  a  bus.  Their  next  trip 
out,  leaving  at  4  a.m.,  would 


Stone  Photo 

take  them  to  Orlando.  I  felt  the 
hours  too  precious  to  waste, 
for  them  and  for  me,  so  we 
topped  off  the  meal  with  angel 
food  cake  and  I  asked  Harold 

"God  has  been  good  to  us," 
David  Isbell  said.  "We've 
been  praised  and  treated 
royally  but  it's  been  our  wives 
who  have  made  the  big 
sacrifices." 


for  a  ride  back  to  the  church. 

"Hope  Joe  hasn't  bent  your 
ear  too  much,"  Harold  said. 
"He's  a  talker." 

"Yeah.  But  he  seems  to  be 
on  top  of  things  today." 

"Good.  Sometimes  he  gets  a 
little  discouraged.  We  all  do.  But 
God  comes  through.  One  of 
the  happy  and  rewarding  things 
about  this  ministry  is  returning 
to  churches  and  discovering 
converts  now  occupying  key 
positions.  That  helps  confirm  our 
ministry  and  it  should  color 
the  present  decisions  we  are  now 
in  process  of  making." 

Later  on  the  same  day,  at  the 
Clark  Street  Church  in 
Cullman,  where  both  Joe  and 


David  are  members,  the  trio 
sang  and  then  stayed  for 
fellowship  after  the  Annual 
Christian  Education  Awards  were 
presented  by  Pastor  Donald 
Bird.  It  was  a  happy  hour,  with 
families  and  children.  The 
Churchmen  kidded  about  who 
would  drive  the  first  four 
hours  of  their  trip  to  Orlando. 

"Last  one  on  the  bus," 
Harold  said  laughing. 

"Oh  no,  it's  your  time," 
David  put  in.  "I  pulled  the  last 
night  shift." 

Joe  told  of  their  once  making 
an  unscheduled  stop  at  a 
church  in  Florida.  An  old 
gentlemen  lived  in  the  town 
and  he  had  written  the 
Churchmen  a  letter,  enclosing 
two  dollars  and  saying  his  church 
wasn't  large  enough  to  have 
them  come  for  a  visit  but  he 
sure  enjoyed  their  singing.  It 
happened  the  pastor  knew  the 
Churchmen  and  invited  them 
to  sing.  Sure  enough,  the  old 
man  was  present  that  morning 
as  Joe  told  the  story  and  he  was 
soon  praising  God  and 
rejoicing  in  the  Lord. 

There  are  other  stories  .  .  . 
other  memories  for  three  young 
men  who  have  thrilled 
congregations  from  Beulah,  North 
Dakota,  to  Tip  Top,  Virginia. 
.  .  memories  intermixed  with 
long  hours,  thousands  of  miles, 
flat  tires,  and  the  smell  of  diesel 
.  .  .  memories  which  week 
after  week  see  the  Churchmen 
on  the  road  again. 

They  have  nothing  to  do  with 
the  presently  popular  song  of 
that  title;  but,  when  I  hear  the 
song,  I  think  of  the 
Churchmen  and  I  pray  their 
ministry  will  go  on. 

Not  enough  people  in  our 
world  are  singing.  About  Jesus.  □ 
H.E.S. 
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Our  youth  feature  for  May  profiles 

Ken  Robertson,  who  presently  lives  in  Niagara  Falls,  New  York. 


Ken  is  eighteen,  a  senior  at  LaSalle  High, 
with  a  penchant  for  studying  the  Russian  language 
just  because  it  is  different.  Ken  will  graduate  next 
month  as  valedictorian  in  a  class  of  406.  Already  he 
has  taken  advance  college  placement  courses  in  English 
and  physics,  and  he  plans  to  enroll  at  Lee  College 
in  the  fall  of  this  year. 

With  his  kind  of  grade  point  average,  Ken  is 
quite  naturally  a  member  of  the  National  Honor 
Society  but  he  is  also  co-captain  of  the  Math 
League,  co-captain  of  the  school's  debating  team,  and  a 
member  of  the  yearbook  staff.  He  is  a  reporter  for 
the  school  newspaper,  a  member  of  the  Russian  Club, 
Crescendo,  Writer's  Guild,  and  the  Theater  Travel 
Club. 

In  the  past,  Ken  has  also  been  band  president, 
where  he  won  a  band  director's  award  for  excellence. 
He  has  played  saxophone,  jumped  hurdles  and  run 
cross-country  on  the  track  team. 

Ken  is  the  oldest  son  of  Reverend  and  Mrs. 
Kermit  Robertson,  Richmond,  Virginia.  The  Robertsons 
themselves  attended  Lee  and  then  lived  for  a 
number  of  years  in  the  Richmond  area  before 
returning  to  Kermit's  home  state  and  a  pastorate  at 
Brenton,  West  Virginia.  The  Robertsons  then  moved  to 
New  York  where  they  pastored  the  Niagara  Falls 
Church  until  September  of  this  past  year. 

Ken  faced  a  serious  dilemma  when  it  was 
announced  that  the  Robertson  family  would  be  moving 
back  to  Virginia.  It  was  his  senior  year  and  he 
knew  already  that  a  number  of  honors  were  in  store. 
After  consultation  and  prayer,  the  family  agreed  that 
Ken  could  stay  on  in  Niagara,  living  with  the  new 
pastor  and  his  family,  and  finishing  high  school.  Ken 
will  now  tell  you  it  has  been  a  fast  year,  a  somewhat 
difficult  year  in  that  he  has  missed  his  younger 
brother  and  parents,  but  a  rewarding  year.  After  all, 
Ken  has  also  had  his  friends  and  his  church. 

Ken  is  certainly  no  stranger  to  the  church  and  its 
mission.  He  accepted  Christ  as  his  personal  Savior 
when  but  a  small  child — his  parents  were  at  Lee 
College  at  the  time — and  he  received  the  baptism  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  when  he  was  nine  years  old.  Ken's 


mother  notes  that  "praying  and  reading  his  Bible 
every  day  is  about  as  much  a  part  of  Ken's  life  as   > 
brushing  his  teeth." 

Last  year  Ken  was  YWEA  representative  for  the  I 
Niagara  Falls  Church,  leading  the  other  young 
people  in  a  program  that  gave  them  second  place  irl 
state  competition.  During  regular  services,  Ken  play: 
the  sax.  Last  year  in  Dallas  he  competed  in  Nation^ 
Teen  Talent. 

Nursing  homes — that  too  is  where  one  will  often  iji 
Ken,  visiting  and  spreading  sunshine  with  his  smile/ 
He  has  for  some  time  worked  with  the  local  youth  *! 
group,  passing  out  tracts  and  witnessing  on  the 
streets,  but  last  summer  he  attended  an  Evangelism! 
Breakthrough  training  seminar  and  he  now  feels  hisH 
witnessing  for  Christ  is  much  more  effective. 

To  earn  spending  money  and  to  help  with  the 
expense  of  living  away  from  home,  Ken  works 
part-time  at  Sears.  In  his  free  time,  whenever  that 
is,  he  likes  to  play  tennis,  go  bowling,  or  exercise  rfl 
mind  at  the  chessboard. 

One  of  Ken's  most  exciting  senior  activities  turnei 
out  to  be  his  visit  to  Damean  College  as  a 
representative  to  the  Model  United  Nations.  School; 
from  all  across  the  State  of  New  York  participated 
in  the  Model  U.N.,  most  of  them  sending  five 
representatives. 

Ken  was  chosen  by  the  student  council  to  repres(,t 
LaSalle  High  School  because  of  his  debating  skills,  i 
He  and  the  four  other  students  knew  in  advance  tfy 
would  be  going  to  the  Model  U.N.  as 
representatives  of  Switzerland,  and  this  meant  extr;j 
study  in  terms  of  Swiss  history  and  economic 
policies  of  the  oldest  democracy  in  the  world.  Ken  ti 
brushed  up  on  his  United  States  government,  his 
world  history,  and  especially  his  advanced  economi1. 

Nuclear  proliferation  turned  out  to  be  the  key 
topic  of  debate.  Ken  has  strong  feeling  on  this  subt 
and  he  is  an  admirer  of  the  Swiss  for  their 
neutrality  and  their  strong  economic  posture  in  the 
world. 

Ken  feels  that  present  United  States  economic 
policies  and  the  question  of  whether  the  United 
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across  the  United  States  young  people  will  be 
•ching  forward  to  receive  high  school  diplomas  this 
ith.  One  such  senior  will  be  Ken  Robertson, 
gara  Falls,  New  York. 

lying  and  reading  his  Bible,"  Ken's  mother  says, 
about  as  much  a  part  of  Ken's  life  as  brushing  his 
h." 

■  of  Ken's  most  exciting  senior  activities  was 
'ing  as  a  representative  of  his  school  at  the 
del  United  Nations  which  convened  at 
nean  College. 

ies  should  involve  itself  again  with  foreign 
rvention  are  two  of  the  most  pressing  issues  for 
i  school  students. 

^here  Ken  presently  lives,  he  can  see  a  green 
e  that  marks  off  the  Love  Canal,  which  has  been 
:h  in  the  news  this  past  year.  Surprisingly 
igh,  this  subject  doesn't  seem  to  be  a  big  thing 
I  Ken,  although  it  has  often  been  debated  in  the 
J.  Ken  shares  personal  concern  over  the  problem  of 
nical  waste  and  what  it  is  doing  for  our  country 
i  he  points  out  that  such  isn't  a  concern  of  other 
ions  and  it  wasn't  a  part  of  the  debate  at  the 
lei  United  Nations. 

his  summer  Ken  hopes  to  be  working  for 
Jront.  If  not  there,  then  he  will  continue  with  Sears 
Richmond. 

ome  fall,  Ken  expects  to  have  a  number  of 

1  larships  wrapped  up,  along  with  some 

eminent  help  if  the  programs  aren't  all  cut  back. 

j plans  to  do  at  least  two  years  at  Lee  College, 
then  go  on  to  major  in  computer  science  or 
iics.  His  4.0  grade  point  average,  along  with 
iting  skills  and  an  obvious  penchant  for  work, 

y  to  give  those  plans  better  than  an  average 

luce  for  success. 

I'e  wish  him  well. 

.  S. 


□ 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


Feature 


District 

CONFERENCES 

on  the 

HOLY  SPIRIT 


Interview  with  General  Overseer  Dr.  Ray  H.  Hughes 


Lighted  Pathway:  Dr.  Hughes,  are  these  upcoming  conferences 
relevant  to  young  people?  Worth  their  time? 


\pj  £2  desire  very  much  that  young 
people  participate  in  these 
conferences.  There  will  be  a  place 
for  them.  Not  only  will  young 
people  be  welcome  but  we  as  a 
church  will  not  be  able  to 
accomplish  our  goal  without  them. 

"I  think  of  three  reasons 
why  they  are  relevant. 

"First,  when  the  Prophet  Joel 
prophesied  of  Pentecost,  he 
referred  to  the  pouring  out  of 
the  Spirit  upon  all  flesh, 
mentioning  sons  and  daughters 


rJ 


who  would  prophesy  and  young 
men  who  would  see  visions 
(Joel  2:28).  God  involved  young 
people  in  the  gift:  surely  we 
must  involve  them  in  such  a 
conference. 

"Second,  a  large  cross  section 
of  what  is  happening  in  our 
world,  especially  as  it  relates  to 
Pentecost,  involves  young 
people.  They  are  active  in  our 
churches,  our  Sunday  schools, 
and  as  witnesses  on  school 
campuses. 


"Third,  our  future  as  a 
Pentecostal  church  depends  on 
young  people  understanding, 
receiving,  and  becoming 
involved  in  the  work  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  Our  heritage  rests  with 
the  young." 

Lighied  Pathway:  You 
state  in  some  of  the 
advertising  materials 
prepared  for  this 
conference,  "the  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  with  the 
initial  evidence  of 
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speaking  with  other  tongues 
as  the  Spirit  gives 
utterance"  is  the  principal 
distinctive  of  the  Church 
of  God.  Are  you  merely 
editorializing?  Or  do  you 
really  consider  this  to  be  a 
primary  distinctive  of  our 
church? 

"I  was  not  editorializing.  I 
came  to  this  conclusion  a  number 
of  years  ago  and  I  think  the 
history  of  our  church  will  bear 
me  out.  Fact  is,  I  stated  the 
concept  in  my  book,  Church  of 
God  Distinctiues,  published  in 
1968. 

"Many  Neo-Pentecostals  and 
Charismatics  believe  in  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
They  accept  speaking  with  other 
tongues  and  they  emphasize 
gifts  of  the  Spirit.  But  the  Church 
of  God,  along  with  some  sister 
denominations  now  being  referred 
to  as  classical  Pentecostals, 
have  continued  to  insist  on  this 
statement  in  full.  Note  carefully. 

"We  view  speaking  in  tongues 
as  the  initial  evidence  of  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  In 
other  words,  that  is  how  one 
knows  when  the  Spirit  has  come. 
This  is  a  distinctive  of  our 
doctrine  and  one  with  which  not 
all  agree. 

"We  also  accept  the  last  part 
of  the  statement,  'as  the  Spirit 
gives  the  utterance.'  Men  cannot 
teach  you  to  speak  with  other 
tongues.  The  sincere,  true  seeker 
after  God  does  not  need 
instructions  in  the  so-called  art  of 
speaking  in  tongues.  The  Spirit 
himself  gives  utterance. 

"Speaking  in  tongues  is  not 
something  men  originate, 
something  men  do  at  will,  as 
they  choose  or  please;  but  it  is 
an  utterance  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
from  within.  Of  course,  as  a 
church  we  understand  the 


necessity  of  men  and  women 
yielding  to  God  but  we  are  not 
willing  to  humanize  this 
experience,  to  make  it  to 
function  at  man's  behest  rather 
than  God's." 

Lighted  Pathway:  Young 
people  today  rub 
shoulders  with  a  great 
many  believers  claiming 
to  be  Pentecostal  or 
charismatic.  These  two 
words  are  often  used 
interchangeably.  Would 
you  define  them  for  us? 
What  is  a  Pentecostal? 
And  what  is  a  charismatic? 

"I'm  not  opposed  to  the  use 
of  either  term,  although  it  may  be 
that  the  word  charismatic  has 
been  somewhat  distorted.  As  early 
as  1923  we  as  a  church  were 
called  'charismatics'  in  a  book. 
Small  Sects  of  America,  by 
Elmer  T.  Clark. 

"Charismatic  refers  to  gifts  of 
the  Holy  Spirit,  charisms  or 
charismata;  but  it  may  also  be 
used  to  describe  personal  charm 
or  enthusiasm  of  a  secular 
leader.  This  week  in  Time  Pope 
John  Paul  was  referred  to  as  a 
charismatic  leader.  John  Kennedy 
was  said  to  have  had  charisma. 

"Pentecostal  is  more  definitive. 
It  means  those  who  subscribe 
to  an  experience  based  on  the 
Book  of  Acts,  chapter  two." 
Lighted  Pathway:  Suppose  I 
am  the  average  Church  of 
God  teenager.  What  will 
there  be  at  this 
conference  different  or 
significant  for  me? 

"Different  I  can't  say. 
Significant?  Yes.  Each  district 
will  structure  the  conference  in 
terms  of  size  and  facilities  but 
we  recommend  as  many  as  six 
seminar  subjects: 

'The  Enabling  Power  of  the 
Holy  Spirit' — 


'The  Fruit  of  the  Spirit  in  the 

Life  of  the  Believer'— 
'The  Gifts  of  the  Spirit  in 

Operation' — 
'The  Purpose  of  Speaking  in 

Tongues' — 
The  Order  of  Speaking  in 

Tongues  and  Interpretation' — 
'How  to  Receive  the  Baptism  in 

the  Holy  Spirit.' 
"Seminar  session  leaders  will  be 
men  of  distinction  and  ability. 
The  classes  will  give  young 
people  opportunity  to  ask 
questions,  to  listen,  and  to  learn 
specifics  about  the  work  of 
God's  Spirit  on  earth  today." 

Lighted  Pathway:  Dr. 
Hughes,  many  people  think 
of  young  people  as  being 
more  susceptible  to  error, 
more  impressionable  than 
adults.  This  may  imply  that 
the  young  more  easily  fall 
into  error  in  terms  of 
doctrine.  How  are  young 
people  to  know  the  real 
from  the  synthetic?  How 
are  they  to  distinguish 
between  the  leading  of 
God's  Spirit  and  their  own 
desires? 

"I  reject  categorically  the  major 
premise  of  your  question! 
Young  people  are  nor  more 
susceptible  to  error.  They  are 
more  honest,  more  open,  more 
readily  obedient  to  the  Spirit. 
This  is  a  positive,  not  a  negative. 
God's  Spirit  works  with  youth. 

"Perhaps  young  people  are 
more  impressionable,  more 
pliable,  less  set  in  their  ways.  This 
is  all  the  more  reason  why 
they  should  be  instructed  in  this 
doctrine  now. 

"I  was  nine  years  of  age  when 
God  baptized  me  with  the 
Holy  Spirit.  I  have  been  a 
Pentecostal  for  forty-seven 
years.  To  me,  not  anything  is 
more  thrilling  than  the  work  of 
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God's  Spirit  in  the  human  heart. 
It  is  a  work  which  needs  to 
begin  during  youth." 

Lighted  Pathway:  Have 
we  as  a  church  done  a 
better  job  of  teaching  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
than  of  teaching  how  to 
define,  how  to  interpret, 
and  how  to  manifest  the 
gifts  of  the  Spirit? 

"We  may  have  done  better 
at  introducing  the  Spirit  and  His 
work  than  at  indoctrinating  our 
people.  For  years  our  primary 
task  was  that  of  introducing  the 
Pentecostal  message.  Out  of 
necessity,  we  developed 
methods  and  techniques  for  doing 
so.  We  now  need  to  deal 
more  fully  with  the  doctrine  of 
the  Holy  Spirit,  precisely  what 
these  nationwide  District 
Conferences  are  all  about." 

Lighted  Pathway:  As  a  Bible 
scholar  and  a  second-gener- 
ation Pentecostal,  what 
would  you  state  as  the  pri- 
mary function  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  our  world  today? 

When  the  Comforter  is 


come.'  Jesus  said,  'he  shall 
testify  of  me'  (John  15:26).  It  is 
in  this  manner — the  Spirit's 
witnessing  of  the  redemptive  work 
of  Christ — that  the  Spirit 
convicts  sinners  and  serves  as  the 
Agent  of  salvation.  The  Spirit 
also  comes  into  the  believer's 
heart,  as  on  the  Day  of 
Pentecost,  with  special  power  or 
enablement  for  service. 

"God's  Spirit  does  not  come  to 
exalt  man,  or  an  organization. 
He  exalts  Christ.  The  Spirit  does 
not  exalt  gifts,  or  even  Himself. 
He  exalts  Jesus  Christ. 

"I  question  any  display,  any 
emphasis  on  the  Holy  Spirit 
which  does  not  follow  this 
pattern.  Christ  Jesus  is  Savior  of 
the  world.  All  that  the  Spirit 
does  will  testify  first  and  foremost 
of  Him." 

Lighted  Pathway:  How  may 
the  Christian  know  for 
sure  when  the  Spirit 
speaks?  How  are  we  to 
distinguish  between  what 
the  Spirit  says  and  what 
some  man  thinks  or 
imagines  the  Spirit  to  be 
saying? 

"God  never  intended  that 
Christians  be  confused  on  this 
point.  Since  the  early  days  of 
our  church,  we  have  always 
stated  that  the  Bible  is  the  final 
authority.  What  the  Holy  Spirit 
says  will  conform  to,  and  agree 
with,  the  Scriptures.  We  believe 
in  tongues  and  interpretations, 
we  believe  in  prophecy  and  all 
the  gifts  of  the  Spirit,  but  we 
do  not  believe  that  these  can 
contradict,  or  add  to,  the 
revelation  of  Scripture.  God's 
Spirit  may  minister  to  an 
individual  in  a  personal  way 
which  the  Bible  does  not 
specifically  mention,  but  the  Spirit 
will  never  contradict  the  Word. 
The  Bible  is  our  final  authority 


and  we  must  always  use  it  to 
verify  the  authenticity  of  gifts  and 
their  messages. 

"After  all,  the  Holy  Spirit  is 
referred  to  as  the  Spirit  of 
Truth.  He  comes  to  enlighten,  not 
to  confuse.  Unfortunately,  some 
have  tended  to  think  of  the 
Spirit's  work  only  in  terms  of 
the  phenomenal  or  the 
supernatural.  God's  Spirit  works 
in  very  ordinary  ways  as  well, 
enlightening  believers,  imparting 
wisdom,  and  even  giving  strength 
beyond  normal  human 
capacity.  We  may  see  this  best 
when  we  look  back  over  our 
lives  and  realize  how  the  Spirit 
has  worked  and  how  the  Spirit 
has  aided  us  in  ways  undreamed 
of  at  the  time. 

"These  and  other  issues  will  all 
be  discussed  at  the  District 
Conferences."  □  stone  Photos 
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Youth  camps  give  all  participants  new 
perspective.  Counselors  learn  the  meaning  of 
long-suffering.  Spiritual  transformations  live  in 
the  heart,  despite  the  weariness  that  reaches 
highest  degree  on  the  last  day. 

Amid  monotonous  meals,  cold  showers,  misused 
shaving  cream,  bloodshot  eyes,  lost  ball  games, 
and  young  love  come  life-altering  experiences,  the 
real  highlight  of  Church  of  God  youth  camps. 

Five  years  of  counseling  at  Florida's  Youth 
Camps  have  left  me  with  some  refreshing  and 
blessed  memories. 

As  a  rookie  counselor  fresh  out  of  high  school, 
I  was  easy  prey  for  four  quick  hands  that  lifted 
twenty  dollars  from  my  wallet.  The  two  culprits, 
brothers,  were  nabbed  shortly  thereafter,  money 
still  in  tow. 

They  returned  it. 

Lecture?  Or  punishment?  God's  love 
intervened  and  cemented  a  bond  between  us. 
Every  year  those  brothers  come  to  camp.  They 
have  a  difficult  home  life  and  seem  determined  to 
get  all  they  can  from  God  during  the  week. 

Fifteen-year-old  Kenny,  from  a  non-Christian 
home  in  Pennsylvania,  had  never  accepted 
Christ  as  Savior.  He  brought  his  life  to  camp, 
cassette  tapes  of  hard  rock  music.  Kenny  knew 
the  lyrics  as  well  as  a  veteran  minister  knows  the 
Scriptures.  He  had  also  experimented  with 
drugs. 

Not  until  Thursday,  next-to-the-last  night,  did 
Kenny  go  forward  to  pray. 

"I  don't  feel  anything,"  he  said  after  a  few 
minutes. 

I  quoted  Ephesians  2:8.  Kenny  assured  me  of 
his  sincerity.  We  prayed  and  the  Holy  Spirit 
moved. 

When  Kenny  lifted  his  head,  face  beaming,  he 
didn't  have  to  tell  me. 

"I  feel  it,"  he  said. 

Never  could  anyone  crave  God's  Word  more 


than  this  new  Christian.  "How  can  I  keep  this 
feeling?"  Kenny  asked.  "What  about  my 
friends?"  There  were  many  other  questions.  We 
spent  all  the  next  day  finding  Bible  answers. 

Jerry  was  a  kind  and  likable  kid  but 
self-conscious  and  insecure.  Without  a  Christian 
home.  He  balked  when  nominated  as  a  Mr.  Youth 
Camp  candidate.  His  protests  unheeded,  Jerry 
nervously  went  through  all  the  motions  of  a 
candidate. 

At  the  altar,  Jerry  did  not  simply  go  through  the 
motions.  He  truly  prayed  and  God  filled  him 
with  love. 

On  banquet  night  and  to  his  utter  disbelief, 
Jerry  became  Mr.  Youth  Camp.  What  a  smile! 
What  a  huge  trophy!  God  used  it  to  help  heal  a 
wounded  heart. 

Ten  of  us,  two  counselors  and  eight  campers, 
were  first  to  arrive  at  the  pool  one  afternoon  for 
our  swimming  period.  There  was  rain  and 
lightning,  making  it  look  as  if  our  trip  were 
wasted. 

Undaunted,  Counselor  Sheldon  Boggs  referred  to 
an  incident  from  the  Book  of  1  Kings.  He 
gathered  us  into  a  circle  and  we  prayed,  asking 
God  to  clear  the  skies.  Then  we  watched 
wide-eyed  as  the  wind  increased,  blowing  the  dark 
clouds  away.  We  were  swimming  within  five 
minutes. 

A  minor  miracle  became  a  faith  builder. 

Donovan  and  I  are  close.  He  shares  my  room 
each  year. 

Originally  I  was  deceived  by  his  exterior.  His 
zany  antics  produced  constant  laughs,  keeping 
the  room  alive;  but  many  of  his  actions  were  but  a 
covering  for  pain  on  the  inside. 

God  has  taught  my  dark-skinned  roommate  the 
meaning  of  joy.  Each  year  he  matures  spiritually 
and  youth  camp  is  a  big  reason  why. 

I  also  am  maturing  spiritually.  Again,  youth 
camp  is  a  big  reason  why.  □ 


Blessed  Are  the 

COUNSELORS 

This  summer  hundreds  of  men  and  women 

will  volunteer  to  work  in  youth  camps. 

Former  counselor  Lance  Colkmire  tells  why  it's  worth  it. 

by  Lance  Colkmire 

A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 
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ost  ten-year-old  boys  would  rather  play  than  do  just  about 
anything  else. 

However,  Jimmy  Salamini  would  rather  sing  and  give  his  testimony. 
Or  preach  from  the  makeshift  pulpit  he  sets  up  in  front  of  his  Long 
Island,  New  York,  home. 

Since  age  four,  Jimmy  has  been  singing  gospel  music.  That  isn't  the 
real  miracle  in  his  life  though.  He  was  born  after  his  mother  was  forty 
years  old  and  her  youngest  child  already  a  teenager.  The  doctors 
advised  her  to  have  a  therapeutic  abortion.  She  refused. 

Upon  Jimmy's  arrival  it  wasn't  long  before  the  family  suspected  he 
had  difficulty  hearing.  When  Jimmy  turned  up  the  stereo  to  full  volume 
and  pressed  his  ear  against  the  speaker  to  feel  the  vibrations,  it  was 
evident  something  was  wrong.  Doctors  told  the  family  Jimmy  had  at 
least  an  85  percent  hearing  loss  and  that  only  a  miracle  would  restore  his 
hearing  without  an  operation. 

Mrs.    Salamini  began  to  pray.    She  told  Jimmy  if  he  felt    anything 
different  he  should  tell  her.  About  ten  minutes  later  young  Jimmy  came 
to  his  mother,  fluid  running  out  of  both  ears.  In  a  short  time  he  could 
hear  as  any  normal  child.  The  miracle  had  happened  and  the   singing 
6K6I^6K  I  fip/'JlMtWHJ    and  the  preaching  were  soon  to  follow. 

Jimmy's  eyes  shine  and  his  voice  fills  with  confidence  and  contentment 
as  he  ministers  to  the  Patchogue  Church  of  God  in  Long  Island,  New 
York,  where  Reverend  Benedict  Sfoglia  is  pastor. 

Jimmy  was  five  years  old  when  he  accepted  Christ  as  Lord  and 
Savior.  He  began  singing  in  church  when  he  was  six  and  preaching  when 
he  was  seven.  He  started  with  a  pulpit  in  his  front  yard.  Some  kids 
came,  and  he  started  ministering.  They  enjoyed  it  and  listened  closely  to 
his  message. 

Occasionally  the  kids  in  the  neighborhood  make  fun  of  Jimmy  because 
he's  so  religious.  He  ignores  them.  Tells  them  they  have  their  opinion 
and  he  has  his. 

Asked  why  he  would  spend  his  playtime  preaching,  Jimmy  said,  "My 
family  is  godly,  you  know.  I  do  it  because  it  is  God's  will  for  me."  But  he 
adds,  "Mostly  I  want  to  sing  more." 

When  he  was  seven  or  eight,  Jimmy  began  singing  in  other  churches. 
Large  crowds  don't  bother  him.  Jimmy  feels  natural  singing  before 
people.  He  says  it's  like  singing  in  his  own  home.  He  recognizes  the 
Holy  Spirit  and  a  special  anointing  upon  his  life.  "Wherever  I  go," 
Jimmy  says,  "I  always  feel  God  walking  beside  me." 

Jimmy  rehearses  from  6:30  to  10:45  p.m.,  with  a  ten-minute  break  per 
hour,  six  days  a  week.  He  realizes  God  has  given  him  a  special  talent 
and  he  desires  to  use  it  for  the  kingdom  of  God. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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Liberty  National 
has  just  opened 
the  door  for 
people  who  have 
had  trouble 
getting  life 
insurance. 

Now  Liberty  National  offers  life 
insurance  for  people  between 
the  ages  of  45  and  75  who  may 
have  difficulty  buying  life  insur- 
ance because  of  health  rea- 
sons. It's  Liberty  National's  new 
Open  Door  Policy.  Available  for 
anyone  not  now  in  the  hospital 
or  terminally  ill.  It's  permanent, 
non-cancellable  protection  for 
you  and  your  family. 

Call  your  Liberty  National 
agent  today  about  your  Liberty 
National  Open  Door  Policy,  jpr 
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LIFE  INSURANCE  COMPANY 
BIRMINGHAM,  ALABAMA 
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Jonathan  Youth,  born  in  the 
late  fifties  and  early 
sixties,  has  inherited  an  age 
of  caution.  In  his  childhood 
sixties,  he  witnessed  a  decade 
of  change.  In  his  early 
adolescence  of  the  seventies, 
he  saw  the  years  of  crises.  Now 
he's  told,  "Be  careful  and 
cautious." 

Advantage  was  his,  this 
media  child,  being  brought  up  on 
an  electronic  diet  of  Captain 
Kangaroo  and  Sesame  Street 
intermingled  with  evening 
newsreels  depicting  Vietnam  war 
protestors,  blacks  marching  in 
the  South,  and  big  brothers  and 
sisters  tuning  in,  turning  on, 
and  dropping  out  in 
Haight-Ashbury.  It  was  all 
there,  splashed  before  him  in 
living  color,  orchestrated  into 
the  comfort  of  his  split-level 
suburbia. 

But  life  could  be  "dangerous" 
for  Jonathan  Youth.  Finding 
pseudoadventure  in  his  favorite 
amusement  park,  he  could 
vicariously  ride  foaming 
wild-river  rapids,  go  on  an 
"African  Safari,"  or  climb  the 
Alps.   Unlimited  attractions  for 
$5.95.  The  cost  and  risks  were 
minimal.   Involvement  was 
temporary.   Reality  was  still 
beyond  graduation. 

"Crises"  and  "shortages" 
entered  Jon's  vocabulary.  Oil 
sheiks  began  to  appear  on  the 
tube.  Tomorrow  was  uncertain 
as  Jonathan  Youth  waited  in  gas 
lines  and  learned  a  new 
meaning  for  "odd  and  even" 
days. 
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by  GRANT  McCLUNG 

College  days  were  spent  in 
study  halls  and  libraries.  No 
time  for  protest  marches  and 
causes.  Enter  the  new  cause: 
survival.  Job  applications  and 
resumes  became  his  scriptures 
— the  career  counselor  his  guru. 

Poor  Jonathan.  He  never 
had  a  chance  to  solve  world 
problems.  Vietnam  had  fallen. 
Famine  and  ecology  concerns 
were  no  longer  "in."  Idealism 
was  gone.  The  "me  decade"  had 
deified  Self.  The  end  of  the 
seventies  marked  Jonathan 
Youth's  retirement  from 
adolescence  with  some 
"Ayatollah"  seizing  fifty-two  of 
his  fellow  Americans.  "Well," 
he  thought,  "if  that's  the  way 
they  feel  about  it,  we'll  take 
our  toys  and  go  home."  Alas, 
twinge  of  newfound   patrio- 
tism. A  wave  of  isolationism. 
Along  came  budget  cuts,  con- 
servation, belt-tightening — and 
caution. 

Jon  was  safe.  No  more 
causes.  No  more  risks.  No 
more  bother  with  the  world. 
He  set  out  to  rebuild  his 
broken  homeland  and  secure 
a  place  for  himself.  He  had 
witnessed  the  death  of  a  vi- 
sion. 

That  "vision"  of  history 
and  purpose  is  defined  vari- 
ously according  to  the  cul- 
ture of  one's  youth:  for  the 
capitalist,  it  is  a  vision  of 
western  economics  imperial- 
ism; for  the  Marxist,  a  vi- 
sion of  military  domination; 
for    the    oppressed    in    both 


m 
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systems,  a  vision  of  equality  and 
justice. 

For  the  young  person  nurtured 
in  the  "culture  of  the  kingdom 
of  God,"  his  vision  proceeds  from 
God  in  His  Word:  a  vision  of 
God  and  His  mission;  of  an 
international  Church 
(Revelation  7:9);  a  world  vision, 
global  perspective,  universal 
world  view. 

Have  you  found  that 
perspective?  Are  you 
regionally  bound  or  are  you  a 
"world  Christian"?  What  is 
your  view  of  history  and  the 
world?  Do  events  outside  of 
your  county,  state,  and  country 

EUROPEAN 
SUMMER  SCHOOL 
OF  MISSIONS 

-::-Exposure  to  mission  work 
-"-Cross-cultural  witnessing 
-"-Seminar  classes  on  missions, 

church  history,  modern  Europe 
-"-Academic  credit  given 
JUNE  4-30, 1981 


THE  BIBLE 


COURSE 


-::-IMine-month  college  study 
-"-Cosmopolitan  context 
v-European  travel 
-"-Missionary  involvement 
-;:-Language  learning 
SEPT.  6,1981  —  MAY  31,1982 
3,600°° 
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merit  your  attention?  Do  you 
have  friends  from  another  culture 
or  race?  Do  you  see  your 
career  plans,  your  study  related 
strategically  to  God's  plan  in 
history?  Think  break.  Come  right 
back. 

If  you  were  told  that  you 
could  gain  perspective  and 
vision  by  spending  one  year  in  a 
cosmopolitan,  cross-cultural 
setting  with  young  believers  from 
kaleidoscopic  cultural, 
geographical,  and  language 
backgrounds,  would  you  want 
to  hear  more?  If  you  could  earn 
up  to  forty  semester  hours  of 
academic  credit,  gain  missionary 
experience,  travel  and  minister 
in  a  number  of  countries,  and 
make  friendships  that  would 
last  a  lifetime,  would  you  be 
interested? 

An  innovative  new  opportunity 
has  been  initiated  by  the 
Church  of  God  European  Bible 
Seminary  in  Rudersberg,  West 
Germany.  The  European  Bible 
Seminary  (EBS)  was 
established  as  a  regional  training 
institution  for  Europe  and  the 
Middle  East  in  1973.  Young 
people  from  the  United  States, 
Canada,  and  Europe  helped  raise 
support  for  this  project 
through  the  Youth  World 
Evangelism  Action  (YWEA). 
EBS  graduates  now  serve  in 
London,  Athens,  Madrid, 
Munich,  and  scores  of  strategic 
locations  across  Europe. 

Since  1978  EBS  has  annually 
exposed  American  and 
Canadian  youth  to  the  work  of 
Church  of  God  missions  in 


Europe  through  the  European 
Summer  School  of  Missions. 
The  four-week  program,  offered 
this  year  from  June  4-30,  has 
provided  meaningful  cross-cultural 
training  for  participants.  But 
EBS  wants  to  do  more  for  the 
international  vision  of  the 
youth  of  our  church. 

Now,  a  new  chance  to  move 
from  an  age  of  caution  to  an  age 
of  vision.  The  Bible 
Foundations  Course,  to  be 
offered  from  September  6, 
1981,  to  May  31,   1982,  is  a 
self-contained,  two-semester 
course  providing  for  college-level 
studies  in  a  European  setting. 
This  is  done  in  the  context  of  a 
community  of  students  from 
various  European  countries  (this 
year's  student  body  is  from 
Scotland,  England,  Holland,  West 
Germany,  Switzerland,  Spain, 
and  Yugoslavia).  It  is  a 
laboratory  of  the  international 
Church.  The  nine  months  of 
study  on  the  EBS  campus 
offers  many  opportunities  for 
travel,  missionary  involvement, 
cultural  enrichment,  and 
Christian  growth.  During  the 
summer  of  1982  even  further 
options  will  be  provided,  such 
as  a  Holy  Land  Study  Tour  in 
Jerusalem,  or  working  in  a 
youth  camp  behind  the  "iron 
curtain"  in  Yugoslavia,  or 
participating  in  urban  evangelism 
in  cities  like  London,  England, 
and  Glasgow,  Scotland. 

Academic  credits  earned  will 
be  readily  transferable  to  Church 
of  God  colleges  in  the  United 
CONTINUED  NEXT  PAGE 


Swiss-German  border  town 

Housing  Complex,  Munich,  scene  of  the  1972  Olyrt 
Classroom  at  E.  B.  S.,  Rudersberg,  W.  Germany 
Students  witnessing  in  the  city  streets. 
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States  and  Canada.  Already, 
students  have  transferred 
summer  work  done  at  EBS  back 
to  Lee  College,  West  Coast 
Bible  College,  International  Bible 
College,  and  to  such  schools  as 
Montevallo  University  in 
Alabama  and  Roberts 
Wesleyan  College  in  New  York. 

The  program  is 
recommended  for  college 
sophomores  and  juniors  but  is 
open  to  committed  Christians 
between  the  ages  of  eighteen 
and  thirty-five.  Since  all  courses 
at  EBS  are  taught  in  English 
and  German,  no  foreign  language 
is  required.  The  cost  of  the 
program,  including  tuition,  room 
and  board,  and  medical 
insurance  is  $2,600.  The  cost  is 
lower  than  most  stateside 
colleges.  It  is  higher  than 
Jonathan  Youth's  $5.95.  But, 
after  all,  the  experiences  are  real 
and  the  rewards  are 
meaningful  both  for  this  age  of 
vision  and  the  age  to  come 
(Ephesians  3:21).  □ 


Coward's 
Choice 
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I  am  a  coward! 
Maybe  I  never  knew  it  before  today,  or  maybe  I  just  never 
wanted  to  know  it — I'm  not  sure.  It  doesn't  really  matter,  I 
guess,  because  sitting  here  in  the  hospital  lounge,  I  do  see  clearly 
what  I  am.  And  I  am  a  coward! 

If  I  shift  in  my  chair  a  couple  of  inches,  I  can  see  myself  in  tl 
polished  metal  of  a  magazine  rack.  I  don't  look  like  a  coward.  I 
am  six  feet  tall  and  weigh  230.  I  play  guard 

on  the  football  team  and  catcher  qp.  I 

on  the  baseball  team.  No 
one  in  school  would  call 
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Terry  Mabbin  a  coward.  But  I 
am.  I  have  to  admit  it — and 
worse,  I  have  to  admit  that 
the  Lord  has  always  known  what 
I  really  am. 

I've  been  a  coward  all  my 
Christian  life,  but  it  only  hit 
me  today.  Herb  Haley  and  I 
were  walking  away  from 
school  after  practice — about  three 
hours  ago — when  a  car  came 
around  the  corner  on  two  wheels. 

"Herb!"  I  screamed.  "Look 
out!" 

I  jumped  back,  but  Herb 
was  on  the  outside  and  the  car 
hit  him.  It  happened  so  fast 
I'm  not  really  sure  how  it  did 
happen.  One  minute  we  were 
talking  and  the  next  Herb  was 
sprawled  on  the  sidewalk,  his 
leg  bent  at  a  funny  angle,  and 
blood  coming  from  his  head. 

"Herb!"  I  knelt  beside  him, 
but  he  was  unconscious.  I 
tried  to  remember  my  first  aid, 
and  by  that  time  people  had 
come  from  all  around. 

"Did  anyone  get  the  license 
number  of  that  car?"  I  heard 
someone  ask,  but  all  I  could 
think  of  was  Herb. 

Then  the  police  were  there, 
and  an  ambulance.  Herb  was 
moaning,  his  eyes  were  still 
closed. 

"You  his  buddy?"  an 
attendant  asked  me.  When  I 
nodded,  he  said,  "Then  ride 
with  him.  You  can  call  his  folks 
from  the  hospital." 

Inside  the  ambulance  I  sat 
beside  Herb,  whose  eyes  were 
glazed.  "It's  going  to  be  okay, 
Man,"  I  whispered  to  him. 
"It's  going  to  be  all  right." 

See  what  I  mean  about 
being  a  coward?  One  of  my 
teammates  was  hurt,  in  pain, 
and  maybe  dying,  and  what  did 
I  say?  I  told  him  it  was  going 
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to  be  all  right!  Words  with  no 
meaning  at  all! 

There  I  was.  a  Christian  for 
years,  but  I  didn't  ask  Herb  if 
he  knew  the  Lord  or  if  he 
wanted  to  pray  with  me.  Oh, 
I  prayed,  but  silently!  No  one 
else  knew  I  was  doing  it!  It 
was  no  help  to  Herb.  I  mean,  it 
couldn't  make  him  feel  closer 
to  the  Lord  when  he  didn't  even 
know  I  was  praying! 

I  always  carry  a  copy  of  the 
Gospel  of  John  in  my  pocket. 
I  did  not  even  take  it  out 
because  the  other  attendant 
was  sitting  with  us!  I  see  now 
that  one  reason  I  carry  the 
Gospel  and  not  the  whole 
Testament  is  that  it's 
smaller — easier  to  carry  without 
anyone  seeing  it.  I  hardly 
ever  read  it — I  just  carry  it! 
Like  some  people  carry  a 
rabbit's  foot  or  a  four-leaf  clover! 

As  they  took  Herb  into 
Emergency  and  motioned  me  in 
here,  I  realized  I  was  not  sure 
whether  Herb  was  a  Christian  or 
not!  I  had  never  talked  to 
him  about  the  Lord  or  invited 
him  to  church  with  me.  I  had 
never  asked  if  he  went  to 
another  church.  I  had  never 
mentioned  being  a  Christian  to 
anyone  on  the  team. 

I  had  assumed  that  everyone 
knows  I  am  a  Christian.  I 
hang  around  with  some  other 
kids  who  are.  I  don't  swear  or 
tell  dirty  jokes.  I  go  to  church. 
But  I  have  never  talked  to 
anyone  on  the  team  about  it.  In 
fact,  the  kids  I  pal  around 
with  don't  do  much  talking  about 
it,  either.  Oh,  we  do  at 
church,  of  course.  Pastor  is 
always  suggesting  ways  for  us 
to  talk  to  people  about  the  Lord, 
but  he's  a  pastor  and  we 
expect  that  from  him.  No  one  is 
surprised  when  a  pastor  talks 
about  Christ.  That's  his  job! 


As  I  sit  here,  thinking,  I 
remember  other  times  I  have 
been  a  coward.  Like  during  a 
practice  when  one  of  the  guys 
thought  he'd  been  worked 
over  too  hard,  and  he  swore  at 
everyone.  I  never  said  a  word 
to  him.  I  just  walked  away.  And 
when  some  of  the  guys  talked 
about  bad  things  they'd  done  on 
dates,  I  laughed  with  the 
others.  I  didn't  think  of  myself 
as  a  coward  then,  though.  I 
told  myself  it  was  a  free  country 
and  people  could  talk  about 
whatever  they  wanted.  No  one 
had  the  right  to  tell  them  not 
to!  I  told  myself  it  was  okay  so 
long  as  I  didn't  talk  that  way 
too. 

Now,  sitting  here  alone,  I 
am  getting  the  picture.  I  could 
take  a  physical  beating  on  the 
athletic  field,  but  I  couldn't  stand 
the  idea  that  someone  might 
laugh  at  me  if  I  talked  about 
the  Lord!  I  was  a  coward!  I 
didn't  want  anyone  to  think  I 
was  "weird"  or  "different."  I 
didn't  want  anyone  making  fun 
of  me! 

"Lord,"  I  whispered,  "I'm 
sorry." 

I  looked  up  at  the  clock.  I 
had  called  Herb's  folks  as 
soon  as  we  got  to  the  hospital, 
and  they  had  gone  up  to  be 
near  when  he  came  out  of 
surgery.  I  had  heard  nothing 
since  then.  For  a  time,  I  had 
been  busy  with  the  police. 
Answering  their  questions.  Now 
they  were  gone,  too. 

"Please  help  Herb,"  I  prayed. 
"Please  don't  let  him  die." 

I  walked  over  to  the  desk,  but 
the  woman  shook  her  head. 
She  had  no  information,  either. 
It  meant  Herb  was  still  in 
surgery.  I  went  back  to  my 
chair. 

"Terry  Mabbin?"  I  leaped  at 


the  sound  of  my  name.  A 
doctor  in  the  light-green  gown  of 
surgery  was  taking  off  his  cap. 

"Yes,  Sir."  I  leaped  to  my  feet. 
"Is  Herb  ...  is  he.  .  .  ." 

The  doctor  gave  me  a  tired 
smile. 

"He's  going  to  make  it.  He'll 
be  here  a  couple  of  weeks, 
but  he's  going  to  be  okay.  He's 
a  very  lucky  young  man." 

"Yes,  he  is,"  I  started  to  say. 
Then  I  stopped.  That  was  a 
coward's  choice! 

"It  wasn't  luck,"  I  said  now, 
my  voice  trembling  and  my 
hands  shaking.  I  took  a  deep 
breath.  "The  Lord  was  with  him. 
And  with  you  while  you 
worked  on  him." 

The  doctor  looked  at  me  in 
surprise.  I  tensed  for  his 
laughter.  But  he  did  not 
laugh. 

"Yes,"  he  said  slowly,  "that 
could  be  it." 

The  doctor  turned  and 
walked  to  the  elevator.  I  stared 
after  him.  He  had  not  laughed 
at  me.  "But  what  would  I  have 
done  if  he  had?"  I  wondered. 

I  wasn't  sure  what  I  would 
have  done. 

"Help  me,  Lord,"  I  said.  "It's 
not  going  to  be  easy  turning  a 
coward  around!" 

I  walked  into  the  hospital 
gift  shop.  I  would  buy  a  Bible 
and  take  it  up  to  Herb's 
room.  I  would  come  to  see  him 
tomorrow,  and  this  time  I 
would  ask  him  the  important 
questions  I  had  been  too 
scared  to  ask  before. 

As  I  walked  out  of  the  gift 
shop,  the  Bible  under  my  arm,  I 
caught  sight  of  myself  in  the 
magazine  rack  again.  This  time  I 
smiled.  Somehow,  I  did  not 
look  so  much  like  a  coward.  D 
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"You  look  pretty,  Leigh.  But  you  don't  seem  to  have  found  anything  that 
really  matters.  You  don't  mean  it  when  you  smile." 


ama  had  the  windows  up.  I  could  smell  the 
fresh-baked  bread  even  before  I  stepped 

onto  the  porch.  I  had  to  smile.  She  hadn't  baked 

bread  since  Leigh  went  away. 

"Too  much  trouble  for  two  people,"  she  said. 
"No  sense  making  such  a  fuss  for  just  two 
people." 

I  knew  better.  Leigh  always  loved  Mama's 
homemade  bread.  She  had  taken  the  recipe  with 
her  when  she  left,  and  Mama  hadn't  made  any 
since.  She  said  it  made  her  remember  too  much.  It 
made  things  seem  almost  the  way  they  were, 
and  she  couldn't  stand  that. 

Today  was  different.  It  was  a  bright  spring 
day.  One  of  those  rare  occasions  when  I'd  decided 
to  walk  instead  of  drive  to  the  store.  My 
mistake.  When  I  looked,  I  found  Mama  had  given 
me  a  grocery  list  the  size  of  a  catalogue. 

I  didn't  mind  too  much,  though.  Yesterday's  rain 


had  washed  the  air  clean  and  the  grass  green.  A 
fresh,  sunny  world  smiled  back  at  me  as  I  walked 
home. 

I  almost  hated  to  go  in.  Mama  was  waiting. 
That  bread  smelled  good.  Besides,  I  thought, 
today  is  a  special  occasion  so  I  can  probably  stand 
to  clean  up  a  little.  I  barely  got  the  front  door 
open  when  Mama's  voice  rang  out  from  the 
kitchen. 

"About  time  you  were  getting  back.  I  can't  start 
dinner  without  those  groceries!" 

She  came  out  of  the  kitchen,  patting  her  graying 
auburn  hair.  She  had  fixed  it  up  fancy  with  the 
black  onyx  comb  in  back.  Her  favorite  dress  too, 
the  filmy,  violet  one  Papa  bought  her  on  their 
twenty-fifth  anniversary. 

I  whistled. 

"I'll  bet  you  forgot  something,"  she  said,  ignoring 
the  whistle.  "You  always  do." 
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"Not  this  time,"  I  quipped.  "Everything  on  the 
list  is  in  one  of  these  ninety-pound  bags." 

"Don't  get  smart,"  she  snapped.  "Today  of  all 
days  I'm  not  about  to  be  caught  with  the 
cupboards  empty  and  the  table  bare."  She  turned 
back  to  the  kitchen.  "Bring  those  back  here, 
then  go  get  cleaned  up.  And  put  on  your  blue  and 
white  shirt.  I  just  pressed  it." 

I  dumped  the  bags  on  the  round  kitchen  table 
and  walked  back  through  the  living  room.  She 
had  cleaned  house  while  I  was  gone.  The  fading, 
moss-colored  carpet  had  been  vacuumed,  and  the 
old  walnut  coffee  table  and  piano,  freshly  waxed, 
made  the  room  smell  clean  and  lemony. 

I  grabbed  a  towel  from  the  hall  closet  and 
headed  for  the  shower.  My  bedroom  door  was 
open.  She'd  even  made  my  bed!  I  shook  my  head 
and  tried  to  remember  the  last  time  that  had 
happened.  Shower  over,  I  was  still  mulling  things 
over  in  my  mind,  thinking,  when  I  caught  my 
reflection  in  the  mirror. 

It's  true,  I  thought,  Leigh  and  I  don't  favor 
very  much.  She  is  all  Irish,  like  Mama's  side  of 
the  family.  I  am  Papa's  little  Dutchman.  Not  a 
freckle  anywhere. 

I  couldn't  help  wondering  what  Leigh  would 
say  when  she  saw  me.  It  had  been  three  years. 
Three  years  of  postcards  and  special  delivery 
packages  on  Christmas  and  birthdays.  Three  years 
away  from  all  the  changes.  I  was  a  kid  when 
she  left.  Now  I  am  sure  I  will  be  taller  than  she. 
I've  gained  weight.  Grown  up. 

"What  are  you  doing  in  there?"  Mama  banged 
on  the  bathroom  door.  "It's  time  for  her  and 
you  aren't  even  dressed!" 

"Be  out  in  a  minute!" 

"Make  sure  of  it.  I  need  help  in  the  kitchen." 

With  that  news  I  decided  to  take  my  time.  I 
shaved  and  tried  to  tame  wavy  blond  hair.  I 
finally  gave  up,  tossing  the  comb  on  the  shelf 
and  splashing  on  some  lime  after-shave. 

I  had  put  on  a  clean  paii  of  jeans  and  was 
buttoning  up  the  blue  and  white  shirt  when  the 
knock  came.  Mama  and  I  met  in  the  hall.  I  saw 
hesitation  in  her  eyes  as  she  patted  her  hair. 

"Want  me  to  get  it?" 

She  nodded.   I  tucked  my  shirttail,  opened  the 
door,  and  looked  into  a  pair  of  large  green  eyes. 

"Willie?"  It  was  a  familiar,  husky  voice.  I  stared. 

"Hello,  Leigh."  I  was  stunned  by  the  change 
in  her.   She  had  gained  weight.  Filled  out  I  mean. 


Her  hair  was  longer  and  darker.  Rich  waves 
with  warm  copper  lights.  Skin  clear  and  smooth. 
Not  the  carrot-topped,  freckle-faced  sister  I 
remembered. 

When  I  didn't  say  anything  else,  she  hugged 
me,  and  I  smelled  a  faint,  wild-flower  fragrance — 

"You've  grown  up,"  she  said,  looking  at  me 
again. 

"He  likes  to  think  so,"  Mama's  voice 
interrupted  the  private  reunion.  "But  there's  plenty 
of  boy  left  in  him  yet." 

Leigh  turned,  facing  eyes  like  her  own.  She 
didn't  say  anything.  Just  walked  over  to  where 
Mama  stood  and  put  her  arms  around  her. 

"Welcome  home,"  Mama  said.  "You've  done 
some  growing  yourself." 

There  was  something  of  a  tear  in  Mama's 
voice,  but  she  didn't  let  on.  Mama  would  never  let 
on. 

"You  sure  look  just  fine,  Mama,"  Leigh  said. 
"Pretty  as  ever."  I  could  hear  it  in  Leigh's 
voice,  too.  They  were  just  alike.  Always  had  been. 
No  apologies.  No  explanations.  They  stood  and 
looked  at  each  other,  both  refusing  to  say  all  the 
things  that  needed  saying. 

"Let  me  take  your  coat,  Leigh,"  I  broke  in.  The 
pale  gray  wool  slid  easily  off  her  shoulders.  I 
noticed  her  clothes.  Green  velvet  and  gray  silk. 
Expensive.  I  glanced  at  Mama.  She  had  noticed 
too. 

Looks  like  you're  doing  well  for  yourself," 
Mama  said.  She  sat  down  on  the  green  and  brown 
sofa,  Leigh  beside  her.  "Your  letter  said  you 
have  a  new  job." 

"Yes.  A  good  job,  Mama.  I  do  pictures  for 
ads  in  newspapers  and  magazines.  Free-lance.  I've 
sold  three  paintings  this  year.  Moved  into  a  new 
apartment  last  month,  and  even  bought  a  new  car. 
One  of  those  like  Papa  always  wanted." 

Leigh  looked  at  me. 

"It's  a  convertible,  Willie.  Like  you  used  to 
look  at  in  those  magazines  at  the  barber  shop." 

I  smiled.  She  was  the  old  Leigh  again.  Her 
eyes  lit  up  like  when  she  used  to  talk  about  the 
things  she  wanted  to  do  and  the  places  she 
wanted  to  go.  I  had  always  listened,  carried  along 
with  her  faraway  dreams  and  plans.  I  listened; 
now  I  hear  the  same  excitement.  I  was  almost  as 
spellbound  as  ever.  Almost. 

Mama  sat  quietly,  taking  in  all  Leigh's  talk  of 
cars  and  clothes,  restaurants  and  important 
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friends.  Her  face  was  blank. 
When  Leigh  paused  for 
breath.  Mama  stood  up. 

"Guess  I'd  better  set  the 
table  if  we're  gonna  have 
dinner."  She  went  into  the 
kitchen. 

Leigh  watched  her  leave. 
Then  sat  staring  at  the  doorway. 

"She  still  doesn't 
understand,"  Leigh  finally  said. 
"She  won't  even  try." 

"It's  been  hard  for  her,  Leigh," 
I  said.  "She  hadn't  gotten  over 
Papa  when  you  left.  She  was 
still  hurting,  and  it  didn't 
make  much  difference  why  you 
left.  It  just  meant  more 
change.  More  pain." 

"You  understand,  don't  you 
Willie?  You  know  why  I  had  to 
go?" 

She  was  pleading. 

"I  know  you  both  loved 
him.  I  know  you  both  cared  so 
much  it  hurt  just  being  around 
each  other.  I  know  you  wanted 
to  find  something  and  that 
what  we  had  after  Papa  died 
wasn't  enough  for  you.  Or  for 
Mama." 

She  turned  her  head  and 
swallowed. 

"You  look  pretty,  Leigh. 
Like  a  magazine  cover.  Just  like 
you  said  you  would  someday. 
But  you  don't  seem  to  have 
found  anything  that  really 
matters.  You  don't  mean  it  when 
you  smile.  You  still  won't  cry. 
You  and  Mama  .  .  .  you  .  .  . 
you  still  won't  cry.  .  .  ." 

"You  really  have  grown  up, 
Little  Brother."  I  now  saw 
wide,  wet  eyes  as  tears  streamed 
down  Leigh's  cheeks. 

"I  had  to  grow  up,  Leigh. 
Papa  was  dead.  You  were 
gone.  Mama  wouldn't  say  so,  but 
she  needed  someone.  She 
needed  someone  to  be  funny  and 
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happy  like  Papa  used  to  be. 
She  needed  someone  to  be  sure 
and  strong  the  way  you'd 
always  been.  Mama  still  needs 
that." 

Mama's  voice  cut  into  the 
conversation.  "Willie,  come  put 
ice  in  the  glasses!" 

I  looked  toward  the  kitchen. 

"Wait,"  Leigh  stood  and  put 
her  hand  on  my  shoulder.  Her 
eyes  were  still  misty,  her 
makeup  smeared.  "Let  me." 

I  smiled.  Leigh  kissed  me  and 
walked  into  the  kitchen, 
toward  the  smell  of  fresh-baked 
bread.  D 

jimmy 
Salamrni 

Continued  from  page  12 

Jimmy  is  also  a  self-trained 
pianist,  guitarist  and  drummer. 

Does  Jimmy  think  his  faith 
can  survive  his  popularity?  An 
interest  the  professional  world 
has  in  him  already?  To  this  he 
replied,  "Don't  you  think  I  can?" 

But  he  adds,  "God  gave  the 
singing  talent  to  me.  This  is 
what  He  wants  me  to  do."  □ 
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She  Prefers 
Neighbors 


PAWLET.  Vt.  (AP)— "Getting  away  from  it  all"  didn't  turn  out  as 
she  thought  it  would. 

Elizabeth  Arthur  and  her  husband  wanted  to  get  away  from 
society — away  from  everything — so  they  bought  a  remote  island 
in  Canada  and  moved  there  to  live.  For  two  and  one-half  years, 
they  roughed  it.  Building  their  own  shelter.  Finding  their  own 
food.  Seldom  did  they  see  another  human  being— only  deer, 
moose,  rabbits,  and  wolves. 

It  wasn't  the  difficulty  of  surviving,  however,  that  Mrs.  Arthur 
found  disappointing.  What  she  didn't  like  was  not  having  friends, 
not  having  neighbors,  not  having  support  from  other  people. 

"I  thought  you  could  set  up  the  world  to  be  a  sanctuary,  that  if 
you  just  found  the  right  place,  the  right  conditions,  and  worked 
hard  enough,  you  could  create  a  sanctuary  that  would  protect 
you  from  change.  I  found  that  to  be  impossible."  □ 

1.  Not  many  people  can  isolate  themselves,  but  many  build 
barriers  so  others  can't  come  close.  Why?  Are  such  people  you 
know  happy? 

2.  Can  Christians  live  for  God  just  as  well  without  other  Chris- 
tians? Read  1  Peter  2:17;  3:8,  9;  James  5:16. 

Good  News 
and  Bad  News 

ANN  ARBOR,  Mich.  (AP) — Marijuana  use  among  high  school 
seniors  appeared  to  drop  off  in  1980— the  first  decline  in  twenty 
years — but  experimentation  with  some  harder  drugs  seems  to 
have  risen,  say  researchers  at  the  University  of  Michigan.  The 
overall  use,  however,  of  illicit  drugs  apparently  has  leveled  off, 
according  to  a  report  released  by  the  university's  Institute  for 
Social  Research. 

We  still  have  a  long  way  to  go  before  we  return  to  anything 
like  the  relatively  drug-free  years  of  the  Fifties,"  said  Lloyd 
Johnston,  one  of  three  social  psychologists  who  compiled  the 
report  In  fact,  it  seems  unlikely  that  we  ever  will  return  to  those 
levels.  But  the  dramatic  rise  over  the  last  two  decades  in  the 
proportion  of  young  people  involved  with  illicit  drugs  appears  at 
or  very  near  an  end." 

The  level  of  drug  use  in  America,  nevertheless,  "is  probably 
higher  than  in  any  other  industrialized  nation  in  the  world,"  they 
added.  D 

1 .  Is  there  a  drug  problem  among  the  youth  of  your  school  or 

community? 

2   Why  do  young  people  take  drugs? 


Burns  Cabins  for  Help 

KELLOGG,  Idaho  (AP) — After  four  long  days  stranded  in  a 
mountain  snowstorm,  John  R.  Miles,  a  fifty-six-year-old  diabetic, 
figured  he  didn't  have  long  to  live.  So  he  set  fire  to  two  cabins  in 
an  attempt  to  attract  rescuers. 

Two  days  later,  John  was  rescued  in  serious  condition.  He 
had  burned  the  two  cabins  which,  unknown  to  him,  were  soon  to 
be  declared  national  historic  sites. 

Mr.  Miles  returned  to  health  only  to  find  himself  sued  for 
$80,000  by  the  Forest  Service.  Mr.  Miles  will  fight  the  suit, 
claiming  he  had  a  moral  right  to  do  what  he  did.  □ 

1.  Is  John  Miles  right? 

2.  What  value  does  the  Bible  place  on  human  life? 

Cultural  Values  Differ 

In  America,  young  men  and  women  who  think  creatively,  who 
question  the  norm,  and  who  are  self-confident  have  excellent 
chances  of  finding  employment.  The  opposite  is  true  in  Japan.  A 
Japanese  youth  who  wants  to  work  for  a  Japanese  company 
must  conform  to  Japanese  ways.  He  cannot  be  forceful,  inde- 
pendent or  outspoken.  Such  traits,  which  emphasize  individual- 
ism, are  not  regarded  highly  in  Japan.  What  counts  most  is 
group  relationship  and  one's  ability  to  conform.  □ 

1.  What  are  the  reasons  for  our  society's  emphasis  on  individual- 
ism? 

2.  Does  such  emphasis  conform  to  the  New  Testament? 

Blacks  Hollow 
Church  of  Cod 

APOLLO,  Pa.— Two  of  the  young  people  of  our  church — Jack 
Gray,  fifth  grade;  and  Michelle  Riley,  sixth  grade — recently 
received  a  certificate  of  award  and  a  bronze  medal  in  an  essay 
contest  sponsored  by  the  Daughters  of  the  American  Revolution. 
The  essays  were  written  on  the  "Battle  of  Yorktown."  Each 
participant  in  the  contest  wrote  biographically  about  some  indi- 
vidual involved  in  the  battle.  We  are  proud  of  our  young  people. 
□ 

—Lloyd  Bier,  pastor 
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BOOKS 


THE  ANATOMY  OF  EVIL 

by  Charles  W.  Conn 

"This  is  a  book  of  instruction  and  conso- 
lation for  our  troubled  times.  ...  Its  tech- 
nique is  to  explore  the  tangled  scene  in  the 
light  of  Holy  Scripture.  When  we  do  this, 
we  find  the  consolation  we  need,  as  well 
as  the  reassurance  that  God  is  still  in 
control  of  His  universe,  and  that  His  will 
shall  prevail  in  the  end." 

From  bizarre  atrocities  to  Hollywood's 
fascination  with  demonic  themes,  ours  is  a 
world  dominated  by  evil,  saturated  with 
sensationalism,  and  paralyzed  by  fear.  The 
Anatomy  of  Evil  brings  this  disturbing  spiri- 
tual climate  into  sharp  focus  against  the 
backdrop  of  biblical  truth,  revealing  both 
the  danger  of  apathy  and  the  folly  of  ex- 
cessive fear. 

The  author  unravels  the  "mystery  of  in- 
iquity" as  an  integral  theme  of  Scripture 
and  a  clear-cut  pattern  in  human  history — 
that  of  Satan's  pointed  schemes  to  pervert 
the  worship  of  the  one,  true  God. 

The  Anatomy  of  Evil  gives  you  the  eter- 
nal perspective  on  today's  bewildering  oc- 
currences, enabling  you  to  comprehend 
— and  to  cope  with — the  satanic  onslaught 
as  it  builds  to  a  climax  in  the  last  days. 
You  will  learn  to  face  these  troubled  times 
with  renewed  confidence  in  the  Lordship  of 
Christ  and  the  security  of  His  saints.  Fleming 
H.  Revell  Company,  Old  Tappan,  New  Jer- 
sey □ 


POSITIVE  PARENTING 

by  Don  H.  Highlander 

Give  your  child  a  foundation  of  encour- 
agement. That's  the  key  to  positive  parenting. 
In  this  book,  family  counselor  Don  High- 
lander shows  how  you  can  use  principles 
found  in  Scripture  to  raise  children  who  are 
responsible,  self-confident,  and  spiritually 
aware.  Positive  parenting  is  characterized 
by  understanding,  firm  loving  correction, 
acceptance,  and  positive  reinforcement,  says 
Highlander;  and  it  is  rooted  in  the  personal, 
spiritual,  and  marital  growth  of  the  parents. 
"As  we  individually  seek  to  grow  and  change 
as  whole  persons  based  on  the  model  and 
character  of  God,  our  Heavenly  Father,  we 
become  the  persons  and  parents  we  need 
to  be." 

Positive  Parenting  is  a  comprehensive, 
practical  approach  to  the  parenting  task.  It 
includes  invaluable  insights  about  the  ways 
children  think  and  grow,  and  presents  spe- 
cific guidelines  to  help  you. 

Learning  to  be  a  positive  parent  may 
take  work,  says  Don  Highlander,  but  it  is 
ultimately  rewarding.  "We  as  persons  are 


continually  in  the  process  of  growing,  chang- 
ing, and  assuming  responsibilities.  Learning 
to  become  encouraging  parents  is  an  im- 
portant part  of  our  growth  process.  And  in 
that  process  we'll  become  encouraged  and 
responsible  parents  as  well."  Word  Books 
Publishers,  Waco,  Texas  D 


ON  WINGS  OF  LOVE 

by  Lee  Roddy 

In  the  late  1930's,  missionary  George 
Fisk  pushed,  pulled,  and  literally  dragged 
his  supply-laden,  twenty-two-foot  dugout 
through  the  white  waters  of  the  Borneo 
jungle,  a  discouraging  four-week  ordeal. 
But  a  vision  had  taken  wings  in  his  imagi- 
nation, a  vision  of  airborne  missions. 

This  vision,  unknown  to  him  at  the  time, 
was  being  shared  by  others  he  had  not  yet 
met — Jim  Truxton,  Navy  pilot;  Betty  Greene, 
Army  Airforce  pilot;  Grady  Parrott,  Airforce 
instructor;  Charlie  Mellis,  Flying  Fortress 
pilot;  English  Royal  Airforce  men;  and  by 
many  others. 

On  Wings  of  Love  is  testimony  of  the 
vision's  fulfillment.  It  is  the  thrilling  story  of 
Mission  Aviation  Fellowship  (MAF)  and  the 
pioneer  pilots  who  share  the  risks  and 
commitment  of  this  revolutionary  venture.  It 
is  the  story  of  strong  men  and  women  who 
display  the  courage  of  their  calling  despite 
hazardous  technological  failure,  political  up- 
heaval, and  natural  calamity. 

Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  P.O.  Box 
946,  407  Seventh  Avenue  South,  Nashville, 
Tennessee  37203  □ 

60  THINGS  GOD  SAID  ABOUT  SEX 

by  Lester  Sumrall 

Our  country  needs  to  hear  what  God 
says  about  sex.  He  has  not  changed  His 
moral  standards  to  suit  a  profligate  genera- 
tion. He  has  not  changed  His  plan  for  men 
and  women  to  find  sexual  happiness  in 
marriage.  God  made  us  sexual  creatures, 
and  we  ought  to  understand  the  pattern  He 
intended  for  us  to  follow  in  our  sexual 
relationships. 

Nearly  every  book  of  the  Bible  contains 
some  reference  to  sex.  Holy  Scripture 
candidly  deals  with  the  subject  (more  so 
than  many  modern  sex  manuals!),  and  60 
Things  God  Said  About  Sex  is  forthright  in 
presenting  the  biblical  view  of  sex  as  a  gift 
from  God,  its  intended  use,  and  the  spiritu- 
al parallel  of  a  husband  and  wife's  sexual 
union  as  a  symbol  of  Christ  and  the 
Church. 

Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  P.O.  Box 
946,  407  Seventh  Avenue  South,  Nashville, 
Tennessee  37203  Z 
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CHURCH  PRODUCTS 

351  1    HIXSON  PIKE 

(615)   875-0679 

.  CHATTANOOGA.  TN  37415 

SALES  AND  RENTALS: 

GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  Complete 

information  write: 

VALDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

P.  O.  Box  248,  Valdosta,  Georgia  31601 
Phone:  242-0730 


RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  -  CARDS 
NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH  CLOTHS 
Ask    for    our    FREE    Catalog 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer    E 
Madison,    Tenn.    37115 


BUILD 
BUILD 


CHURCHES 

designed  built  and 

furnished  on  your  lot  average 

price  S30/sq  ft.  We  design  tor 

seating  130  to  1600 

(Not  pretabneated) 


Includes:  Masonry  and  wood  construction,  social  area, 

offices,  classrooms,  nursery,  choir,  robe  rooms,  baptistry, 

steeple,  carpet,  and  Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 

Steel  or  masonry  from  S20.  ■■  sq  ft. 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  DESIGNS 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


Write  or  call  lor  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803)  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 

S§  rfcRTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS 

P.O.  Box  S91 
Taylors,  SC  29667 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 
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Could  a  former  member  of 
a  Pentecostal  church 
become  so  confused  as  to 
join  the  Jehovah  Witness 
movement?  According  to 
Charles  Beach,  yes.  Brother 
Beach  tells  me  he  has 
discovered  a  number  of  people 
who  have  done  just  that. 

If  one  is  not  firmly  rooted  in 
the  Word  of  God,  he  is 
susceptible  to  being  led  astray. 
Winds  of  confusion  blow  across 
our  land.  Many  voices  cry, 
"Follow  me!" 

Who  can  you  trust? 

You  can  trust  the  Word  of 
God.  It  is  important  that  you 
establish  a  conviction  early  in 
life  regarding  God's  Word.  All 
Scripture  is  the  inspired  Word 
of  God,  the  final  authority  for 
your  life.  This  means  that  you 
accept  the  Bible  as  God's 
message  to  man,  not  man's 
message  about  God. 

Believing  all  Scripture  to  be 
the  inspired  Word  of  God  means 
accepting  that  every  writer  of 
the  Bible  wrote  without  error. 
The  Word  of  God  is  free  from 
contradiction  and  mistakes.  All 
Scripture  was  authored  by  the 
Holy  Ghost.  "The  words  of  the 
Lord  are  pure  words:  as  silver 
tried  in  a  furnace  of  earth, 
purified  seven  times"  (Psalm 
12:6). 

Believing  all  Scripture  to  be 
the  inspired  Word  of  God  means 
you  believe  God  was  not 
limited  by  the  writer's 
knowledge. 

God's  ways  and  thoughts  are 
far  above  ours.  He  translates 
His  ways  and  His  thoughts  into 
our  language  through  the 
Bible.  This  means  the  Holy 
Ghost  teaches  us  to 
understand  the  interpretation  of 
God's  Word  and  its  application 
to  daily  living.  "No  .  .  . 


scripture  is  of  any  private 
interpretation,"  says  Peter  (2 
Peter  1:20).  There  are, 
however,  many  applications  of 
Scripture.  For  example,  "Thou 
shalt  not  steal"  is  interpreted 
that  we  are  not  to  take  what 
belongs  to  someone  else.  It  has 
many  applications:  do  not  steal 
money,  time,  or  affections. 

Believing  all  Scripture  to  be 
the  inspired  Word  of  God  means 
your  ability  to  understand  the 
Bible  is  determined  by  your 
relationship  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
not  by  human  brilliance.  Some 
brilliant  people  are  incapable 
of  interpreting  the  Bible.  Of  such 
people,  Paul  writes, 
"Professing  themselves  to  be 
wise,  they  became  fools" 
(Romans  1:22). 

First  requirement  for 
understanding  the  Bible  is  that 
we  be  born  again.  "The 
natural  man  receiveth  not  the 
things  of  the  Spirit  of  God: 
for  they  are  foolishness  unto 
him:  neither  can  he  know 
them,  because  they  are 
spiritually  discerned"  (1 
Corinthians  2:14).  The  second 
requirement  for  understanding 
the  Word  is  that  we  remove 
from  our  lives  that  which 
grieves  God's  Spirit  or  quenches 
His  power. 

Believing  all  Scripture  to  be 
the  inspired  Word  of  God 
means  the  Bible  must  be  the 
final  authority  for  daily 
decisions.  Obedience  to  Scripture 
is  the  only  way  to  be 
successful  in  life.  We  must 
saturate  our  minds  with  truths 
of  Scripture.  God's  Word  will 
reveal  hidden  motives  which 
are  contrary  to  His  will.  As  we 
delight  in  the  Word,  He  will 
give  us  new  desires  (Psalm  37:4). 

Believing  all  Scripture  to  be 
the  inspired  Word  of  God  means 


the  Bible  expresses  God's 
wisdom  and  character.  Man 
became  a  living  being  when 
God  breathed  into  his  nostrils 
the  breath  of  life.  The  words 
of  the  Bible  are  similarly  God 
breathed.  They  produce 
spiritual  life  and  growth  in  the 
believer.  We  are  to  be  filled 
with  God's  Spirit  and  with  the 
Word.  The  Word  and  the 
Spirit  guide  us  into  paths  of 
righteousness. 

Believing  all  Scripture  to  be 
the  inspired  Word  of  God  and 
the  final  authority  for  your  life 
means  that  the  words  of  the 
Bible  can  be  used  to  conquer 
the  power  of  Satan.  During 
temptation,  Jesus  used  the  Word 
to  defeat  Satan.  He  resisted 
Satan  by  quoting  Scripture.  We 
too  are  in  a  spiritual  warfare. 
The  only  offensive  weapon  we 
have  is  the  Word  of  God.  We 
are  to  resist  the  devil.  We  resist 
him  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ  and  by  the  Word  of  God. 

The  Word  is  God's  message 
to  you.  If  you  will  accept  all 
Scripture  as  the  inspired  Word 
of  God,  and  if  you  will  allow  the 
Word  to  be  the  final  authority 
for  your  life, 
you  can 
make  it 
through  a 
confused 
world. 

Always,  you 
can  trust 
the  Word.  □ 
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How  to  Get 
Your  Parents  to  Give  You 

ANYTHING  YOU  WANT 


ARTIST& WRITER:  LARRY E.NEAGLE 


1.  Decide  exactly   what  you   want:   extended  curfew    driving  privileges, 
whatever    Otherwise  you'll  have  to  take  what  you  con  catch. 

2.  Tcike   it  a  Step  at  a   time.   If  you  want  to  stay  out  two  hours  later,  begin  by 
ashing  for  thirty  minutes.  When  your  extra  time  is  up,  be  in    Better  yet,  be  in  a  few 
minutes  early    After  a  month  or  so  ask  for  thirty  more  minutes.  Then  take  it  in  steps  until 
you  reach  your  goal. 

3.  Be  ready  to  renegotiate.   If  they  say  no  to  thirty  minutes,  ask  for  fifteen. 
Find  an  increase  they  can  agree  to.  It  may  toke  a  little  longer  thon  you  planned, 
but  stoy  with  it.  Vou'll  get  there. 

4.  Reward  your  parents.   How?  8y  giving  them  two  things  they  are  suckers 
for:  cooperation  ond  trustworthiness.  Parents  are  insecure  critters   They  hove  a  terrific 
need  to  know  that  they  are  rearing  you  properly.  Cooperation  and  trustworthiness 
tell  them  yes  in  or\  unmistakable  way. 

5.  Throw  a  little  approval  and  appreciation  their  way  too.  fls  much 

os  you  want  to  know  that  they  approve  of  and  appreciate  you.  they  wont  to  know  that 
you  approve  of  and  appreciate  them.  Lay  a  little  on  them  ond  watch  them  glow 

6.  Ovoid  power  plays  at  all  COStS.   Keep  your  parents  friendly  and  agreeable 
Power  plays  just  moke  them  uptight  ond  angry,  and  short-circuit  your  chances  of 
getting  what  you  wont. 

7.  Remember,  handle  parents  with  love,  gentleness,  and  patience. 

They're  not  too  old  to  learn;  they  just  think  they  are. 
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Editorial     Hoi  f  E.  Stone 


Many  young  people 
ignore  it.  Forget  it. 
Refuse  to  think  it 
important  even  though 
teachers  and  parents 
have  told  them  for 
years. 

It's  too  simple.  As 
they  flip  tassels  this 
spring,  most  graduates 
understand  one  thing  all 
too  well:  life  isn't 
simple.  So  why  pay 
attention  to  pat  and 
simple  keys  to  success? 

This  key  turns  an 
ugly  duckling  into  a 
swan.  It  sends  shock 
waves  through  a 
crowded  room,  as  men 
and  women  look  your  way 
and  wonder  why  you  are 
different.  It  makes  people 
listen  when  you  speak.  It  gives 
you  five  minutes  more  of  a 
prospective  employer's  time.  It 
makes  your  adversary  pause. 
Your  enemy  worry.  Your  friends 
comfortable. 

It  is  a  key  which,  if  you 
possess  it,  others  may  come 
to  overlook:  yet  one  you  can't 
afford  to  throw  away. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson  wrote, 
"God  may  forgive  sins,  but 
awkwardness  has  no  forgiveness 
in  heaven  or  earth." 

A  lot  of  young 
people — talented,  scholarly, 
academically  trained  —  are  going 
to  tuck  away  diplomas  this 
month,  walk  out  into  the  world 


uWhen  I  became  a  man, 
away  childish  things/7 

and  get  zapped.  They  will 
wonder  what  went  wrong. 
They  will  complain.  Blame  the 
system.  Maybe  blame 
themselves.  They  will  get 
angry.  Make  mistakes.  They 
will  fail. 

Why? 

From  sheer  awkwardness. 
Lack  of  poise. 

Other  words  may  be 
substituted  but  I  think  poise  is 
best.  Self-confidence  is  great 
but  you  can  retain  poise  when 
self-confidence  drains  away. 

Poise  lets  you  make  the 
best  of  the  situation,  whether 
good  or  bad.  It  lets  you 
retreat  with  honor,  if  retreat  is 
necessary.  Poise  protects 
human  dignity,  something  we 
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need  to  value  more  in 
today's  world;  and  it 
shores  up  the  human 
resolve  needed  to  try 
again. 

Poise  may  not 
always  be  a  natural  trait. 
It  develops.  It  comes 
with  desire  to  be  ones 
best  and  overt  effort 
to  translate  that  desire 
into  action.  Poise 
thrives  on  trial  and  error, 
success  and  failure.  It 
becomes  at  best  a  habit 
and  behind  the  habit 
is  faith  and  a 
consciousness  of 
worth. 
Men  and  women 
who  lose  their  cool,  who  speak 
in  anger,  who  react  with 
violence  and  unbridled 
passion — they  are  marked.  We 
admire  the  poised,  the  calm,  the 
tactful.  We  follow  and  we 
reward  those  assured  individuals 
who.  even  under  stress,  know 
what  they 
want  and 
where  they 
are  going. 
The  time 
has  come 
(1  Corinthians 
13:11).  '  ; 
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Teacher,  can  you 
help  me? 


You  can  help  a  child  learn  more 

than  the  3  Rs  when  you  teach  in 

a  Christian  school. 

Northwest  Bible  College  now  offers 

a  major  in  Teacher  Education  designed 

to  meet  the  accreditation  standards  of 

the  Association  of  Christian  Schools 

International. 

Begin  now  to  prepare  for  this  rewarding 

ministry.  Contact  the  Admissions  Office 

for  more  information  on  how  you  can 

enroll  this  fall. 

And  when  you  hear  "Teacher,  can  you 

help  me?"  you  will  know  you  can  help 

him  with  his  problem  .  .  .  and  life. 


Please    send    me    more    information    on    your 
Teacher  Education  major. 

Name 


ft\  NORTHWEST 

Iff    BIBLE  COLLEGE 


1900  Eighth  Avenue  S.E. 
Minot,  North  Dakota  58701 


I  am  also  interested  in:  Bible             Sacred  Music 

Christian  Education  Secretarial  Studies  (2  yr.) 

Christian  Ministries  ( I  yr.) 

will  begin  college 

Spring  Summer  Fall      19 


|P3IW|| 
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Gerald  B.  Church. 

There's  nothing  in  this  issue 
about  Gerald  .  .  .  never  has 
been  .  .  .  never  will  be  .  .  . 
though,  thinking  about  him,  I 
know  much  could  have  been 
written. 

He  was  my  friend  and  brother 
in  Christ.  One  of  those  always 
happy,  great-to-be-around  guys 
from  West  Virginia. 

I  hunted  deer  with  Gerald 
early  one  morning,  near 
Hinton.  He  laughed  in  the  rain. 
He  was  pastor  to  my  wife 
and  son  for  two  years.  A  good 
one. 

He  succeeded  me  as  director 
of  Evangelism  and  Home 
Missions  and  he  phoned  me 
often,  saying,  "I've  got 
another  new  church  organized. 
Need  Sunday  school 
literature." 

Somehow — although  I  knew 
better — Gerald  always  made  me 
feel  I  helped  him  a  little.  He 
made  lots  of  folk  feel  that  way. 

Gerald  won't  be  phoning 
anymore. 

God  called  him. 

Sunday,  April  26,  1981.  Age 
45. 

Just  thought  I'd  remind  the 
readers  of  this  magazine  that 
when  that  big  call  comes, 
there's  not  anything  more 
important  than  being  about  the 
Master's  business. 
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How  Carol  Belcher,  an 
orthodox  Jew,  came  to 
know  Jesus  Christ  as 
Lord  and  Savior." 
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halom!"  That's  a  common 
Jewish  greeting.  It  means 
hello.  It  also  means 
goodbye.  It's  a  Hebrew  word 
used  to  express  love  or  peace. 
Hebrew  Scriptures  refer  to  Jesus 
Christ  as  "Bar-Shalom,"  the 
Son  of  Peace. 

I  was  raised  in  an  orthodox 
Jewish  home.  My  four 
grandparents  were  orthodox 
Jews  who  emigrated  from 
Russia,  and  who  had  known 
persecution  during  their  entire 
lives.  My  parents  are  each  the 
youngest  of  five  children,  both 
first-generation  Americans. 
All  my  aunts  and  uncles  were 
born  in  Russia  or  in  England 
on  the  way  over  to  America. 
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My  parents  were  confronted  with  anti-Semitism 
in  Columbus,  Ohio,  where  I  was  reared  and 
where  I  am  from.  I  also  faced  a  subtle 
anti-Semitism  in  the  public  school  I  attended. 
With  a  name  like  Solomon,  it  wasn't  hard  to  spot 
I  was  Jewish.  When  attending  high  school,  I  was 
embarrassed  because  I  and  a  few  other  Jewish 
people  were  always  given  notes  by  our  parents 
saying  we  were  not  permitted  involvement  in 
Easter  or  Christmas  services.  We  sat  in  the 
library.  I  was  never  asked  to  take  part  on  the 
school  newspaper  or  in  any  student  government 
functions  because  I  was  Jewish. 

One  thing  you  should  understand  about  Jewish 
people:  being  Jewish  does  not  mean  you  are 
religious.  Even  though  they  were  orthodox  Jews 
and  observed  many  of  the  laws  of  Judaism,  my 
parents  never  were  religious.  To  the  Jewish 
mind  you  are  either  Jewish  or  Christian.  To  my 
parents,  Mussolini  was  a  Christian.  Hitler  was  a 
Christian.  I  was  brought  up  to  hate  Christians.  It 
was  not  uncommon  to  hear  my  parents  sing  this 
chorus:  "Roses  are  red,  Violets  are  bluish,  If  Christ 
hadn't  been  born,  The  whole  world  would  be 
Jewish."  I  was  reared  with  that  kind  of  prejudice 
in  my  heart. 

I  was  five  years  old  when  I  started  attending 
the  temple  and  began  to  learn  the  Hebrew 
alphabet.  In  the  Orthodox  Temple,  I  had  to  sit  in 
the  balcony,  not  permitted  on  the  main  floor 
with  men.  I  was  raised  and  trained  in  Jewish 
prayers  and  in  the  role  of  Jewish  women  in  the 
home.  My  Jewish  education  continued  until  age 
thirteen,  at  which  time  I  was  confirmed.  Until 
that  time  I  had  never  read  a  Bible.  Had  never 
seen  one  scripture.  The  rabbi,  speaking  on 
Friday  nights,  spoke  on  social  issues.  I  never  saw 
God  in  my  parents.  I  never  saw  real  love  in  my 
parents.  My  father  showed  his  love  through  work. 
My  mother  showed  her  love  through  sharing  the 
charge  card  and  seeing  we  had  p'enty  to  eat.  A 
Jewish  mother  is  very  good  at  making  sure 
everyone  in  the  household  has  a  full  stomach. 

By  age  eighteen,  I  was  well-versed  in  Judaism 
and  Zionism.  Each  time  we  walked  to  the  temple 
we  bought  trees  for  Israel.  Israel  had  become  a 
state  one  year  after  I  was  born,  and  I  had  heard 
about  Israel  all  my  life;  but,  in  my  heari,  I  didn't 


feel  I  belonged  anywhere.  I  wasn't  a  part  of 
anything.  If  my  parents  loved  me,  they  didn't 
show  it.  Both  of  my  older  sisters  had  eloped 
with  non-Jews.  I  was  totally  confused.  I  had  no 
purpose,  no  direction,  no  love,  no  God. 

Attending  Ohio  State  University,  looking  for 
what  I  thought  was  my  answer,  I  ran  away  and 
married  an  Ohio  State  football  player.  For  a  time 
it  seemed  I  had  arrived.  What  more  could  there 
be  to  life  than  having  your  very  own  Ohio  State 
football  player?  I  thought  I  would  be  totally 
fulfilled. 

How  wrong  I  was.  For  two  people  having  no 
purpose  in  life,  a  quick  marriage  is  not  the  answer. 

Within  a  year  our  marriage  began  to  fall 
apart.  My  husband  was  thrown  off  the  football 
team.  He  turned  to  adultery.  He  abused  me 
physically.  Although  we  had  a  son,  the  physical 
abuse  continued.  I  was  battered  physically  and 
emotionally.  Life  became  a  nightmare.  My  husband 
threatened  to  kill  me. 

After  three  years,  I  filed  for  divorce.  At  age 
twenty-one — with  an  eight-month-old  baby — I 
suffered  a  nervous  breakdown  and  was  declared 
mentally  incompetent  by  a  caseworker  in  the 
state  of  Ohio.  Either  I  had  to  get  away  from  my 
hometown  environment  or  they  would  take  my 
child.  I  went  to  stay  with  my  sister  in  New  York. 

I  thought  I  got  emotionally  better  but,  truth 
of  the  matter  was,  I  dropped  one  crutch  and 
picked  up  others.  I  became  involved  with  drugs, 
alcohol,  and  a  pack  of  cigarettes  a  day.  These 
deadened  my  senses  and  made  me  less  aware  of 
my  pain. 

Understand,  though,  that  even  in  all  this  I  did 
not  consider  myself  a  sinner.  Sin  is  not  in  the 
Jewish  vocabulary.  I  was  never  taught  that 
anything  was  wrong.  To  my  parents,  if  our  dog 
went  over  and  lifted  his  leg  on  the  neighbor's 
bush,  that  was  horrible  because  it  was  infringing 
upon  the  neighbor's  rights.  But  adultery, 
homosexuality  and  all  types  of  self-indulgence  were 
not  considered  sinful. 

I  had  no  direction.  I  had  no  idea  what  I  was 
searching  for.  The  way  of  the  transgressor  is  hard. 
Nobody  knew  that  better  than  I,  but  I  didn't 
know  it  was  Scripture. 
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"Mother  disowned  me...  Said  I  wasn't  her  daughter  any  more 


Two  years  passed.  I  went  from  bad  to  worse.  I 
couldn't  hold  a  job  because  of  my  emotional 
condition.  Due  to  the  financial  burden,  having  my 
own  apartment  and  a  son  to  raise,  I  had  to 
support  my  drug  habit  and  pay  the  rent  by 
borrowing  my  roommate's  charge  card  and  by 
stealing  any  money  I  could  lay  my  hands  on.  This 
went  on  for  two  years,  until  I  met  my  present 
husband,  Lee  Belcher. 

What  drew  Lee  and  I  together,  I  suppose,  was 
that  he  was  just  as  much  on  a  bummer  as  I.  He 
was  as  low  as  I.  When  I  met  him,  Lee  had 
been  arrested  by  the  FBI  on  a  felony  drug  charge. 
We  had  a  lot  in  common,  I  thought,  possibly 
enough  to  establish  a  lasting  relationship. 

At  Ohio  State  University,  I  had  met  Professor 
Doctor  Rabbi  Folkman  of  the  Department  of 
Behavioral  and  Social  Sciences.  I  asked  him  to 
marry  us.  During  our  premarital  counseling 
sessions,  he  told  Lee  not  to  marry  me  because  I 
was  insane.  He  said  he  would  perform  the 
ceremony  but  it  would  have  to  be  in  the  side 
chapel,  not  the  sanctuary,  because  Lee  was 
unclean,  a  Gentile.  You  see,  I  was  clean  in  his 
sight  because  I  was  one  of  the  chosen  people. 

During  the  next  two  years  things  were  bad  for 
Lee  and  me.  I  had  another  son,  Grant,  born  deaf, 
and  we  had  to  depend  on  charities  for  help  in 
getting  his  medical  treatment. 

My  one  bright  spot  was  Lee's  mother,  Winnie. 
If  there  was  one  human  being  who  ever  showed 
me  love,  it  was  Lee's  mother.  Mrs.  Belcher 
would  say,  "I  am  glad  you  came  over  today.  I 
have  really  enjoyed  you  being  here." 

I  had  never  been  told  that  before.  Nobody  ever 
enjoyed  being  with  me.  I  didn't  enjoy  being  by 
myself.  That's  why  I  always  stayed  drugged  up. 
Even  though  I  never  told  her  and  could  never 
show  it,  I  loved  Lee's  mother;  and,  when  she  died 
suddenly,  I  felt  cheated.  She  had  given  me 
something  my  parents  had  never  shared. 

It  was  during  the  time  of  our  bereavement 
that  a  friend  of  Lee's,  Stella  Brewer,  invited  us  to 
go  to  church.  She  belonged  to  the  Church  of 
God.  I  finally  consented,  vowing  it  would  be  for 
that  one  time  only. 

At  age  twenty-five,  I  heard  for  the  first  time 


that  I  was  separated  from  God.  As  the  minister 
preached  the  Word  and  talked  about  sin,  I 
became  furious.  I  gritted  my  teeth  and  said  to  my 
husband,  "You  told  him  I  was  going  to  be 
here." 

The  conviction  was  so  bad  I  couldn't  stand  it. 
I  was  confronted  with  a  holy  God.  I  was  a  sinner 
but  the  preacher  said  if  I  came  forward  I  would 
be  forgiven. 

The  congregation  was  singing  "Jesus  loves  me, 
this  I  know."  The  Holy  Spirit  took  that  song  and 
witnessed  to  my  heart  that  Jesus  Christ 
(Bar-Shalom)  loved  me  even  in  my  terrible 
condition.  Jesus  loved  me  and  His  mission  to 
earth  was  to  forgive  me.  Lee  was  the  first  one  out 
of  the  pew  but  I  was  right  behind  him.   Since  I 
had  never  been  to  a  church  before,  I  didn't  know 
what  was  going  on.  I  leaned  forward  to  say, 
"Lee,  where  are  you  going?"  Stella  pushed  me.  I 
thought,  "Well  ...  if  it  is  good  enough  for  Lee, 
I  will  go  too." 

Even  at  the  altar  I  didn't  know  what  I  was 
doing,  other  than  being  forgiven.  I  didn't  realize  or 
understand  the  theological  significance  of 
becoming  a  partaker  of  the  divine  nature.  Even 
now,  nine  years  later,  the  miracle  of  that 
transformation  is  more  than  I  can  comprehend.  I 
went  down  a  reprobate  and  I  came  up  a  new 
creation. 

Besides  all  that,  we  later  found  out  that  God 
healed  our  son  of  deafness.  He  has  never  worn  a 
hearing  aid. 

I  have  been  growing  in  grace  ever  since  and  my 
husband  and  I  have  been  called  to  minister  to 
the  Jewish  people.  It  is  possible  to  win  Jews.  In 
these  last  days,  there  are  Jews  who  will  listen. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  10 


Lee  and  Carol  hope  to  be  working 
with  Jews  in  New  York, 
following  Lee's  graduation  in 
August  of  this  year. 
She  will  be  one  of  the  speakers 
at  the  upcoming  Youth  Congress 
on  Evangelism,  August  19-21,  1981, 
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"WHEREFORE  seeing  we  also  are  compassed  about  with 
so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  let  us  lay  aside  every  weight, 


and  the  sin  which  doth  so  easily  beset  us,  and  let  us  run   ■■pyfiL 
with  patience  the  race  that  is  set  before  us"  Heb.  12:1.    \z  >**fwWi'"* 
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aturday  morning,  March  28, 
1981. 

Roland  Pendley  peered  anxiously 
from  the  bedroom  window  of  his 
parsonage  out  across  the  Southern 
Ohio  campground  past  Overseer 
Larry  Timmerman's  house  and  down 
toward  Interstate  71.  The  early 
morning  haze  was  being  driven  away 
by  the  onslaught  of  a  bright  sun. 
Roland  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief. 
With  good  weather,  his  YWEA  youth 
marathon  was  already  off  to  a  prom- 
ising start. 

The  marathon  idea  was  a  first 
for  Roland  and  his  youth  activities 
committee — so  far  as  he  knew,  a 
first  for  any  state  or  congregation 
in  the  Church  of  God — so  it  was 
natural  that  he  be  concerned.  Pro- 
fessional runners,  of  course,  slosh 
through  rain  and  snow,  winter  and 
summer  alike,  but  Roland  could 
hardly  expect  young  people  of  the 
sixteen  churches  who  had  signed 
up  for  this  day's  activities  to  be 
that  dedicated. 

"Thank  You,  Lord,"  he  whispered, 
"for  a  beautiful  day." 

By  8:30  a.m.  buses  and  cars 
were  already  rolling  onto  the  camp- 
ground. Kids  spilled  out  everywhere 
in  blue,  green,  gray,  and  maroon 
running  suits,  jumping  up  and  down 
in  the  nippy  air  and  some  stretching 
legs  and  arms  to  work  out  the 
kinks.  They  had  driven  from  as  far 
away  as  Wellston  and   Columbus, 
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so    some    had    been    on    the    road 
three  hours  or  more. 

Money  for  Youth  World  Evan- 
gelism Action — that  was  the  object 
of  the  race.  In  one  sense,  at  least, 
the  race  was  to  be  a  true  mara- 
thon: it  was  twenty-six  miles  long. 
In  another  sense,  it  was  more  of  a 
relay  race.  To  compete,  a  church 
had  to  field  a  team  of  ten  runners. 
The  race  divided  into  ten  equal 
segments  of  2.6  miles.  One  person 
from  each  church  had  to  run  each 
of  the  ten  segments  and  the  team 
with  the  best  running  time  would 
be  the  winner. 

Putting  such  a  race  together  had 
not  been  quite  so  simple  as  the 
youth  activities  committee  had  at 
first  thought.  Some  rather  compli- 
cated questions  arose,  such  as  wheth- 
er or  not  a  good  runner  could  go 
more  than  one  lap  or  what  happened 
if  a  runner  failed  to  make  his  lap 
due  to  accident  or  fatigue.  The 
rules  firmed  up:  no  runner  could 
do  more  than  one  lap  (this  seemed 
to  equalize  competition)  and,  if  a 
runner  dropped  out,  the  next  man 
could  continue  but  the  referee  would 
see  that  he  started  last. 

The  money -raising  work,  of  course, 
had  been  done  in  advance.  Team 
members  had  solicited  sponsors  from 
their  local  areas  and  this  money 
would  help  with  Southern  Ohio's 
contribution  to  the  YWEA  India 
project. 

"All  right,  let's  line  up,"  Roland 


yelled  only  five  minutes  past  the 
announced  starting  time.  "Those 
running  in  the  first  segment,  out  to 
the  starting  line." 

There  was  some  good-natured 
bantering  when  it  was  noticed  that 
the  youth  director  himself  was  in 
the  starting  lineup.  Overseer  Tim- 
merman  backed  out — someone  said 
it  was  a  last-minute  decision  when 
he  saw  himself  mirrored  in  his 
warm-up  suit — but  ex-marine  Pend- 
ley seemed  determined.  Anyway, 
if  you  don't  think  2.6  miles  is  a 
long  way  to  run,  especially  when 
you  haven't  been  running  in  a  few 
years,  Roland  Pendley  suggests  you 
try  it.  Some  twenty  minutes  later 
he  crossed  the  finish  line  red-faced 
and  panting  but  with  the  pride  of  a 
real  trooper. 

One  lap  down.  Nine  more  to  go. 
The  running  course  was  beauti- 
fully laid  out.  Lap  1  started  at  the 
state  office  and  paralleled  Ohio  State 
Road  48,  underneath  Interstate  71, 
and  down  through  south  Lebanon. 
Referees  were  at  each  checkpoint, 
as  well  as  a  nice  crowd  of  onlook- 
ers who  cheered  the  runners  through 
the  last  painful  steps.  Lap  2  followed 
county  road  38,  out  past  Stubbs 
Mills  and  then  down  by  the  river. 
Lap  5  was  the  most  difficult  in 
that  it  led  from  the  river  up  a 
steep  hill  before  leveling  off.  A 
few  of  the  runners  had  to  walk 
because  of  the  74-degree  heat,  and 
there  were  two  or  three   children 
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who  had  to  be  picked  up  by  a  following  safety  vehicle 
but.  by  and  large,  the  runners,  male  and  female  alike, 
all  hung  in  for  the  duration.  The  winning  team,  from 
Central  Parkway,  did  the  twenty-six  miles  with  a  time 
of  3:05:35.  Not  bad  at  all! 

Best  of  all.  and  that  for  which  Roland  and  the 
youth  board  members  were  most  thankful,  was  that 
no  one  was  injured  and  there  were  no  unfortunate 
incidents  of  any  kind  all  afternoon.  Signs  marked  the 
course.  Those  who  ran  the  last  lap  came  to  the  finish 
line  amid  great  applause  and  much  back-slapping. 

Trophies  were  handed  out  beneath  a  burning  after- 
noon sun.  Then  came  prizes,  hot  dogs,  and  cold 
drinks.  Those  who  had  farthest  to  drive  soon  loaded 
up  and  drove  off.  By  3:30  p.m.  the  campground  had 
quieted,  with  only  some  litter  and  tire  marks  in  the 
grass  to  indicate  the  earlier  joy. 

Everything  returned  to  normal;  that  is,  except 
Youth  Director  Roland  Pendley.  He  kept  walking 
around  in  something  of  a  haze,  trying  to  decide  which 
feeling  was  dominant:  his  spiritual  high  over  six 
thousand  dollars  for  YWEA  or  his  aching  body  over 
having  proven  he  could  still  run. 

It  had  been  a  day  of  surprises — you  have  to  be 
surprised  when  one  ten-year-old  boy  sprints  for 
two-and-a-half  miles,  passing  grown  men  and  crossing 
the  finish  line  as  if  the  whole  business  is  a  lark — and 
certainly  a  day  of  fulfillment.  When  Roland  Pendley 
stretched  out  in  his  den,  removed  his  shoes  and  said 
to  his  wife,  "Sandra,  may  I  have  a  coke?"  he  knew  as 
well  that  it  had  been  a  day  of  blessed  reward.  □ 

MOST  MONEY  RAISED 

Ken  Cantwell,  Central  Parkway  $500.00 

Brian  Shepherd,  Central  Parkway   333.00 

Beth  Hunter,  East  4th  St  310.00 

Sherry  White,  Fairfield  265.50 

Mel  Shepherd,  Central  Parkway 231.00 

TOTAL  MONEY  RAISED  IN 

MARATHON $6,000.00 

MARATHON  TEAM  WINNERS 

Central  Parkway, 

Team  Number  One First  Place  Winner 

Pastor  John  Walker 
El  Paso  Drive,  Columbus  Second  Place  Winner 

Pastor  Sam  Nelson 
Lebanon Third  Place  Winner 

Pastor  Harold  Stevens 
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£  r.  Paul  Conn,  chairman  of  the  Lee  College 
Department  of  Behavioral  and  Social  Sciences, 
believes  there  are  specific  ways  by  which  psychology 
can  contribute  to  the  kingdom  of  God.  He  further 
insists  that,  whereas  the  church  tends  to  follow  little 
more  than  an  intuitive  approach,  believers  should 
focus  on  a  fusion  of  science  and  theology  into  a  more 
deliberate  effort  for  the  Kingdom. 

Probably  it  was  this  basic  philosophy,  more  than 
any  other  one  thing,  that  motivated  Dr.  Conn  to  plan 
and  to  promote  a  recent  seminar  on  the  Integration  of 
Psychology  and  Faith  in  the  Life  of  the  Believer. 

Whatever  the  primary  motive,  it  was  overwhelmingly 
obvious  as  the  seminar  got  under  way  the  first  night 
that  the  Psychology  Department  had  brought  together 
an  impressive  array  of  specialists  in  the  field  of 
science  and  religion — Gary  Collins,  Ph.D.,  Clinical 
Psychology,  Purdue  University;  James  Mallory,  M.D., 
Duke  University  School  of  Medicine;  Luther  Johnson, 
Ph.D.,  Counseling  Psychology,  University  of  Missouri; 
and  Paul  L.  Walker,  Ph.D.,  Counseling  Psychology, 
Georgia  State  University — and  just  as  obvious  that  a 
great  number  of  people  in  the  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
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area  were  keenly  interested  in  the  subject,  since  what 
was  originally  expected  to  be  an  attendance  of  one 
hundred  quickly  spiraled  upward  to  more  than  two-and- 
a-half  times  that  number. 

Paul  L.  Walker  was  the  keynote  speaker  on  Friday 
night.  His  remarks  centered  around  the  pastoral 
perspective. 

"Psychology  as  a  science,"  Dr.  Walker  noted,  "fo- 
cuses on  the  study  of  human  behavior.  But  science 
alone  is  insufficient.  While  science  can  answer  such 
questions  as  'How?'  and  'What?'  it  cannot  satisfactori- 
ly answer  'Why?'  Science  alone  cannot  speak 
authoritatively  of  beauty  and  appreciation.  Science 
alone  cannot  interpret  the  most  intimate  experience  of 
human  life.  Therefore,  theology  is  inevitable  as  an 
interpreter  and  stands  as  a  methodology  to  communi- 
cate supernatural  truth  in  a  way  that  makes  sense. 

"Psychology  and  the  Kingdom  converge  at  the 
following  points:  all  truth  comes  from  God;  man  is 
created  in  the  image  of  God;  man  has  an  eternal 
destiny;  transactional  theology  is  a  valid  framework 
for  behavioral  change;  the  Holy  Spirit  is  an  active 
agent  in  personal  growth. 

"Jesus  was  the  model  pastor  of  all  time.  He  recognized 
people  at  the  point  of  their  need,  He  related  to 
people  in  spite  of  tradition,  and  He  responded  to 
people  in  a  therapeutic  context.  In  fact,  the  entire 
ministry  of  Jesus  was  characterized  by  love,  compas- 
sion, concern,  tenderness,  noncoercion,  and  optimism. 

"Paul  the  Apostle  played  out  a  similar  role,  as 
noted  in  his  epistles. 

"Psychology  and  the  Kingdom  come  together  in  the 
pastoral  perspective  in  terms  of  human  pursuit,  Chris- 
tian experience,  and  the  counselor  himself.  Further, 
these  two  emergents  can  only  function  in  a  collabora- 
tive effort  when  theology  and  science  come  by  the 
Cross  and  under  the  Lordship  of  Jesus  Christ  through 
the  agency  of  the  Holy  Spirit." 

Saturday,  during  the  first  session  of  the  seminar 
which  convened  at  the  School  of  Theology,  Dr.  James 
Mallory,  author  of  The  King  and  I:  A  Psychiatrist's 
Guide  to  Untwisted  Living,  spoke  on  "What  Is  Your 
Calling?" 

According  to  Mallory,  some  of  the  forces  working 
against  the  Christian's  meaningful  calling  in  today's 
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world  are  the  sensory  overload, 
something  which  becomes  unbear- 
able unless  controlled;  loss  of  trust; 
and  secular  religion,  expressed  in 
terms  of  naturalism,  determinism, 
relativism,  and  humanism. 

Illustrating  his  points  with  songs 
and  the  use  of  a  guitar,  Mallory 
went  on  to  explain  that  this  secular 
religion  always  fails;  and,  when  it 
does,  there  are  many  spin-offs.  The 
eighties  will  probably  be  the  dec- 
ade of  narcissism.  Dr.  Mallory  not- 
ed four  syndromes  which  normally 
surface  as  substitutes  for  meaning- 
ful relationships:  the  Macho-Man 
Syndrome,  which  is  a  cover-up; 
the  Paranoid  Syndrome,  which  is 
suspicious  of  everyone  and  every- 
thing; the  Schizoid  Syndrome,  which 
basically  rejects  self  and  concludes 
that  "if  you  knew  me,  you  wouldn't 
like  me  either";  and  the  Depend- 
ent Syndrome,  which  can  never 
function  on  its  own. 

Against  this  backdrop  Dr.  Mallory 
noted  how  different  is  the  story 
revealed  in  Scriptures;  for  the  Bi- 
ble reveals  that  man  is  lovingly 
created,  man  has  possibility  of  rec- 
onciliation through  Jesus  Christ,  and 
man  can  function  happily  and 
successfully  through  cooperation  and 
fellowship  within  the  body  of  Christ. 

What  is  more,  within  this  con- 
cept of  our  being  God's  workman- 
ship, we  are  each  called  and 
expected  to  function  as  agents  of 
healing  for  a  hurting  world.  We 
each  have  a  unique  and  special 
sphere  of  influence;  and,  if  we 
wish  to  exert  that  influence  to  the 
maximum,  then  we  should  make 
sure  that  we  are  intelligently  avail- 
able. We  are  to  affirm  love  and 
goodness  in  those  around  us.  We 
are  to  listen  with  hearts  and  not 
with  our  heads  only.  And  we  are 
to  share  ourselves  emotionally, 
behaviorally,  and  verbally. 

One  illustration  as  to  how  Mallory 
suggests  we  act  out  this  calling  was 
this  comment  to  parents:   "Rather 


than  finding  fault  with  your  kids, 
why  don't  you  try  to  catch  them  in 
the  act  of  doing  good." 

Dr.  Gary  Collins,  author  of  How 
To  Be  A  People  Helper,  noted  in 
his  opening  remarks  that  Christians 
don't  always  feel  good  about  psy- 
chologists and  psychologists  don't 
always  feel  good  about  Christians. 

"Nevertheless,  we  are  in  the  midst 
of  a  psychology  boom,"  Collins  not- 
ed, "with  not  a  few  people  making 
psychology  into  a  religion." 

In  preliminary  remarks  Collins 
covered  some  of  the  territory  al- 
ready touched  on  by  Walker  and 
Mallory,  but  he  rather  quickly 
keyed  in  on  the  theme  of  his  pop- 
ular book.  Statistically,  he  noted, 
most  Christian  workers  have  op- 
portunity to  be  people  helpers.  Of 
those  around  us  who  seek  help,  28 
percent  go  to  the  professionals,  30 
percent  depend  on  their  family 
doctors,  and  42  percent  go  to  their 
pastors  or  spiritual  advisors. 

According  to  Dr.  Collins,  people- 
helping  should  be  done  on  the  fol- 
lowing levels:  professional  people- 
helping;  pastoral  people-helping;  peer 
people-helping;  preventive  people- 
helping;  and  public  people-helping. 
Within  one  or  more  of  these  areas, 
every  born-again  Christian  can  dis- 
cover a  position  of  service. 

Luther  Johnson  was  the  third 
speaker,  having  been  asked  by  Dr. 
Conn  to  center  his  remarks  around 
what  it  is  like  to  grow  up  in  the 
Church  of  God  and  to  try  and  find 
one's  place  as  both  psychologist 
and  minister.  Presently  serving  as 
the  director  of  Vietnam  Veterans 
Readjustment  Counseling  Center  in 
Little  Rock,  Arkansas,  Dr.  Johnson 
noted  the  uselessness  and  the  frus- 
tration of  being  what  he  called 
"scared  straight";  for  one's  service 
to  God  will  not  succeed  so  long  as 
it  is  rendered  out  of  fear  or  out  of 
ignorance. 

"That's  where  I  grew  up,"  Luther 


confessed.  "Unhappy  with  myself 
and  others,  even  as  a  Christian." 

He  went  on  to  note,  however, 
that  when  one  comes  to  understand 
the  interrelated  facets  of  the  hu- 
man personality — the  physical,  the 
psychological,  the  spiritual,  and  the 
social — and  when  one  brings  every 
such  area  into  conformity  with  Christ, 
then  he  knows  peace  and  is  in  a 
position  to  contribute  meaningfully 
to  others. 

Especially  heartwarming  were 
some  of  the  personal  experiences 
Dr.  Johnson  has  had  with  the  vet- 
erans who  suffered  the  trauma  of 
unusual  and  horrifying  war  experi- 
ences in  Vietnam. 

The  seminar  concluded  with  dis- 
cussion groups  in  which  Lee  facul- 
ty members  and  graduates  of  the 
Psychology  Department  probed  cur- 
rent issues  faced  by  the  church 
and  Christian  believers  in  today's 
world.  □  L.P.  Reporter 

JEWISH 
CONVERT 

Continued  from  page  5 

There  is  a  remnant  according  to 

the  election  of  grace,  and  it  is 

possible  to  win  them  for  the 

Lord.  It  is  difficult,  but  it  is 

possible. 

My  husband  is  a  student  at 
Lee  College.  I  work  as  a 
secretary  for  Dr.  Ollie  Lee. 

Sometimes  my  husband,  who 
was  raised  in  foster  homes, 
will  tease  that  he  was  adopted 
twice:  once  by  earthly  parents 
and  then  by  our  Heavenly 
Father.  I  finally  came  up  with 
my  answer:  I  have  been  chosen 
twice,  a  natural  child  of 
Abraham  through  my  parents,  a 
spiritual  child  of  God  through 
Christ. 

"Shalom."  □ 
H.E.S. 
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hnstianity  today,  as  most 
of  us  know  it,  places 
great  emphasis  on  the  worth 
of  individuals.  The  body  of 
Christ  is  composed  of  many 
members,  each  having  a  specific 
talent,  a  specific  role,  a 
specific  ministry.  Everyone  has  a 
place.  The  Church  makes 
room  for  preachers,  teachers, 
tithers,  singers,  soulwinners, 
and  prayer  warriors.  Everyone 
has  a  contribution  to  make,  a 
job  to  do,  and  the  support  of  the 
body  to  back  him  up.  It  is  a 
cozy  world.  A  pat,  comfortable 
world. 

For  some,  it  is  also  a  stifling 
world. 

For  whom?  Who  could  possibly 
be  cramped  by  the  structure 
of  the  organized  church? 

Those  whose  minds  stretch 
beyond  a  sanctuary,  whose  spirits 
cannot  be  contained  within 


"Though  art  exists  at  the 
pinnacle  of  human  culture 
as  a  celebration  of  all  shades 
of  life,  it  has  yet  to  be 
embraced  by  our  church  as  a 
vital  function." 

four  walls.  Those  whom  we 
normally  refer  to  as  the 
artists.  The  writer,  the  painter, 
the  sculptor,  the  musician,  the 
actor — these  are  individuals  both 
blessed  and  cursed  with  gifts 
prized  by  the  world  but 
sometimes  misunderstood  and 
mishandled  by  the  redeemed. 

Though  art  exists  at  the 
pinnacle  of  human  culture  as  a 
celebration  of  all  shades  of 
life,  it  has  yet  to  be  embraced 
by  our  church  as  a  vital 
function  of  Christianity.  The  arts 
reflect  the  ages — the  glory  and 
shame  of  history,  the  hope  and 


the  despair  of  the  present,  the 
best  and  the  worst  of  man's 
nature.  Art  thrives  on  the 
mainstream  of  human  thought, 
providing  perspective  and 
understanding. 

Our  church,  however,  places 
art  on  the  periphery  of  its 
domain,  dabbling  but  not 
discovering,  wading  in  its  shallow 
waters  but  refusing  to  plunge 
into  the  complex  depths  of 
artistic  expression.  Writers 
may  submit  noncritical 
compositions;  painters  or 
sculptors  may  display  devotional 
works  in  church  talent 
contests;  musicians  may  compose 
or  perform  traditional  or 
pseudocontemporary  pieces  with 
religious  implications.  By  and 
large,  these  are  the  roles 
designed  for  artists  within  the 
church. 

They  are  for  the  most  part 
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roles  designed  for  easily 
contented  minds  with  limited 
vision,  not  for  creative  spirits 
longing  to  soar,  to  sail  on 
Christian  winds  through  strange 
waters  and  upon  fresh  waves. 

"Christian  artists  must  not 
allow  their  spiritual 
perspective  to  be  distorted  by 
nonscriptural  ideology." 

Any  exploration  of  areas  not  yet 
bright  with  Christian  light,  or 
any  experimentation  with 
expression  not  yet  approved 
by  traditional  minds,  finds  little 
acceptance  in  the  church. 
Somehow  the  institutional  church 
filters  out  most  artistic 
innovation  in  a  feverish  attempt 
to  catch  any  and  all  strains  of 
potential  worldliness. 

It  somehow  seems  ironic 
that  the  church  imposes  such 
limitations  primarily  upon 
Christian  artists,  since  the 
Church  itself  was  initiated  by 
the  most  creative  force  in  the 
universe,  God's  Holy  Spirit.  In 
his  Art  and  the  Bible  (Downers 
Grove,  Illinois:  Intervarsity 
Press,   1973),  Francis  Schaeffer 
points  out  that  the  first 
sentence  in  the  Bible  is  this:  "In 
the  beginning  God  created  the 
heaven  and  the  earth."  Schaeffer 
also  quotes,  "All  things  were 
made  by  him;  and  without  him 
was  not  any  thing  made  that 
was  made"  (John  1:3)  in  his 
argument  that  creativity  is 
important  because  God  is  the 
Creator. 

Schaeffer  follows  up  this 
argument  by  restating  the  fact 
that  man  was  created  in  the 
image  of  God.  Consequently, 


man  has  the  capacity  to  think,  to 
feel,  and  to  create.  Man's 
creativity  is,  therefore,  part  of 
man's  likeness  to  God  and 
creativity  should  be  cultivated 
and  developed,  not  suppressed. 

Obviously  God  is  interested  in 
beauty.  The  magnificence  of 
His  creation  proclaims  this  loudly 
and  clearly.  He  is  also 
interested  in  art  and  has  been 
directly  responsible  for  the 
creation  of  art  through  men.  In 
the  Old  Testament  God 
personally  designed  the 
Tabernacle,  the  priests' 
garments,  and  Solomon's  Temple. 
God  inspired  David  to  write 
poetry,  to  play  music,  and  to 
dance  "with  all  his  might"  (2 
Samuel  6:14-16).  He  even 
commanded  Ezekiel  to  warn 
Jerusalem  of  pending  invasion 
through  a  carefully  staged 
drama  (Ezekiel  4:1-3). 

Why?  God  does  not  deal 
whimsically:  His  methods  are 
specific  and  intentional.  It 
seems  logical,  therefore,  to 
conclude  that  He  chose  artistic 
modes  of  expression  in  these 
cases  because  they  were  the 
most  effective  means  for 
communicating  His  message. 

Art  forms  add  strength  to  any 
message  or  viewpoint.  Indeed 
there  is  a  basis  for  truth  in 
cliches  like  "One  picture  is 
worth  a  thousand  words."  A  few 
lines  of  poetry  may  express  an 
emotion,  a  thought,  an  entire 
philosophy  more  clearly  than 
volumes  of  prose.  Music,  drama, 
motion  pictures,  may  be  used 
effectively  to  express  emotions, 
to  voice  opinions,  or  to 
explore  ideas. 

Because  of  this  heightened 
effect  of  art  form  upon  the 
message,  it  seems  vital  that 
Christian  art  should  be  of  the 
highest  quality.  An  artist's 


message  will  not  be  taken 
seriously  if  his  work  is 
inferior.  Thus,  for  the  Christian 
message  to  be  taken  seriously, 
the  poem,  the  song,  the  painting, 
the  play  or  the  film  through 
which  it  is  communicated  should 
be  equal  to,  or  greater  than, 
the  one  reflecting  a  non-Christian 
message. 

By  the  same  token,  for  a 
Christian  artist's  philosophy  to 
be  respected  he  must  operate 
within  a  stylistic  framework  to 
which  his  critics  and 
contemporaries  may  relate. 
Archaic  art  forms  will  do  little  to 
convey  Christian  truth  to  the 

"Created  in  the  image  of 
God  and  redeemed  through 
Christ's  sacrifice,  man  has 
both  significance  and  reason 
for  optimism." 

modern  world. 

Again,  Francis  Schaeffer 
points  out,  "Styles  of  art  forms 
change  and  there  is  nothing 
wrong  with  this.  Therefore, 
Christian  art  today  should  be 
twentieth-century  art.  For  if  it  is 
not  twentieth-century  art  it  is 
an  obstacle  to  his  (the  artist) 
being  heard." 

This  is  not  to  say  Christian  art 
should  incorporate  the  world 
view  from  which  these  modern 
forms  arise.  Modern  thought  is 
often  a  destructive,  disorienting 
force  diametrically  opposed  to 
the  Christian  lifestyle.  Christian 
artists  must  not  allow  their 
spiritual  perspective  to  be 
distorted  by  non-scriptural 
ideology. 

It  is  also  important  for  the 
Christian  artist  to  be  honest  in 
his  artistic  expression  of  the 
Christian  perspective.  In  the  first 
place  men  who  have  rebelled 
against  God  by  refusing  His 
provision  for  salvation  are. 
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indeed,  hopelessly  lost  creatures. 
The  meaninglessness  so 
frequently  conveyed  in 
contemporary  art  is  an 
accurate  perception  of  these 
artists'  predicament. 

Christianity  answers  this 
despair  with  the  assured 
existence  of  God,  whose 
character  is  the  law  of  the 
universe.  Created  in  the  image 
of  God  and  redeemed  through 
Christ's  sacrifice,  man  has  both 
significance  and  reason  for 
optimism. 

Christian  artists  should  not, 
however,  ignore  the  persisting 
imperfections  of  people.  Even 
for  the  redeemed,  life  is  not 
always  a  bed  of  roses;  and,  to 
indicate  such,  as  is  often  the 
case  with  art  in  the  Church,  is 
to  misrepresent  the  Christian 


experience.  It  is  romantic  art 
in  the  worst  sense  of  the  word 
and  it  has  little  to  do  with 
genuine  self-expression. 

Perhaps  the  most  serious 
restriction  placed  upon  Christian 
artists  within  the  Church  is 
the  idea  that  Christian  art  must 
be  synonymous  with  religious 
art;  the  artist's  work  must  deal 
entirely  with  themes  of  a 
religious  nature.  This  practice  not 
only  narrows  the  scope  of 
creative  expression  but  it  denies 
the  importance  of  God's  vast 
creation.  If  God  created  the  sun, 
the  stars,  the  moon,  the  ocean, 
the  mountains,  and  the  flowers, 
then  these  subjects  are  worth 
painting  or  writing  about.  If  God 
created  man  as  a  rational, 
emotional,  social,  sexual  being, 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 
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efore  archaeologists  began 
pushing  spades,  it  was 
'assumed  that  Abraham  was 
born  into  an  extremely  primitive 
society.  This  was  a  reasonable 
assumption,  for  he  was  born 
nearly  four  thousand  years 
ago.  But  today  we  know  that  Ur, 
the  city  of  his  birth,  was  a 
prosperous  city.  It  had  schools, 
two-storied  buildings,  beautiful 
streets,  and  bathtubs. 

Sir  Leonard  Woolley,  the 
most  famous  archaeologist  to 
work  this  area,  wrote:  "We 
must  radically  alter  our  view  of 
the  Hebrew  patriarch  when  we 
see  that  his  early  years  were 
passed  in  sophisticated 
surroundings.  He  was  the  citizen 
of  a  great  city  and  inherited 
the  traditions  of  an  old  and 
highly  organized  civilization. 
The  houses  themselves  reveal 
comfort  and  even  luxury.  We 
found  copies  of  hymns  which 
were  used  ...  in  the  temples 
and  together  with  them 
mathematical  tables.  On  these 
were  anything  .  .  .  from  plain 
addition  sums  to  formulae  for 
the  extraction  of  square  and 
cube  roots." 

At  the  time  of  Abraham's 
birth,  Ur  was  an  old  city. 
(Some  researchers  date  it  back 
as  far  as  3200  B.C.).  If  that 
date  is  accurate,  and  if  Abraham 
was  born  in  1996  B.C.  as 
Bishop  Usshuer  assumed,  Ur  was 
around  1200-years  old  when 
Abraham  drew  his  first  breath! 

Strangely,  these  facts  about 
Ur  were  not  known  until 
Woolley  proved  them  in  the 
late  1920's  and  early  1930's. 
That  they  could  remain 
hidden  so  long  is  a  mystery. 
This  is  so  because  for 
centuries  it  was  known  that 
ancient  cities  lie  hidden 
beneath  the  many  mounds  in 
Mesopotamia. 
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The  story  of  mounds  is  old. 
We  read  in  Joshua  11:13, 
"But  none  of  the  cities  that 
stood  on  mounds  did  Israel 
burn,  except  Hazor  only;  that 
Joshua  burned"  (Revised 
Standard  Version). 

Mounds  evolved  across 
centuries,  and  this  is  how  they 
came  into  being:  City-dwellers 
kept  their  walls  repaired  by 
replacing  bricks  and  leaving 
the  crumbling  ones  in  the  street 
together  with  sweepings  and 
other  refuse.  In  this  manner,  the 
rubble  grew  higher.  Then, 
when  the  city  was  burned  or 
forsaken,  the  next  wave  of 
inhabitants  rebuilt  on  the 
previous  foundations.  Thus, 
across  the  centuries,  mounds 
came  into  being  like 
multilayered  cakes.  One  mound 
revealing  how  this  was  done  is 
Tell  el-Husn  (Mound  of  the 
Fortress).  This  mound  has 
revealed  as  many  as  eighteen 
layers — each  from  a  separate 
age. 

For  years  Arabs  were  aware 
of  a  high  mound  about  120 
miles  north  of  Basra  near  the 
Persian  Gulf,  and  about  10  miles 
west  of  the  Euphrates.  They 
named  it  Tell  el-Maqayyar 
(Mound  of  Pitch),  but  no  one 
investigated  it.  To  the  natives  it 
was  a  useless  stump  fit  for  the 
habitation  of  owls. 

Unable  to  contain  his 
curiosity,  J.  E.  Taylor,  British 
vice-counsul  in  Basra  in  1854, 
organized  a  crew,  mounted  the 
top — and  began  to  excavate. 
Not  being  a  trained  archaeologist, 
he  was  ruthless  and  did  a  lot 
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of  damage.  But  while  his  crew 
was  digging  and  tossing  brick 
and  broken  tile  down  the  sides, 
they  suddenly  discovered  some 
clay  bars  with  cuneiform  writing 
on  them.  Delighted,  Taylor 
shipped  the  bars  to  the  British 
Museum  in  London  where 
they  were  promptly  forgotten. 
The  interest  at  that  time  was 
in  excavations  at  Khorsabad  and 
Nineveh,  four  or  five  hundred 
miles  north. 

Now  that  the  tell  (Arabic  for 
"mound")  was  opened,  those 
needing  building  materials 
helped  themselves.  The  fact  that 
the  bricks  were  marked  with 
the  names  of  Ur-Nannu  or 
Nabonidus  meant  nothing.  To 
them  a  brick  was  a  brick  even 
though  it  was  four-thousand- 
years  old! 

Tell  el-Maqayyar  kept 
getting  shorter  as  the  years 
passed.  Then  in  1918,  with 
the  British  in  control  of 
Baghdad,  Captain  Thompson 
took  time  from  his  regular  work 
to  investigate  the  "stump." 
Fortunately  he  had  worked  for 
the  British  Museum  and  thus 
had  a  keen  eye  and  understood 
the  value  of  ancient  bricks, 
pieces  of  pottery,  and  so  forth. 
Excited  by  his  findings,  he 
sent  urgent  messages  to  the 
British  Museum.  These 
messages  prompted  a  study  of 
the  bars  which  Taylor  had 
dispatched  in  1854. 

As  the  bars  were  studied,  it 
became  evident  that  Taylor  was 
not  the  first  one  to  push 
shovels  into  the  mound.  Indeed, 
another  had  done  so  in  the 


sixth  century  B.C. — nearly 

twenty-five  thousand  years 

before.  This  previous 

"archaeologist"  had  been  none 
other  than  Nabonidus,  a  king  of 
Babylon!  Inspired  by  the 
importance  of  this  mound — it 
turned  out  to  be  a 
ziggurat — Nabonidus  repaired  it. 
"I  restored  this  ziggurat  to  its 
former  state  with  mortar  and 
bricks." 

The  British  Museum  then 
discovered  that  some  of  the 
bars  sent  by  Taylor  had  on  them 
the  stamp  of  Ur-Nammu  and 
his  son  Dungi.  Likewise  it  was 
learned  that  Nabonidus  had 
imprinted  his  own  bricks.  The 
name  Ur-Nammu  electrified 
the  world.  This  is  because 
Genesis  11:31  reads:  "And 
Terah  took  Abram  his  son  and 
Lot  the  son  of  Haran  his  son's 
son,  and  Sarai  his  daughter-in- 
law,  his  son  Abram's  wife;  and 
they  went  forth  with  them  from 
Ur  of  the  Chaldees,  to  go  into 
the  land  of  Canaan;  and  they 
came  unto  Haran,  and  dwelt 
there." 

The  scholars  were  almost 
breathless  as  they  inquired,  "Is 
there  a  connection  between 
Ur-Nammu  and  Ur  of  the 
Chaldees?"  Today  we  know 
there  definitely  is!  Ur-Nammu 
was  simply  a  king  who  ruled 
Ur  sometime  around  2112  in  the 
third  dynasty  of  Ur.  Thus  the 
18-year  rule  of  Ur-Nammu  was 
approximately  one  century 
before  the  birth  of  Abraham. 

Now  we  know  that  the 
Ur-Nammu  ziggurat — Tell 
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is  name  was  Brian  Day.  I  guess  you  don't  have 

to  remember  that,  though.  No  one  else  ever  did. 

The  name  didn't  fit  him  for  some  reason.  He  didn't 

seem  to  mind  it,  though,  and  I  suppose  his  parents 

must  have  liked  it.  To  the  rest  of  us,  Brian  just  didn't 

ring  true. 

We  couldn't  have  told  you  why.  In  fact,  we  couldn't 
have  told  you  much  about  him  at  all.  Oh,  we  had 
plenty  to  say  about  him;  but  that  didn't  mean  we 
knew  anything  about  him.  It  was  because  we  hardly 
knew  him  at  all. 

He  showed  up  at  school  one  day  in  the  fall.  The 
principal,  Mr.  Towns,  brought  him  into  our  physics 
class.  It  was  hard  for  a  group  of  high  school  juniors  to 
get  excited  about  physics  the  first  thing  in  the  morn- 
ing, so  that  was  always  a  pretty  quiet  class.  But  when 
this  guy  walked  in,  the  room  got  so  quiet  you  could 
practically  hear  sun  shining  through  the  windows. 

We  didn't  hear  a  word  Mr.  Towns  said.  We  were 
too  busy  staring.  Our  new  classmate  must  have  been 
seven-feet-tall.  Six  feet  eight  inches  to  be  exact.  He 
made  Mr.  Towns  look  like  a  child.  Sitting  down  he 
could  have  looked  a  lot  of  people  square  in  the  eye. 
Even  the  teacher  had  trouble  concentrating  on  the 
lesson.  Her  eyes  kept  wandering  to  the  giant  in  our 
midst. 

After  class  Brian  was  bombarded  with  questions. 
His  family  had  recently  moved  from  Texas  when  his 
father  was  transferred  to  a  nearby  petroleum  refinery. 
Those  of  us  who  were  on  the  basketball  team  couldn't 
have  cared  less  about  things  like  that.  Our  eyes  lit  up 
with  the  thought  of  a  championship  trophy. 

"I've  never  played  much  basketball,"  Brian  said.  "I 
could  never  get  the  hang  of  it.  I  don't  think  I'd  do 
your  team  much  good." 

We  stared  at  one  another  in  amazement.  Ours  was 
a  small  school,  and  it  was  taken  for  granted  that 
everyone  would  go  out  for  some  sport.  It  was  practi- 
cally un-American  for  a  fellow  that  size  not  to  play 
basketball. 

"Well,  you  surely  don't  play  football,  do  you?" 
I  asked  him.  He  was  built  like  a  sapling,  several 
inches  taller  than  I,  but  also  much  lighter. 
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"No,"  he  nodded.  "I've  never  played  much  foot- 
ball either." 

"Baseball?"  someone  asked  faintly.  "Or  maybe  you 
high  jump?" 

Brian  was  getting  embarrassed.  "No,  about  all  I  can 
do  is  roller  skate." 

We  shook  our  heads  and  started  to  walk  away. 
"And  swim,"  he  added.  "I  love  to  swim.  We  used  to 
swim  a  lot  down  in  Galveston." 

Jerry  Post,  another  basketball  player,  turned  and 
sneered  at  him.  "Why  bother  to  swim?  You  can 
probably  walk  on  the  bottom  and  still  keep  your  head 
above  water." 

Brian's  welcome  was  not  a  friendly  one,  and  things 
got  even  rougher  after  that.  Everyone  was  supposed 
to  do  his  part  in  a  small  school,  and  the  place  for  a 
tall  boy  was  on  the  basketball  court.  We  felt  Brian 
had  already  let  us  down,  and  we  treated  him  accord- 
ingly. 

Thus,  we  changed  his  name,  calling  him  everything 
but  Brian.  String  Bean,  for  obvious  reasons.  Turn- 
pike, because  he  was  long  and  straight.  Slinky,  be- 
cause he  swam  like  a  fish  but  was  built  more  like  an 
eel.  We  thought  we  had  him  pegged,  knew  him  inside 
and  out. 

There  was  plenty  Brian  could  have  taught  us  if  we 
had  been  interested.  He  was  a  bird-watcher,  of  all 
things.  He  had  scrapbooks  full  of  photographs  of 
birds.  He  knew  even  more  about  birds  than  Mrs. 
Nolan,  the  biology  teacher.  He  could  spend  hours  just 
talking  with  her  about  birds.  That  only  made  matters 
worse,  because  nobody  liked  Mrs.  Nolan. 

We  kept  our  distance  from  him.  We  let  him  have 
his  birds.  Then,  in  the  summer,  he  and  his  parents 
planted  enough  flowers  in  their  yard  to  fill  a  florist 
shop.  He  was  especially  proud  of  his  sunflowers.  Jerry 
Post  and  I  used  to  walk  by  that  place  and  just  shake 
our  heads.  We  couldn't  believe  it.  The  whole  state  of 
Kansas  was  lousy  with  wild  sunflowers.  They  grew 
like  weeds;  they  were  weeds.  Yet  Brian  planted  them 
and  tended  them  as  if  they  were  prize  orchids.  On  hot 
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summer  days  he  would  be  out  there  taking  pictures  of 
them. 

We  never  let  Brian  forget  those  sunflowers.  One 
hot  August  night  a  handful  of  us  were  sitting  outside  a 
cafe  after  a  baseball  game.  Brian  walked  by  and  said 
hello.  He  never  gave  up  trying  to  be  friendly;  but,  as 
usual,  his  efforts  didn't  get  him  very  far.  Stan  Howard, 
a  football  player  who  was  put  together  like  a  tank, 
stood  up  and  faced  him. 

"String  Bean,"  he  snarled,  "it's  time  for  you  and  me 
to  settle  things  once  and  for  all.  Now  are  you  gonna 
fight  like  a  man  or  are  you  gonna  run?" 

Brian  blushed,  but  he  didn't  move.  "I  won't  fight 
you,  Stan.  I've  got  no  reason  to." 

Stan  flexed  his  muscles.  "Are  you  gonna  run?"  At 
first  there  was  no  answer,  and  Stan  repeated,  "Are 
you  gonna  run?" 

Finally  came  the  answer.  "No,  Stan,  I  won't  run 
either." 

Stan  glared  menacingly  for  a  moment.  Then  he 
suddenly  shouted,  "You'll  never  catch  me  then,  you 
big  bully!"  He  turned  and  ran  around  the  corner  as 
fast  as  his  stocky  legs  could  carry  him.  The  rest  of  us 
collapsed    with    laughter.    Brian   tried    to    smile,    but 
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mostly  he  just  looked  sad.  Funny  as  it  was,  I  almost 
felt  sorry  for  him. 

Jerry  Post  stood  and  walked  up  to  Brian. 
"You  know,"  Jerry  said  shaking  his  head,   "you're 
just  like  one  of  those  weeds  you  grow  in  your  yard. 
Like  a  sunflower.  Tall  and  skinny  and  yellow." 

That  was  not  an  easy  night  to  forget.  That  was 
when  Brian  got  another  new  name,  Sunflower.  This 
time  it  stuck. 

We  called  him  Sunflower  throughout  our  senior 
year.  Even  some  of  the  teachers  called  him  that.  One 
of  our  favorite  jokes  was  that  the  superintendent 
might  say,  "Congratulations,  Sunflower,"  when  he 
handed  out  his  diploma  at  graduation.  The  principal 
didn't,  of  course,  but  someone  did  pin  a  yellow  plastic 
flower  to  the  back  of  his  gown,  and  that  got  a  lot  of 
laughs.  Sunflower  blushed  and  didn't  say  a  word. 

Blushing  and  some  embarrassment  were  as  far  as 
Brian's  reactions  ever  went.  He  never  got  mad. 
Nothing  could  shake  his  conviction  that  we  were,  or 
at  least  deserved  to  be,  his  friends.  No  matter  how  we 
treated  him,  he  was  determined  to  stick  with  us.  After 
graduation  Sunflower  walked  around  shaking  all  our 
hands  and  congratulating  us.  He  was  as  proud  of 
everyone  else's  diploma  as  he  was  of  his  own. 

The  day  after  graduation  he  even  came  to  our 
swimming  party,  out  at  an  old,  abandoned  quarry  fed 
by  underground  streams  from  the  nearby  river.  Al- 
though not  originally  intended  for  recreation,  the 
quarry  was  a  perfect  place  to  swim.  And  it  was  as 
close  to  a  beach  as  most  of  us  landlocked  Kansans 
had  ever  known. 

The  land  around  the  sandpit  was  decorated  with 
wild  sunflowers  growing  like  .  .  .  well,  like  weeds  in 
the  early  Kansas  summer.  Every  so  often  someone 
would  say,  "This  would  be  a  nice  place  if  there 
weren't  so  many  sunflowers  around."  Our  tall,  skinny 
classmate  just  grinned,  as  if  he  understood  something 
the  rest  of  us  didn't. 

It  was  a  perfect  day,  sunny  and  hot.  We  got  a  fire 
going  and  roasted  enough  wieners  to  keep  Oscar 
Mayer  in  business  for  a  year.  After  we  had  eaten, 
most  of  us  just  sat  back  to  relax  and  talk  for  a  while.' 
We  laughed  about  the  fact  that  we  would  all  be  red 
as  radishes  by  the  end  of  the  day. 

Before  long  six  of  the  guys  headed  back  toward  the 
water.  We  told  them  they  ought  to  wait  awhile. 
Sunflower  seemed  especially  concerned.  He  followed 
them  right  down  to  the  water's  edge. 

"It  really  isn't  safe  this  soon,"  Sunflower  said.   "If 
you  get  cramps  out  there  in  the  water,  you're  help- 
less." 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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A  teenage  girl  with  a 
fresh-scrubbed  face  and 
soft,  blue  eyes  came  up 
to  me  on  the  street. 

"May  I  give  you  one  of  our 
pamphlets?" 

I  was  huddled  under  the 
awning  of  a  shoe  store,  trying  to 
keep  myself  and  my  books 
dry,  while  I  waited  for  a  bus. 

"Are  you  one  of  those 
religious  freaks?"  I  asked. 

"You  might  say  that."  She 
smiled  back  at  me  and  continued 
to  give  her  pamphlets  to 
others.  No  matter  how  many 
people  ignored  her,  she 
smiled. 

My  bus  was  late.  I  had  just 
finished  working  the  afternoon  in 
a  downtown  cafeteria.  I  was 
going  back  to  my  room  out  near 
State  University,  where  I  was 
a  student. 

On  the  bus  ride  I  glanced 
at  the  religious  tract.  It  was  the 
usual  pitch:  "Are  you  saved?" 
and  then  it  stated  Christ  s 
promise  of  eternal  life,  with 
biblical  references.  I  wasn't  a 
Christian.  But  I  respected 
other  people's  religious  beliefs.  I 
wondered  about  that  girl  and 
what  made  her  go  out  into  the 
rain  to  witness  for  Christ. 

The  next  day  I  sat  in  the 
commons  on  campus,  eating  a 
cold  meat  sandwich  and  trying  to 
read  the  story  which  was 
going  to  be  discussed  in  my  next 
class. 

"Hello,"  a  soft  voice  said. 

I  looked  up  at  the  blonde 
girl  seated  at  the  table.  There 
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was  something  familiar  about 
her.  Then  it  dawned  on  me. 
"Aren't  you  the  Jesus  ...  I 
mean,  didn't  you  give  out 
pamphlets  yesterday?" 

"That's  right.  Did  you  read 
it?" 

"Well,  yes." 

"What  did  you  think  about 
it?" 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders. 
She  was  a  cute  girl.  "Uh,  I'm 
not  into  the  Jesus  trip." 

"Neither  was  I.  Until  last 
spring." 

"What  happened?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  you  know,  I  was  into 
the  hip-chick  scene.  Dope  and 


dudes,  you  might  say.  Until 
He  found  me." 

"Who?" 

"Jesus." 

I  nodded.  I  didn't  want  to 
be  rude.  I  glanced  back  down  at 
my  lit  anthology. 

"English  major?"  she  asked. 

"Yeah." 

"Going  to  be  a  teacher?" 

"Maybe." 

"I  plan  to  get  a  credential 
myself." 

"Religion?" 

"No,  history." 

I  tried  to  read  the  short  story, 
but  I  couldn't  concentrate. 
When  I  looked  over  at  the  girl, 
she  smiled. 

"What's  wrong?"  I  asked. 

"You  look  so  serious." 

I  smiled  back.  "What's  your 
name?" 

"Sharon." 

"I'm  Steve." 

"Well,  see  you  around  Steve." 
And  she  left. 

During  my  American  literature 
class,  I  was  thinking  about 
Sharon.  It  was  crazy.  While  I 
was  sitting  near  her,  I  was 
thinking  about  literature. 

The  next  day  I  went  to  the 
commons  at  the  same  time.  I 
looked  foi  Sharon,  but  she 
wasn't  around.  I  consoled  myself 
that  we  were  too  different, 
anyway. 

After  lit  class,  I  stopped  at 
the  library  to  read  a  literary 
criticism  assignment  in  the 
reference  room. 

Lighted  Pathway,  June,  1981 
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I  was  plenty  surprised  when 
I  saw  her — Sharon  was  there. 

"I  thought  you  were  a 
history  major." 

"That  I  am.  But  I  work 
part-time  in  the  library." 

Thursday  was  my  day  off  at 
the  restaurant,  a  chance  to  catch 
up  on  my  studying,  because  I 
worked  weekends. 

"What  time  do  you  get  off?" 
I  asked. 

"In  a  couple  hours." 

"That's  what  it'll  take  me  to 
read  this  criticism.  How  about 
a  Coke  date?" 

She  looked  surprised. 

"The  soda  pop  kind?" 

"Okay." 

I  got  out  paper  and  pen,  and 
went  to  work  making  notes  on 
the  reference  material. 

"It's  four  o'clock,"  Sharon 
said,  touching  my  shoulder. 

We  walked  to  the  nearby 
shopping  center  and  stopped  at 
the  drugstore  fountain. 

"Why  did  you  ask  me  out?" 

"Because  you're  different." 

"I'm  serious  about  my  religious 
commitment.  And  I'm  trying 
to  live  a  decent  life  now." 

I  sipped  on  the  soda.  "Isn't 
it  dangerous,  you  know,  for  a 
girl  to  go  out  onto  the  streets? 
There  are  lots  of  nuts  in  San 
Francisco." 

"Oh,  I  don't  go  alone." 

"You  were  alone  when  I 
saw  you." 

"I  was  with  Paul.  We  go  to 
the  same  church.  He  had 
probably  stopped  to  talk  to 
somebody;  he  frequently  does." 

"Is  he  your  boyfriend?" 

"No,  but  he's  a  nice  guy.  He 
wants  to  go  into  missions 
work,  travel  all  over  the  world. 
But  I  want  to  teach  school 
and  stay  in  one  place." 


"How  did  you  get  into 
religion?"  I  asked. 

"I  was  an  Army  brat.  We 
traveled  everywhere,  and  never 
had  a  permanent  home.  One 
night  my  folks  went  out 
drinking.  That's  all  they  ever 
did,  drink  and  quarrel.  Their  car 
hit  a  freeway  divider — and 
that  was  the  end  of  their  lives.  I 
went  to  stay  with  my  aunt. 
She  was  a  Christian.  But  I  didn't 
want  any  part  of  going  to 
church.  I  was  a  wild  girl.  I 
wanted  to  live  while  I 
could — drugs,  boys,  you  name  it. 
But  that  kind  of  life  was 
meaningless. 

Then  Aunt  Clara  died  of 
cancer.  She  really  cared  about 
me,  and  I  was  devastated  by 
her  death,  guilty  about  all  the 
trouble  I  caused  her.  After  her 
funeral,  I  realized  I  was  alone  in 
the  world.  I  really  freaked.  I 
took  a  lot  of  acid.  One  night  I 
went  up  on  the  roof  of  the 
cheap  hotel  I  had  moved  into.  I 
was  going  to  jump." 

"But  you  didn't  obviously.  Did 
someone  stop  you?" 

"Yes.  He  did.  I  really  believe 
that  I  saw  the  face  of  God.  I 
didn't  want  to  die.  So  I  promised 
to  serve  Him." 

"That's  a  heavy  experience." 

"Yes,"  she  said.  "But  He 
saved  my  life.  I  didn't  have 
anyone  left  in  the  world.  But 
I  had  Christ— and  somehow  that 
was  enough." 

I  felt  an  attraction  to  Sharon 
that  I  had  never  felt  for  any 
girl  before. 

"I'd  like  to  invite  you  to  go 
to  church,  Steve." 

"I  work  all  day  Sunday." 

"There's  an  evening  service." 

"The  roof  would  probably 
fall  in.  I  haven't  been  to  church 
in  years.  Besides,  you  just 


want  to  save  me,  right?  Sharon, 
I'll  be  honest,  I  like  you. 
You're  a  very  good-looking  girl. 
I've  felt  funny  since  I  first 
saw  you.  I  think  I'm  in  love,  if 
that's  possible  at  first  sight." 

"I  usually  date  Christian  boys." 

"Like  Paul?"  I  said. 

"You're  angry.  Don't  be.  I  like 
you,  too,  really." 

"Then  I'll  go  with  you  to 
church." 

At  night  I  didn't  sleep  well. 
All  I  could  think  about  was 
Sharon.  What  was  wrong  with 
me?  I  could  have  other  girls, 
if  I  wanted  them. 

When  I  went  to  church  with 
Sharon  I  don't  know  what  I 
expected.  But  I  found  other 
young  people  who  were  into 
Christian  music,  the  Bible,  and 
helping  people. 

It  took  a  long  time  for  me 
to  change  because  I  prided 
myself  on  how  rational  I  was. 
A  man  of  the  world  at  twenty. 
Accepting  the  resurrection  of 
Christ  was  the  real  turning  point. 
I  wrestled  with  that  idea,  and 
became  convinced  that  Christ 
had  risen  from  the  dead. 
Eventually  I  became  a  true 
Christian. 

When  I  asked  Sharon  to 
marry  me,  I  already  knew  her 
answer.  It's  not  easy  being  a 
Christian  in  today's  world.  But 
once  you  make  Christ  the  center 
of  your  life,  there's  peace  and 
joy  in  living.  □ 
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Derek  believes  the 

most  exciting  thing 

about  being  a  Christian 

is  knowing  that  there 

is  something  to  look 

foward  to  in  life. 


DEREK  HUTCHINS,  a  junior  at  Benton  Community  High  School 
in  Illinois,  breaks  the  stereotypes  which  he  feels  many  people  have 
of  Christians.  "People  think  that  being  a  Christian  means  you 
don't  go  out  on  weekends,  and  that  you're  not  into  sports,"  Derek 
said. 

"I  like  to  go  out  on  weekends,"  said  Derek,  who  also  plays 
intramural  basketball  in  the  winter. 

Derek  believes  the  most  exciting  thing  about  being  a  Christian  is 
knowing  that  there  is  something  to  look  forward  to  in  life.  "I 
know  that  there  is  life  after  death,"  Derek  said.  "Christ  did  live  and 
He  did  die  for  our  sins.  He  is  coming  back,  too." 

Derek  said  that  he  has  been  taught  a  view  of  history  since  he  was 
in  the  fifth  grade  which  doesn't  fit  with  what  the  Bible  records. 
He  has  been  taught  that  man  evolved  from  animals,  but  he  doesn't 
agree  with  the  idea.  "God  made  man  and  animals.  But  they  are 
different,"  Derek  said.  "One  biology  teacher  told  us  that  he 

personally  believed  in  'Genesis'  but  taught  us  the  theory 
of  evolution  because,  'they  told  me  to  teach  this 
way.'  "  Derek  feels  that  schools  should  present  the 
evidence  for  creation  along  with  evolution. 

Derek  said  he  discovered  the  meaning  of  being  a 
Christian  by  being  with  young  people  at  a  Church  of 
God  camp  in  Benton  six  years  ago.  "They  praised  God  for 
things  in  their  lives,"  Derek  remembers.  "They  really 
seemed  happy." 

Derek  is  now  active  in  the  Church  of  God  on 
McLeansboro  Street  in  Benton.  He  is  captain  for  the 
church  bus  which  brings  children  to  Sunday  school 
each  week.  Through  the  work  of  Derek  and  others,  the 
size  of  the  bus  ministry  has  grown  from  twenty  to 
forty-two  children. 

Derek  said  that  a  life  of  drinking  and  drugs  never 
appealed  to  him.  "It  takes  more  of  a  man  to  say  No  than 
to  say  Yes  if  they  offer  you  a  drink,"  he  said.  "It 
didn't  seem  to  me  as  a  great  way  to  live. 
"The  guy  who  sells  drugs  is  real  nice,  but  he  can  turn  on  you," 
Derek  said.  "But  the  people  in  church  don't  turn  on  you.  They 
are  always  right  there  with  you.  God  is  there  too — He's  never  too 
busy,"  Derek  said. 

Derek  prays  for  help  with  his  schoolwork.  "Sometimes  I  just  can't 
study  and  I  pray,  'Lord,  help  me.'  After  awhile  it  just  comes 
naturally." 

Derek's  favorite  subject  is  algebra  because  he  says  he  is 
always  learning  something  new.  He  joined  the  math  club  this  year 
and  hopes  to  learn  to  program  a  computer.  After  graduation, 
Derek  would  like  to  attend  the  University  of  Illinois  and  study  either 
computer  programming  or  chemical  engineering.  Q 
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SUrWLCWER 

Continued  from  page  17 

Jerry  Post  turned  and  grinned. 
"Don't  worry,  Sunflower,"  he 
said.  "If  I  get  in  trouble,  I'll 
holler  for  help.  I  know  a 
super  swimmer  like  you  will  be 
able  to  save  me." 

Sunflower  had  never  been  so 
worked  up  before.  "Please," 
he  said.  The  boys  just  laughed 
and  splashed  right  in. 

Like  I  said,  Sunflower  seemed 
to  understand  things  the  rest 
of  us  couldn't.  He  must  have 
known  what  was  going  to 
happen.  He  sat  down  right  there 
on  the  sand  and  watched.  The 
rest  of  us  shook  our  heads  and 
went  back  to  what  we'd  been 
doing. 

When  we  heard  the  shouts, 
they  sounded  faint  and  far  away. 
Four  of  the  six  boys  had 
made  it  to  the  far  bank.  The 
other  two,  Jerry  Post  and 
Dean  Slater,  were  in  big  trouble. 
By  the  time  we  knew  what 
was  happening,  Sunflower  was 
halfway  to  them. 

Stan  Howard  and  I  ran  into 
the  water  and  started 
swimming.  We  had  hardly  gotten 
anywhere  when  Sunflower 
came  swimming  toward  us, 
towing  Dean  Slater,  who  was 
unconscious.  It  was  all  Stan  and 
I  could  do  to  get  Dean  back 
to  shallow  water.  Fortunately,  a 
couple  of  fellows  had  presence 
of  mind  enough  to  drag  out  an 
old  rowboat.  I  climbed  into  it 
with  them  while  the  others  took 
Dean  ashore  and  started 
mouth-to-mouth. 

Sunflower  had  his  hands  full 
with  Jerry  Post.  Jerry  was 
struggling  for  all  he  was 
worth.  Finally  Sunflower  got 
behind  Jerry  and  locked  onto 


a  handful  of  hair.  He  swam 
toward  us  and  we  hauled 
Jerry  into  the  boat,  nearly 
capsizing  in  the  process. 

Meantime,  the  four  on  the  far 
shore  had  started  back  out  to 
help.  Seeing  Jerry  safe  in  the 
boat,  they  turned  around. 

Sunflower  watched  them.  "You 
get  Jerry  back  to  shore,"  he 
said.  "I'll  swim  on  across  just  to 
make  sure  those  guys  make  it 
back  all  right." 

That  was  the  last  time  we 
saw  him.  Those  were  Sunflower's 
last  words.  He  never  even 
cried  for  help;  or,  at  least,  no 
one  heard  him.  When  we  got 
the  boat  ashore,  we  looked  back 
across  the  water.  The  other 
four  were  on  the  far  bank 
looking  at  us. 

"Where's  Sunflower?"  I 
shouted. 

Our  only  answer  was  that  flat 
expanse  of  water.  Sunflower 
had  slipped  beneath  it  and  never 
came  up.  None  of  us  had 
even  noticed.  A  team  of  divers 
from  the  sheriffs  department 
pulled  his  body  from  the  water 
later  that  afternoon. 

Dean  and  Jerry  were  still 
coughing  two  day  later,  but 
they  were  also  breathing. 
Breathing  was  hard  and 
painful,  Jerry  told  me,  because 
he  felt  he  had  to  breathe  for 
two  people;  and,  when  he  told 
someone  what  happened  that 
day,  he  said  it  was  a  fellow 
named  Brian  who  saved  him. 

Today  when  I  see  a  stand  of 
sunflowers,  I  also  see  a  tall, 
skinny  kid  in  the  middle  of 
them.  He  just  won't  go  away. 
Maybe  his  name  isn't  something 
you  have  to  remember.  But 
Sunflower — he's  someone  we 77 
never  forget.  □ 
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Peoce  Codets 
Peocemokers 


Peoce  Codets 


Peocemokers 


Teen 

Voung  Teen 
Preteen 
Junior 
West 


by  W.  fl.  DflVI/ 


CAMP 

AGCS 

DATC 

SPCAKCR 

) 

Generol 

8-18 

July   13-18 

Joe  Muncu 

a 

Informotlon  Unavailable 

seu 

Information  Unavolloble 

xlco 

Teen 
Junior 

13-19 
7-12 

July  27-31 
August  3-7 

Jomes  A.  Jones 
Dean  McAllster 

k 

Information  Unavailable 

k  City 

General 

8-19 

August  3-7 

Perry  F.  Stone,  Jr. 

irollna 
srn) 

Peacemakers 

Peoce  Codets 
Peoceflnders 
Pembroke  Day  Camp 

13-19 

10-12 
7-9 
8-14 

June   15-19 

June  22-26 
Julu   13-17 
July  27-31 

Cost  Coast  Bible  College 

representative 
lorry  Busby 
Paul  and  Condy  Tedder 

Apoche  Junior 
Novajo  Junior 
Navajo  Senior 


8-11 

12-up 


June   15-19 
June  22-26 

July   13-17 


July  27-31 


Andreiu  Blockmon 
Sammy  Oiedlne  and 

Covenant  Singers 
Aunt  Brendo  and  the 

Teaching  Clown 

"Morrle" 
Jim  and  Lola  Breujer 


id  South 
a 

Junior 
Senior 

7 
13 

12 
19 

August  3-7 
August   10-14 

Kothy  Homon 
Randy  Homon 

New 
id 

Senior 
Junior 

12 
7 

19 
12 

June  22-27 
July  20-24 

Don  Rheln 
UJoyne  LUIcker 

Ohio 

Senior 
Junior 

13 
8 

19 
12 

June  8-12 

July   13-17 

l  Ohio 

Peocemokers 
Voung  Peacemakers 
Peace  Codets 
Peoceflnders 

15 

13 

10 

7 

19 
14 
12 
9 

June  8-12 
June   15-19 
July   13-17 
July  20-24 

UJoymon  Miller 

Tony  Copps 

Curtis  and  Alice  Akers 

Randall  and  Cheryl  Bailey 

no 

Junior 
Teen 

7 
13 

12 
19 

June  29-July  3 
July  6-10 

Kathy  Homon 
Rondy  Homon 

Teen 
Junior 

13 
7 

19 
12 

June   15-19 
June  22-26 

Roy  Dawson 

(to  be  announced) 

/on  la 

Peoceflnders 
Peace  Codets 
Peacemakers 

8 

12 
15 

11 

14 
18 

July    13-18 
July  20-25 
July  27-August  1 

Jeanne  Varner 
Jerry  Tow 
Stephen  Conn 

orollno 

Single's  Retreat 
Peacemakers 
Peace  Codets 
Peoceflnders 

18-30 

13-17 

10-12 

7-9 

June  3-6 
June  8-12 
June  15-19 
June  22-26 

Ron  Harvard 
Terry  Hart 
Jerry  Voung 
Dove  Cbel 

n  New 
nd 

Senior 
Junior 

13-19 
9-12 

July  27-31 
July  27-31 

Sammy  Oxendlne 
Cost  Coost  Bible  College 
representative 

15-up 

June  8-12 

Sammy  Oiendlne 

12-14 

June  29-July  3 

(to  be  announced) 

10-11 

July  6-10 

Rochoel  Qulnley 

7-9 

July   13-17 

T.  Dovld  Sustar 

7-19 

July  20-24 

Nelgel  and  Peggy 
Scarborough 

Senior 
Voung  Teen 
Preteen 
Junior 
Mohawk 

16-20 

13-15 

10-12 

7-9 

8-12 

June   1-5 
June  22-26 
June  29-July  3 
July  6-10 
June  22-26 

Billy  J.  O'Neal 
Gory  Tygort 
Doug  Anderson 
Bob  Proctor  Family 

Senior  High 
Senior 
Junior 
Primary 

15-19 

13-14 

10-12 

7-9 

June  15-19 
July   13-17 
July  20-24 
July  27-31 

UJ.  C.  Ratchford,  Jr. 
Jimmy  Smith 
Jesse  Farley 
Donnle  Sanders 

gton 

Senior 
Junior 

13-19 
7-12 

July   13-17 
July  20-24 

Von  Matthews 
Brendo  Livingston 

Irglnlo 

Senior 

Intermediate 

Junior 

14-19 

11-13 

8-10 

July  20-25 

July  27-August  1 

August  3-8 

Bob  Scrogglns 
Richard  Ussery 
Randy  ond  Terry  Delp 

!ln 

Informotlon  Unovolloble 

Conodo 

Generol 

7-19 

August   17-22 

lorry  McDanlel 

jnodo                      Vouth 

8-16 

July  20-24 

Jerold  Daniels  and 
Cheryl  Ulrlch 

Junior 

8-12 

August  3-7 

Cheryl  Busse 

Vouth 

8-16 

August   17-21 

Clmer  Dueck  and 
Donna  Vakubowskl 

Vouth 

15-22 

July  9-13 

(to  be  announced) 

Family 

4-up 

July  28-August   1 

lorry  Tlmmermon 

m                            Vouth 

12-up 

August   17-22 

Humberto  Alforo 

Vouth 

12-up 

August  24-29 

Hector  A   Chleso 

6-14 

June   1  -5 

Terry  Goodln 

6-12 

July  6-10 

Mike  Moye 

13-19 

July  13-17 

Roy  Darby 
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PR€PRRRTION 

Counselors  ond  staff  hove  been 
on  the  site  a  day  and  o  half 
now  .  .  .  studying,  praying,  and 
preparing  for  the  arrival  of  the 
campers. 

ANTICIPATION 

Bright  welcome  signs  are  up, 
name  tags  ready — here  comes 
the  first  church  van.  Hear  the 
laughter  and  singing — the 
campers  are  coming,  the  campers 
are  coming. 

FELLOWSHIP 

Meet  the  campers.  Get 
acquainted  with  the  leaders,  the 
followers,  the  loud  ones,  the 
quiet  ones. 

Live  with  them  a  week.  Cat 
with  them.  Swim  with  them.  Sing 
with  them.  Listen  to  them.  Pray 
with  them.  UUatch  them  mature. 

€XCIT€M€NT 

Applauding  Mr.  and  Miss  Vouth 
Camp!  exchanging  addresses! 
Reading  the  camp  newspaper! 
Crying!  Saying  goodbye! 

LUhere  did  the  time  go? 

R€FL€CT!ON 

Thank  Vou,  Lord,  for  youth 
camp.  It's  a  ministry.  Thank  Vou 
for  every  soul  saved,  for  every 
commitment  made.  8e  with 
every  camper  as  they  return 
home.  Please,  Lord,  give  them 
overcoming  strength,  fl  lot  of 
them  ore  going  bock  to 
unsaved  parents.  Others  to 
broken  homes.  Keep  them, 
Lord,  and  help  them  win  their 
moms  and  dads. 

COMMITMENT 
Pray  for  the 
nearly  thirty 
thousand  young 
people  and 
counselors  who 
will  experi- 
^ri|  mk     I  ence  camp  this 

^T     A       I  summer. 
K&  ;  M  Vouth  camp 

¥&}■■  ML  I  is  a  ministry.  D 
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City  of 
Abraham 

Continued  from  page  15 
el-Maqayyar — dominated  the 
city  of  Ur  that  Abraham  knew 
as  a  child.  Ziggurats — the 
name  means  "pinnacle" — were 
being  built  in  Mesopotamia 
long  before  the  pyramids  were 
erected  in  Egypt.  Woolley 
described  them:  "In  form  the 
ziggurat  is  a  stepped-up 
pyramid  having  3  stages.  .  .  . 
The  core  is  of  mud  and  brick.  .  .  . 
The  lowest  stage  (of  the 
one  at  Ur)  is  well-preserved, 
measures  at  ground  level  a  little 
more  than  200  feet  in  length 
by  150  feet  in  width  and  is 
about  50-feet  high;  from  this 
rose  the  upper  stages,  each 
smaller  than  the  one  below, 
leaving  broad  passages  along  the 
main  sides  and  wider  terraces 
at  either  end;  on  the  topmost 
stage  stood  the  little 
one-roomed  shrine  to  the 
moon-god,  the  most  sacred 
building  in  Ur,  for  whose  setting 
the  whole  of  this  vast 
substructure  had  been  planned. 

"On  three  sides  the  walls 
rose  sheer  to  the  level  of  the 
first  terrace.  .  .  .  Three  brick 
stairways,  each  of  a  hundred 
steps,  led  upwards"  (Leonard 
Woolley,  Excavations  at  Ur). 

These  steps  led  to  the 
shrine.  (It  has  been  suggested 
that  when  Jacob  dreamed  of  a 
ladder  which  reached  heaven 
[Genesis  28:121,  his 
subconscious  mind  may  have 
remembered  tales  about  the 
ziggurat  which  his  grandfather 
had  told  him.  At  least  the 
word  for  staircase  and  ladder  is 
the  same!; 

Woolley  was  intrigued  with  the 
ziggurat;  but  he  was  also 


concerned  with  several  nearby 
mounds.  Could  it  be  that  they 
covered  the  ruins  of  Ur?  Early 
in  1923,  he  and  his  men 
opened  a  mound  just  east  of  the 
ziggurat.  With  similar 
excitement  to  that  of  Moses 
when  he  witnessed  the  burning 
bush,  they  began  to  probe  the 
soil.  But  each  day  ended  in 
disappointment.  In  the  spring  of 
1929,  however,  they  began  to 
be  rewarded  with  significant 
discoveries.  The  first  of  these 
was  a  series  of  five  temples,  the 
largest  of  which  was  300  by 
180  feet  in  size. 

This  largest  temple  had 
been  dedicated  to  the  moon-god. 
The  entire  area  was  amazingly 
complete.  Old  fountains  and 
water  troughs  were  still  intact, 
as  were  ovens  and  kitchens 
where  sacrificial  animals  were 
prepared.  Ecstatically,  Woolley 
wrote,  "After  thirty-eight 
thousand  years  we  were  able  to 
light  a  fire  again  and  put  into 
commission  once  more  the  oldest 
kitchen  in  the  world." 

Further  excavation  revealed 
thirteen  and  fourteen-roomed 
villas  in  which  the  ground  floor 
was  of  burned  brick  and  the 
upper  story  of  sun-dried  brick. 
There  were  stone  staircases, 
inside  lavatories,  beautiful 
mosaics,  exquisite  jugs,  vases, 
and  small  tablets.  Signs  of  a 
significant  civilization  were  all 
about. 

A  workshop  was  unearthed 
where  twelve  kinds  of  cloth  was 
once  manufactured.  They  even 
found  lists  of  names  of  girls  who 
had  worked  there.  But  that 
was  not  all.  Quotas  of  wool  were 
also  noted  as  well  as  the 
production  of  each  worker! 

The  discovery  of  Ur  showed 
that  Abraham  was  not  an 
illiterate  nomad;  but  rather  a 
sophisticated  person  used  to 


luxuries  unknown  in  Babylon 
a  millenium  and  a  half  later. 
Nevertheless,  it  was  also 
learned  that  the  inhabitants  of 
Ur  were  confirmed  idolators, 
and  that  they  even  indulged  in 
human  sacrifices.  Indeed,  when 
their  kings  died,  it  was  required 
that  their  courtiers  perish  with 
them.  Evidence  of  this  was 
clearly  evident  to  Woolley  by 
the  remains  of  bodies  in  the 
circled  tombs. 

It  was  because  of  this 
background,  together  with  the 
call  of  the  Lord,  that  Abraham, 
along  with  his  father,  wife, 
and  other  family  members  left 
this  ancient  city  of  the  past.  D 

ART  IN  THE 

CHURCH 

Continued  from  page  13 

then  these  aspects  of  humanity 

are  also  worthy  of  artistic 

expression. 

Christianity  embraces  the 
totality  of  life:  therefore, 
Christian  art  should  encompass 
all  elements  of  human 
existence.  To  experience  Christ  is 
to  know  absolute  freedom  and 
unlimited  potential.  This  opens 
the  door  to  a  universe  of 
creative  opportunity  for  the 
Christian  artist.  It  is  the  true 
artist  who  can  explore  the  sky 
with  confidence  and  capture  a 
cloud  for  the  earthbound  masses. 
As  Schaeffer  put  it,  "The 
Christian  is  the  one  whose 
imagination  should  fly  beyond 
the  stars." 

It  is  a  beautiful  thought, 
although  one  admittedly  difficult 
to  realize  with  clipped  wings.  [ 

Dan  Stone,  a  June  graduate 
of  Lee  College,  is  the  son  of 
the  Reverend  J.  W.  Stone, 
pastor  of  the  Church  of  God, 
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Woodbridge,  Virginia.  While  at 
Lee  he  edited  Omnibus  and 
maintained  a  3.9  grade  point 
average.  He  plans  to  continue 
graduate  work  in  the  field  of 
psychology.  He  is  also 
free-lancing  as  a  writer.  While 
not  necessarily  agreeing  with  all 
of  Mr.  Stone's  conclusions, 
the  Lighted  Pathway  feels  his 
thoughts  on  this  subject  are 
well  worthy  of  consideration.  □ 

BOOKS 

Tracking  Those  Incredible  Dino- 
saurs (And  the  People  Who  Knew 

Them),  by  John  Morris,  is  an  effort  to 
document  that  human  footprints  and  the 
tracks  of  dinosaurs  have  been  found 
together — fossilized  in  the  same  layer  of 
limestone  near  Glen  Rose,  Texas. 

If  the  Glen  Rose  discovery  is  genuine, 
and  if  Dr.  Morris'  argument  proves  correct, 
it  can  only  mean  that  man  and  dinosaur 
lived  at  the  same  time  and  in  the  same 
place  and  that  the  evolutionary  timetable 
needs  revising  of  the  first  order.  The  book 
has  238  pages,  with  photographs,  and  is 
quite  readable.  Creation  Life  Publishers, 
P.O.  Box  15666,  San  Diego,  CA  92115.  □ 

The  Resurrection  Factor,  by  Josh 

McDowell,  can  bring  new  conviction,  fresh 
purpose  and  extraordinary  joy  to  your  life. 
Josh  McDowell  has  spent  hundreds  of 
hours  over  thirteen  years  combing  the  an- 
nals of  history.  Here  is  comprehensive  and 
compelling  evidence.  You'll  discover  the 
following: 

*  What  authenticates  the  truth  of  any 
historical  event. 

*  The  extreme  security  precautions  taken 
at  the  tomb  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 

*  The  historical  evidence  that  a  super- 
natural event  emptied  the  tomb. 

*  How  to  answer  the  theories  advanced 
by  skeptics  to  explain  away  the  empty 
tomb. 

*  The  incredible  implications  of  the  Res- 
urrection to  maximum  life  in  the  twentieth 
century.  Here's  Life  Publishers,  Inc.,  P.O. 
Box  1576,  San  Bernardino,  CA  92402.  □ 

Sanity  in  the  Summertime,  by  Linda 

Dillow  and  Claudia  Arp.  Advice  to  mothers 
from  mothers  on  how  to  enjoy  a  happy, 
productive  summer.  This  book  won't  galher 


dust  on  your  bookshelf.  You  will  refer  to  it 
many  times  as  you  learn  how  to  enjoy  a 
sane,  happy,  productive  summer  through 
prayer,  planning,  and  perseverance. 

Chock-full  of  activities,  games,  recipes, 
and  challenges,  Sanity  in  the  Summertime 
is  a  lightheaded,  yet  goal-oriented,  step-by- 
step  guide  for  enriching  and  strengthening 
relationships  with  your  children  (from 
preschooler  through  teenager)  and  your 
husband.  Also  included  are  tips  for  Mom's 
personal  growth. 

Children's  Day,  "Just  Me  and  Mom"  Time, 
Triumphant  Traveling,  Sharing  Our  Sonshine, 
Summer  Dates  With  Dad,  and  Mom's  Day 
are  just  a  sampling  of  the  many  rewarding, 
realistic  ideas  in  this  practical  how-to  hand- 
book of  Christian  family  life.  Thomas  Nel- 
son Publishers,  P.O.  Box  946,  Nashville, 
TN  37203.  □ 

He  Who  Thinks  Has  to  Believe, 

by  A.  E.  Wilder-Smith  explores  the  marvel- 
ous process  of  reasoning  and  drawing  log- 
ical conclusions,  with  the  result  that  anyone 
who  uses  these  natural  abilities  of  the  mind 
properly  .  .  .  must  arrive  at  the  conclusion 
that  there  is  a  Creator-God.  Written  in  the 
intriguing  style  of  C.  S.  Lewis. 

Dr.  A.  E.  Wilder-Smith,  author  of  the 
European  best-seller  Why  Does  God  Allow 
It?  (over  one-half  million  sold),  is  one  of 
the  outstanding  scientists  of  Europe.  He 
has  three  earned  doctorates  (in  organic 
chemistry,  chemotherapy,  and  pharmacol- 
ogy) and  has  held  many  distinguished  ac- 
ademic positions  in  America  and  Europe. 
He  has  authored  over  sixty  scientific  books 
and  publications.  Dr.  Wilder-Smith  is  also  a 
specialist  in  problems  of  alcoholism  and 
drug  addiction.  He  is  a  fascinating  and 
convincing  author  whose  book  sales  in 
Europe  are  approaching  one  million  copies. 
Master  Books,  P.O.  Box  15666,  San  Diego, 
CA  92115.  □ 


PEWS  REFINISHED 

Completely  stripped,  sanded,  and 
refinished  as  good  or  better  than  new. 
All  workmanship  and  materials  guar- 
anteed. Will  do  sample  to  insure  satis- 
faction. 

Pick-up  and  delivery  anywhere  in 
N.C.,  S.C.,  and  VA.  For  complete  de- 
tails and  price  write: 

McKenzie  Enterprises 

P.O.  Box  149 

Hoffman,  NC  28347 
or  call  collect:  (919)  281-4543 


Church  Pews,  Inc. 

2250  Hwy  43  N 

Grove  Hill,  Ala.  36451 

205-275-3101 

Complete  Line     •     Solid  Wood 


BAPTISMAL 
POOLS 

FIBERGLASS 
IIL'RCH  PRODLCTS 

5)   875-0679 
351  1    HIXSON  PIKE.  CHATTANOOGA,  TN  37415 


SALES  AND  RENTALS: 

GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  Complete 

information  write: 

VALDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

P.  O.  Box  248,  Valdosta,  Georgia  31601 
Phone:  242-0730 


RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  -  CARDS 
NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH  CLOTHS 
Ask    for   our    FREE    Catalog 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer    E 
Madison,    Tenn.    37115 


BUILD 
BUILD 
BUILD 


CHURCHES 

designed,  built   and 
lumisned  on  your  lot   average 
price  S34  sq    ft   We  design  tor 

sealing  130  lo  1600 
(Not  prefadncaledl 


Includes   Masonry  and  wood  construction,  social  area 

offices  classrooms,  nursery,  choir  robe  rooms  baptistry 

steeple  carpet  and  Sanctuary  with  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 

Steel  or  masonry  trom  520/sq  ft 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  PLANNING 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


Write  or  call  tor  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803}  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 

~m  rJbRTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS 


tKlf1*      P.O.  Box  591 
IINVs.    Taylors.  SC  29687 


Over  100  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 
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Emphasize 
formality. 


V-  w^~'  Condolences? 


Use  "thee's"  and 
"thou's,"  "-est's"  and 
"-eth's."  The  more  un- 
natural the  language,  the 
better  it  is.  Use  anything 
that  deadens  the  buzz  of 
living  conversation. 


Omit  praise. 


If  He  doesn't  know  you 
love  Him  without  your 
saying  it,  it  isn't  worth 
mentioning. 


Writer/Artist 

LARRY  E. 

Neagle 


How  to  Have 

MEANINGLESS 
DEVOTIONS 

Never  commit  Forget  about 

to  a  definite  plan.     Avoid  scripture,      confession. 


Be  versatile.  Be  creative. 
Be  free.  Who  knows 
what  beauty  such  an 
unstructured  approach 
might  bring. 


Give  only 
lukewarm  thanks. 


Focus  on  general 
categories —  like  food, 
shelter,  family,  friends. 
Avoid  the  specifics — 
like  your  oatmeal,  your 
room,  your  particular 
and  peculiar  paients, 
your  special  friend 
who  knows  but  won't  tell. 

©1981 


Or  at  best,  use  it 
sparingly.  Focus  on  the 
part  you  can't 
understand.  Then  you 
won't  have  to  worry 
about  the  part  you  do. 


Skip  praying 
for  others. 


Instead  pray  exclusively 
for  yourself.  After  all, 
no  one  knows  you — what 
you  need,  and,  more 
importantly,  what  you 
want — like  you  do. 
Besides,  can  you  trust 
someone  else  to  pray 
for  you  right? 


It  may  be  good  for  the 
soul,  but  it's  bad  for  th 
reputation.  Besides, 
what  He  doesn't  know 
won't  hurt  Him. 


Never  listen. 


(£\«££*<G  V 


Speak  your  peace  and 
rush  away  lest,  horror 
horrors,  He  should 
really  answer. 


Editor  ial/Hoyt  e.  stone 


DEFINITION 

A  state  of  dullness,  tedium, 
monotony;  as  opposed  to 
excitement,  interest,  and 
enthusiasm. 

SYMPTOMS 

1.  In  children — anger, 
fault-finding,  irritableness, 
laziness,  and  a  penchant  for 
leaving  roller  skates  and  bicycles 
in  the  driveway. 

2.  In  teens — criticism,  lethargy, 
a  tendency  to  sleep  late,  to 

be  deaf,  to  stare  blankly  into 
space. 

3.  In  adults — much  talk  about 
vacation,  boats,  trailers, 
camping,  or  a  trip  to 
Yellowstone;  coupled  with 
observations  that  the  pastor 
seems  to  have  run  out  of 
sermon  topics. 

DANGER  PERIOD 

Highly  infectious  year-round, 
especially  through  direct 
contact,  but  overly  pronounced 
during  the  months  of  June, 
July,  and  August. 

DESTRUCTIVENESS 

— Causes  church  leaders  to 
curtail  innovative  and  exciting 
worship  activities. 


— Sends  people  to  beaches 
or  to  the  mountains  or  to  any  of 
thousands  of  other  "idols" 
such  as  Disney  World  or  Kings 
Island,  where  they  pay 
homage  to  the  god  of 
entertainment  rather  than 
rendering  honor  and  praise  to 
God  Jehovah. 

— Makes  the  supercilious  all 
the  more  haughty  and  proud, 
especially  if  they  have  not  the 
financial  means  nor  the 
opportunity  to  go  themselves. 

— Creates  dissension  within 
the  body  of  Christ — leaders 
blaming  laymen  and  laymen 
leaders — each  so  occupied  by 
discord  that  the  real  culprit 
goes  unnamed. 

— Blinds  each  and  all  to  the 

fPto  CHURCH 

Folks  just  sit  there... 
Immobile... 
Eyes  glazed... 
Listening  to  the  drone 
of  a  preacher. 
They  think  of  beach,  park,  or 

mountain  hideaway: 
Their  concept  of  heaven. 


H   Armstrong  Roberts  Photo 


Lord's  first  concern,  the  harvest 
(Matthew  9:37,  38). 

ANTIDOTES 

First.  Visit  with  the  Great 
Physician — you  need  not  call  at 
His  office  or  make  an 
advance  appointment — He  makes 
house  calls  by  invitation  and 
will  always  listen. 

Second.  Check  God's 
Manual  for  Good  Health,  the 
Bible;  you  aren't  excused  for 
being  duped  through  secondhand 
instruction  or  false 
prescriptions. 

Third.  Concentrate  on  the 
promises,  noting  what  God  has 
done  already  (Ephesians  1:3, 
4),  what  He  is  in  the  process  of 
doing  (Ephesians  1 :7-9),  and 
what  He  plans  for  the  future 
(Ephesians  1:10-12). 

Fourth.  Let  every  beat  of  your 
heart,  every  pulse  of  your 
brain,  every  word  of  your  mouth, 
every  act  of  your  being  be 
praise  to  Almighty  God:  He 
loves  just  that  explicitly  and 
no  man  or  woman  can  retain 
this  consciousness  and  be 
bored  with  life. 

Hallelujah!  □, 
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District  Conferences  on  the  Holy  Spirit 

MONDAY  NIGHT 
V  JUNE  8 


Study  Classes- 
7:00-7:45  p.m. 
7:45-8:30  p.m. 

Holy  Ghost  Rally 
8:30-9:30  p.m. 


IN  PERSPECTIVE 

"The  Church  of  God 

holds  the  distinction  of  being  the  first  known 
group  in  the  United  Stotes  upon  whom 
the  Spirit  fell  in  apostolic  fullness, 
and  it  is  our  desire  to  maintain  this 
Pentecostal  distinctive  " 

'•■/  Ray  H.  Hughes, 

General  Overseer, 
Church  of  God 


The  Enabling  Power  of  the  Holy  Spirit 

The  Fruit  of  the  Spirit  in  the  Life  of  the  Believer 

The  Gifts  of  the  Spirit  in  Operation 

The  Purpose  of  Speaking  in  Tongues 

The  Order  of  Speaking  in  Tongues  and  Interpretation 

How  to  Receive  the  Baptism  in  the  Holy  Ghost 
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I  put  down  the  beautiful  book, 

A  classic, 

And  said, 

"Father,   teach   me    to   pour    deep 
truths  onto  paper  and  to  fill 
eager  minds  with  fancy." 

He  said  nothing. 

Applauding  a  bright  voice  which 
had  melted  the  hearts  of  millions, 

I  said, 

"Father,  teach  me  to  sing  sterling 
sounds  and  to  tap  the  tears  of 
listening  souls." 

He  said  nothing. 

I  clutched  my  friend's  hand  at  the 
sting  from  a  flaming  pulpit, 

And  I  said, 

"Father,  teach  me  to  nail  wicked 
thoughts  to  a  tree  and  to  draw 
sin's  knees  to  a  purging  altar." 

Still,  He  said  nothing. 

I  brushed  the  tear  from  my  eye, 
Reached  both  arms  toward  heaven, 
And  said, 
"Father,  teach  me  to  see,  to  hear, 

to  bend,  to  wait,  to  pray  ..." 
He  took  my  hand. 
Together  we  stepped  toward  a  new 

frontier. 

— Dan  Stone 
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Feature 


OUT  OF  DARKNESS 


It  was  February  of  1972. 
Nineteen-year-old  Ken  Cox 
went  about  his  duties  at 
Chambers'  Music  Store  in 
Chattanooga  without  the  slightest 
hint  something  miraculous  was 
about  to  happen  in  his  life. 

Business  limped  along  in  the 
wake  of  Christmas.  For  this 
reason,  Ken  felt  free  to  give 
special  attention  to  some  young 
musicians  who  came  into  the 
store  and  asked  questions  about 
sound  equipment.  Neatly 
dressed  young  men,  Ken  now 
remembers.  What  impressed 
him  most  was  their  knowledge  of 
quality  equipment.  Nothing 
cheap  .  .  .  nothing  of  poor  sound 
quality  .  .  .  for  the  Brooks 
Christian  Singers. 

"What  kind  of  singing  do 
you  fellows  do?"  Ken  asked. 

"We  sing  gospel,"  one 
answered.  "Contemporary 
gospel." 

Today,  nine  years  later,  all 
Ken  Cox  can  say  about  that 
statement  is,  "The  kid  just  about 
blew  my  mind!  He  used  terms 
which  didn't  make  sense  to  me." 

Ken  was  a  musician  himself. 
Hard  rock.  His  music  interests 
had  blossomed  in  the  fourth 
grade  when  he  heard  the  Beatles 
for  the  first  time.  As  a  sixth 
grader  he  mowed  lawns  and 
worked  all  summer  to  get 


The  Ken  Cox  Story 


money  for  the  purchase  of  a 
bass  guitar.  While  still  in  the 
seventh  grade,  Ken  organized  his 
first  rock  band  and  became 
totally  wrapped  up  in  music. 

Ken's  love  affair  with  music, 
especially  hard  rock,  continued 
through  high  school.  He  had  his 
own  band  and  was  in  demand 
locally.  For  Ken  the  music  store 
was  a  poor  but  temporary 
substitute  for  his  dream  of  the 


Ken  was  a  musician 
himself.  Hard  rock.  As  a 
sixth  grader  he  mowed 
lawns  and  worked  all 
summer  to  get  money  for 
the  purchase  of  a  bass 
guitar. 


Tim  Barber  Photos 


big  time  in  a  world  of 
screaming  guitars  and  rhythmic 
beat. 

One  must  understand,  too,  that 
Ken's  concept  of  Christianity 
differed  from  what  one  finds  in 
traditional  Pentecostal  circles. 
Reared  in  a  Presbyterian  church, 
where  people  were  socially 
oriented,  Ken  had  been 
confirmed  at  age  twelve.  He 
had  subsequently  become  a 
member  of  the  church  and  would 

(Photos,  clockwise)  Ken  Cox,  School 

Administrator.  Child  with  Christian  flag. 

Study  modules.  Picture  of  the  open 

classroom  where  the  Lee  Highway 

Christian  Academy  conducts  most  of  its 

classes. 
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Classroom  scenes  with  Reverend  Mike  Chapman,  pastor  of  the  Lee  Highway 
Church  of  God,  where  Ken  Cox  works. 


Ken  Cox 


have  told  anyone,  had  he  been 
asked,  that  he  believed  Jesus 
Christ  was  Savior  of  the  world. 

Ken's  faith  was  head 
knowledge,  a  fact  of  history. 
Nothing  more.  Christianity  had 
no  more  effect  on  his  life  or  on 
his  personal  habits  than 
believing  George  Washington  had 
fought  at  Valley  Forge.  Where 
Ken  went  to  church,  people  sang 
quiet,  slow  church  hymns. 
They  sang  in  a  high  tone  and 
with  a  reserved  style  that 
meant  church  to  Ken.  He 
couldn't  imagine  a  worship 
service  where  guitars,  drums  and 
horns  shared  the  spotlight. 

While  he  may  have  been 
impressed  with  the  Brooks 
Christian  Singers  and  surprised 
that  such  upbeat  young  people 
were  involved  in  that  staid 


Christianity  had  no  more 
effect  on  Ken's  life  than 
the  fact  that  George 
Washington  fought  at 
Valley  Forge. 
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institution  he  thought  of  as  the 
church,  Ken's  lifestyle  was 
such  that  he  wasn't  interested 
enough  to  accept  an  invitation 
to  attend  revival  services  at  the 
East  Ridge  Church  of  God. 
Ken  was  what  most  folks  would 
have  referred  to  as  a  hippie. 
He  ran  with  a  fast  crowd.  He 
drank.  He  smoked  pot.  Had 
even  distributed  some  on  the 
side.  For  Ken,  life  was  an 
unending  series  of  parties,  rock 
concerts,  chicks,  and  enough 
work  to  pay  rent  on  his  apart- 
ment and  keep  himself  afloat. 
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Church? 

Ken  saw  no  future  there  at  all. 

A  few  days  later  it  became  necessary  for  Ken  to 
go  to  the  East  Ridge  Church  of  God  in  order  to 
install  and  check  out  some  equipment  the  Brooks 
Christian  Singers  had  purchased.  Every  time  the 
group  had  seen  Ken,  during  negotiations  for  their 
sound  system,  they  had  reminded  him  he  hadn't 
yet  come  to  hear  them  sing.  On  this  visit,  Ken 
heard  them  and  was  impressed  with  their 
blending  harmony.  Vocal  harmony  was  just  coming 
into  vogue  in  the  world  of  hard  rock  and  Ken 
liked  the  Brooks  sound.  However,  it  was  only  a 


Though  raised  in  Chattanooga,  Ken  had 
never  heard  of  the  Church  of  God. 


practice  session  and  he  did  not  stay  for  church. 

Raised  in  Chattanooga,  Ken  still  had  never 
heard  of  the  Church  of  God.  His  mother  stopped 
by  the  store  on  Saturday  and  Ken  asked  her  if 
she  had  ever  heard  of  such  a  group. 

"Sure,  I've  heard  of  them.  Especially  up 
around  Cleveland,  where  we  lived  when  you  were 
a  child.  Years  ago  folks  called  them  'holy  rollers' 
and  'snake  handlers.'  " 

That  rang  a  bell  with  Ken.  He  didn't 
remember  living  in  Cleveland  but  he  did 
remember  a  school  teacher  who  used  to 
entertain  the  class  with  stories  of  mountain  people 
who  carried  on  something  awful  during  their 
worship  services  and  who  played  with  rattlesnakes 
and  copperheads. 

Still  .  .  .  the  Brooks  Christian  Singers  didn't 
exactly  impress  Ken  as  being  that  sort.  The 
pastor  over  at  the  East  Ridge  Church  of  God  .  .  . 
Bob  Blazier  .  .  .  didn't  seem  like  that  sort  of 
guy  either. 

Sunday  came.  Ken  decided  to  go  to  church 
anyway.  He  arrived  late.  The  house  was  so  full  he 
couldn't  find  a  seat  in  back  and  was  forced  to 
go  down  front  with  the  Brooks  singers.  They 
welcomed  him  with  smiles  and  acted  as  if  he 
were  one  of  the  family. 

Revival  had  been  going  all  week.  A  good 
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revival,  Ken  was  to  understand  later.  Everyone 
was  excited  and  enthusiastic  about  the  worship 
service  and  the  choir  got  right  into  its  singing.  It 
wasn't  like  anything  Ken  had  ever  seen  or 
heard  but  he  liked  the  rhythm  and  he  especially 
enjoyed  the  smiling  faces  and  the  lady  pianist 
who  played  back  and  forth  across  the  keyboard 
with  what  Ken  thought  of  as  a  ragtime  style. 

It  was  prayer  time.  Pastor  Blazier  stepped  to  the 
pulpit,  took  prayer  requests,  asked  everyone  to 
stand  and  pray.  To  use  Ken's  own  words,  "The 
place  went  up  in  smoke.  Everything  I  had  heard 
flooded  back  in  on  me  and  I  was  scared  out  of  my 
wits.  Never  had  I  heard  a  crowd  of  people  pray 
at  the  same  time.  They  also  praised  the  Lord  and 
some  of  them  started  shouting.  I  wanted  out  but 
there  was  no  place  to  go." 

Eventually  things  settled  down  again. 
Returned  to  normal.  The  Brooks  Christian  Singers 
did  two  or  three  numbers.  One  of  the  girls  sang, 
"Because  He  Loved  Me."  The  pastor  preached. 

Ken  can't  tell  you  today  what  the  preacher's 
subject  was.  He  can't  tell  you  what  thought  or  what 
scripture  touched  him.  What  he  remembers  is 
that,  somewhere  during  that  service,  a  strange 
realization  took  shape  in  his  mind.  A  light 


What  Ken  remembers  is  that,  somewhere 
during  that  service,  a  strange  realization 
took  shape  in  his  mind.  A  light  clicked  on. 


clicked  on  and  he  understood  the  meaning  of 
Christ's  death. 

God  really  loved  him.  When  the  altar  invitation 
was  given,  Ken  stepped  forward  and  accepted 
Jesus  Christ  as  his  personal  Savior. 

A  glorious  moment,  February  27,   1972. 

Afterwards,  as  Ken  stood  near  the  front  of  the 
church,  it  seemed  to  him  that  everyone  came 
around  and  shook  his  hand.  Some  hugged  his  neck. 
Asked  him  to  go  home  with  them  for  dinner. 
Ken  couldn't  get  over  it.  He  wasn't  used  to  that 
type  reception  from  adults.  In  terms  of  his 
experience,  most  adults  shied  away  from  his  long 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  25 
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CONGRESS  ON 

YOUTH  WORLD  ElflNGELISM 

August  19-21 1981 
Lee  Col  lege 
Cleveland  ,TN 


Paul  KauHman,  Director  of  Asian  Outreach.  Victor  Pagan,  Pastor.  San  Juan.  Pue 
Carl  Richardson,  Director  ot  Forward  in  Faith.  J.  A.  Douglas.  Overseer  of  Jamak 


General  Youth  and 
Christian  Education 
Director  Lamar  Vest 
doesn't  hesitate  to  say,  "For  us, 
this  could  be  the  youth 
meeting  of  the  decade!" 

Excitement  runs  high  among 
state  directors  as  well.  From  all 
over  the  United  States  and 
from  around  the  world,  young 
people  are  marking  their 
calendars  and  making  travel 
plans  for  that  special  trip  to 
Cleveland,  August  19-21,   1981. 

To  hear  Paul  E.  Kauffman 
alone,  the  keynote  speaker 
Wednesday  and  Thursday 
nights,  would  make  the  trip 
worthwhile  for  any  young 
person.  Paul  is  the  founder  and 
president  of  an  unusual 
communications  outreach  ministry 
headquartered  in  Hong  Kong. 
His  Asian  Outreach  has  ministry 
centers  in  six  principle  cities 
of  Asia,  from  which  it  effectively 
penetrates  twelve  countries  of 
Asia,  plus  the  mainland  of 
China,  with  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ. 

A  valuable  colleague  to  our 
World  Missions  Department  and 
a  personal  friend  to  Lovell 
Cary,  Kauffman  is  uniquely 
qualified  to  present  a  graphic 
picture  of  God  at  work  in  Asia 
today.  He  has  authored  three 
books  on  Asia  and  is  considered 
by  many  to  be  an  expert  on 
matters  pertaining  to  the  People's 
Republic  of  China.  His 


messages  ring  with  the  dual 
conviction  that  God  is 
sovereign  and  that  Christ  is  the 
only  answer  to  the  deepest 
needs  of  man  everywhere. 

Even  as  the  Lighted 
Pathway  goes  to  press,  three 
months  in  advance  of  the 
meeting,  delegates  have 
registered  from  Yugoslavia, 
Germany,  England,  the  West 
Indies,  Central  America,  along 
with  a  vanload  of  young  people 
from  the  Navaho  Indian 
Reservation  in  New  Mexico. 
Others  will  follow. 

Other  key  speakers  will  be 
Victor  Pagan,  Puerto  Rico;  J. 
A.  Douglas,  overseer  of  Jamaica; 
and  Carl  Richardson,  radio 
minister  for  "Forward  In  Faith." 
World  Evangelism! 
A  big  theme,  isn't  it?  Worthy 
of  attention! 

What  seems  to  thrill  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 
Department  leaders  most  is  that 
the  spirit  of  the  congress  is 
catching  on.  The  Central 
Parkway  Church  of  God  in 
Cincinnati  has  already  agreed  to 
sponsor  expenses  for  the  kids 
from  the  Navaho  Indian 
Reservation.  Other  church 
leaders  have  agreed  to  sponsor 
groups  personally. 

Young  people  today  are  more 
conscious  of  global  interests. 
The  world  is  getting  smaller. 
Neighboring  countries  are 


becoming  more  and  more  a  part 
of  our  daily  lives.  Whatever 
the  nature  of  those  great  and 
glorious  events  which  are 
about  to  take  place  on  this 
planet,  young  people 
understand  that  all  people  are 
involved  in  the  same  dilemma 
and  that  all  share  opportunities 
and  challenges  to  conserve  and 
to  preserve  the  treasures  of  this 
earth.  What  method  or  what 
program  can  do  this  better  than 
a  spreading  of  the  gospel  of 
Christ? 

While  the  idea  of  a  youth 
congress  on  world  evangelism 
may  be  new  in  itself,  Lamar 
Vest  does  not  see  the  chief 
objective  as  anything  new  at 
all:  rather,  it  is  a  continuing  of 
the  emphasis  the  General 
Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  has  been 
making  for  the  past  several 
years. 

YWEA  (Youth  World 
Evangelism  Action)  has  sought 
to  involve  Church  of  God  young 
people  in  missions  stewardship 
since  the  early  sixties.  STEP 
(Summer  Training  and 
Evangelism  Partners),  introduced 
two  years  ago,  takes  that 
involvement  a  giant  leap 
forward,  with  four  teams  of 
young  people  visiting  and 
ministering  this  summer  in 
Korea,  Mexico,  Honduras,  and 
Haiti.  Placed  alongside  these 
programs,  the  Congress  on  Youth 
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Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism  is  designed 
scially  for  young  people.  However,  all  persons 
-ested  in  world  evangelism  are  invited  to  attend, 
ors  and  state  youth  and  Christian  education  directors 
3  registration  forms. 


Attiiies 


World  Evangelism  is  seen  as 
something  that  had  to  happen. 

Along  with  the  twenty-one 
special  classes  and  plenary 
sessions,  the  Department  will 
present  three  major  multimedia 
visuals:  If  Your  God  Is  So 
Great,  Why  Doesn't  He  Speak 
My  Language?  What  Do  You 
Say  to  a  Hungry  World?  and 
Windows  of  the  World.  Last 
of  which  will  highlight  what  the 
Church  of  God  is  doing  in 
missions  around  the  world. 

One  point  Lamar  Vest 
emphasizes.  This  is  not  a 
meeting  designed  to  key 
young  people  up  ...  to  turn 
them  on  ...  to  challenge 
them  .  .  .  and  then  to  send 
them  back  home  for  a 
letdown.  This  meeting  aims  at 
open,  practical  discussion  of 
problems;  it  keys  in  on  biblical 
answers  within  a  modern 
framework;  and  it  sets  forth  a 
systematic  and  simple  plan 
whereby  young  people  can  get 
themselves  involved  in  the 
Great  Commission  on  both  local 
and  world  levels. 

Already  a  broadening  of  the 
STEP  concept  has  surfaced. 
The  dynamic  of  this  program  is 
making  itself  known  in  the 
reaction  of  young  people 
themselves. 

This  summer's  STEP  team  to 
Honduras  was  questioned 
initially  because  it  would 


inevitably  entail  physical 
hardships.  Young  people  would 
have  to  travel,  at  least  some 
of  the  time,  by  mule  or  on 
horseback.  Such  did  not  deter 
the  young  people  at  all!  They 
were  and  are  willing  to  take 
the  risks;  and  that,  more  than 
any  other  one  thing,  just  may 
tell  us  something  vital  in  terms 
of  our  programs. 

More  thrilling  yet,  ninety-one 
young  people  from  Europe 
have  pledged  to  give  one  year  of 
their  lives,  without  pay,  to 
help  evangelize  major  cities 
throughout  their  part  of  the 
world.  These  young  people  are 
presently  in  training.  Under 
the  direction  of  European  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 
Director  Stan  Brown  and 
European  Bible  Seminary 
President  Heinrich  Scherz,  they 
will  move  into  major  cities, 
working  with  local  pastors,  and 
stay  for  their  entire  term. 

Young  people  do  care!  Thank 
God  they  care! 

We  believe  the  Congress  on 
Youth  World  Evangelism  is 
another  vehicle  God  has  chosen 
to  help  them  turn  that  care, 
that  love  for  the  lost,  into  action. 

Further  information  on  the 
congress  should  be  available  from 
your  State  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Director's 
office. 


HOW  YOU  CAN  ATTEND 
Plan  A:  Registration  fee,  plus 
air-conditioned  room 
on  the  campus  of 
Lee  College  (double 
occupancy)  for 
three  (3)  nights;  along 
with  seven  (7) 
meals;  plus  all 
congress  materials 

$80.00 

Plan  B:  Registration  fee 

only — this  includes  all 
congress  materials  and 
access  to  all  sessions 
and  exhibits  (no  housing 
or  meals  included) 

$50.00 

Should  you  wish  to  stay  at 
one  of  the  local  motels,  you 
may  make  personal  reservations 
or  the  Department  will  furnish 
you  a  list  of  available  places. 
All  who  register  by  July  1 
will  receive  a  FREE  COPY  of 
the  Great  Commission  New 
Testament  designed  and  printed 
for  the  Congress  on  Youth 
World  Evangelism.  Applications 
received  after  August  1  will 
be  assessed  a  five  dollar  ($5.00) 
late  fee. 


CONTACT: 
Congress  on  Youth  World 
Evangelism 

Keith  at  25th  Street,  N.W. 
Cleveland,  TN  37311 
Phone:  (615)  472-3361 
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Crisis  Clinic, 

Louisiana 


ack  in  December  .  .  .  when 
youth  and  Christian 
education  directors  gathered  in 
French  Lick  for  their  Camping 
Conference  .  .  .  that's  when 
word  first  began  circulating  that 
Ken  Hall  and  the  youth  and 
Christian  education  board 
members  in  Louisiana  were 
planning  something  new  and 
different  for  their  state. 
And  different  it  was! 
A  program  which,  first  of 
all,  trimmed  away  any  fluff  and 
got  right  into  the  heart  of 
ministry.   Something  badly 
needed  today.  In  terms  of 
both  programming  and  the 
expense  of  travel,  mass 
meetings  have  become  too 
expensive  and  this  generation 
too  conscious  of  time  for 
programs  which  have  nothing 
to  say. 

Someone  should  be  com- 
mended just  for  the  title  or 
the  subject  of  this  gathering. 
Young  people  do  face  crises. 
Every  young  man  or  woman 
goes  through  at  least  one  period 
of  crisis;  and,  to  this  magazine 
at  least,  it  is  refreshing  to  think 
of  the  church  as  a  clinic  for 
helping  them  cope.  "Clinic"  is 
relevant.  It's  so  tuned  to 
where  all  of  us  now  live  that 
one  almost  smells  the  ether 
and  catches  sight  of  white-robed 
nurses  and  doctors. 

Ken  and  his  board  members 
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didn't  have  E.  C.  Thomas, 
Paul  L.  Walker,  Lamar  Vest, 
Steve  Land,  and  other 
workshop  leaders  dressed  out  in 
white,  of  course,  but  they  did 
have  the  meeting  formated  in 
such  manner  as  to  get 
maximum  use  of  time  involved 
and  they  assigned  subjects 
which  packed  a  healthy  sting. 

Self-discipline  and 
Discipleship,  The  Home  Must 
Discipline  Youth,  Helping 
Teens  Deal  With  Crisis,  Finding 
God's  Will  for  Your 
Life — these  were  some  of  the 
topics.  The  clinic  addressed 
itself  to  the  needs  of  three 
groups:  youth,  parents,  and 
pastors  and  youth  leaders.  The 
schedule  was  so  arranged  that 
workshop  leaders,  and  not  the 
students,  changed  classes. 
Registrants  were  made  to  decide 
first  which  core  of  subjects 
they  would  study.  This  made  for 
balanced  attendance  and  it 
permitted  groups  to  key  in  on 
vital  elements  of  the  subject 
without  distraction. 

This  clinical,  or  rather 
professional  attitude,  was  carried 
through  even  in  the  opening 
assemblies.  State  Youth  and 
Christian  Education  Director 
Ken  Hall  wasted  no  time  with 
preliminary  remarks  or 
overdrawn  introductions.  Just  a 
simple  welcome,  a  statement 
of  purpose,  and  the  introduction 
of  Dr.  E.  C.  Thomas  to 
keynote  in  the  absence  of  Ray 
H.  Hughes  whose  father  had 
passed  away. 

Paul  L.  Walker  keynoted 
the  Saturday  morning  session. 
Lamar  Vest  the  final  session. 
This  brought  a  spiritual  impact, 
but  there  were  no  obvious 
efforts  to  make  services  conform 
to  what  one  normally  expects 
and  finds  at  conventions. 

Final  event  of  the  clinic  was 


The  Youth  Crisis  Clinic  was 
a  new  venture  for  the  State  of 
Louisiana,  requiring  that  the 
youth  director  and  his  board 
do  their  homework  first. 

a  panel  discussion  in  which  Ken 
Hall  fielded  questions  from  the 
floor  and  addressed  them  to 
panel  members  for  comment. 
Steve  Land  turned  out  to  be  the 
panel  theologian,  giving 
answers  with  breadth  and  keen 
biblical  insight.  Answers  which, 
as  he  would  tell  you,  probably 
didn't  please  everyone,  but 
which  certainly  revealed  the 
complexity  of  the  issues  we 
face. 

Such  programs  do  not  come 
easily. 

Ken  and  his  board  members 
started  considerations  for  their 
Youth  Crisis  Clinic  a  year  in 
advance  of  the  scheduled  date. 
Recognizing  that  it  would  be  a 
new  venture  for  their  state,  and 
that  such  a  program  would 
require  underwriting  by  the  State 
Council,  they  did  their 
homework  first  and  were 
gratified  that  the  Overseer  and 
the  council  agreed  to  underwrite 
the  venture. 

Most  church  programs  are 
financed  on  a  freewill  offering 
basis.  The  Youth  Crisis  Clinic 
required  registration  and  the 
paying  of  an  individual  ($10)  or 
family  ($20)  fee.  It  was  at  the 
end  of  a  packed,  two-day 
program,  and  as  he  reviewed 
happenings  in  retrospect  that 
Ken  let  it  be  known  with  a 
certain  sigh  of  relief  that  things 
had  turned  out  even  better 
than  expected. 

"These  people  in  Louisiana 
are  very  cooperative,"  he  said, 
"but  when  you  attempt 
something  this  different  you 
really  don't  know  what  to 


expect.  We  registered  more  than 
we  hoped  for.  Enough,  I 
think,  to  pretty  well  cover  the 
whole  budget. 

"Besides,  what  really  matters 
is  that  it  gave  the  young 
people  and  their  parents 
opportunity  to  communicate,  to 
raise  questions,  to  get  answers 
from  men  involved  in 
specialized  ministries. 

"While  it  was  a  first  for  our 
state,  I'm  not  at  all  sure  it  will 
be  the  last.  We  had  some 
weak  spots  in  the  format — the 
youth  board  and  I  have 
already  observed  some  of  them — 
and  none  of  us  think  it  was 
perfect  but  we  will  do  better 
next  time." 

One  overexuberant  young  man 
stood  and  praised  the  program, 
and  said,  "I  think  Louisiana 
ought  to  have  a  youth  crisis 
next  year!" 


The  clinic  gave  young 
people  and  their  parents 
opportunity  to  communi- 
cate, to  raise  questions,  and 
to  get  answers  from  men 
involved  in  specialized 
ministries. 

Belatedly,  he  backed  up  and 
added  the  word  "clinic." 

Perhaps  so.  □ 
H.E.S. 
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rt's  happening  everywhere! 
Excitement  for  YWEA  is 
building  to  a  peak.  Love  for 
India  has  been  expressed  over 
and  over  again.  Church  of 
God  young  people  have  baked, 
biked,  jumped,  jogged,  walked, 
and  run  for  YWEA.  Here  are 
only  a  few  of  the  reports 


that  have  come  to  our 
attention: 

On  March  21,  Alabama 
young  people  conducted  a 
statewide  rock-a-thon  for 
YWEA.  Hundreds  rocked 
because  they  care  about  India. 
Lynn  Stone  is  the  state  director. 

In  Hinesville,  Georgia,  John 


O'Neal  directed  a  twenty-four- 
hour  "Rock-Around-the-Clock- 
for-Jesus"  activity. 

The  Laurel,  Mississippi, 
young  people  raised  $700  with  a 
rock-a-thon  in  a  shopping 
center  parking  lot.  Louis  Posey 
is  the  YWEA  representative. 

A  rock-a-thon  in  Piney  Grove, 
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Georgia,  raised  nearly  $500. 

The  Peacefinders  (ages  5-8) 
got  in  on  the  YWEA  act  in 
Perry,  Florida.  They  raised  $75 
through  an  eight-hour 
rock-a-thon.  Shirley  Shinholser 
led  the  group. 

Pastor  Martin  Courson  of 
Woodbine,  Georgia,  led  his 


youth  group  of  twenty-five  in 
raising  more  than  $1,000  for 
YWEA. 

In  Huntersville,  North 
Carolina,  Daniel  Summerour  and 
Mary  Lou  Richards  lead  the 
young  people  in  raising 
$2,014.35  for  India. 

The  Daytona  Beach  Church 
had  a  Miss  Church  of  God 
contest  to  raise  funds  for  YWEA. 
Wendy  Brown  was  declared 
the  winner.  Other  contestants 
were  Shirley  Bush,  Tonya 
Daffin,  and  Elaine  Jones. 

The  Attapulgus,  Georgia, 
juniors  were  involved  in  YWEA 
through  a  king  and  queen 
contest.  Neal  Haire  and  Tracy 
Godwin  were  named  king  and 
queen. 

In  Dearborn,  Michigan, 
Elizabeth  Sadler  was  named 
Peacemakers  Queen  of  Hearts 
and  Mary  Ann  Phillips  was 
named  Peace  Cadets  Queen  of 
Hearts  in  a  valentine  function 
for  YWEA.  They  raised  more 
than  $700. 

Young  people  at  the 
Cleveland  (Westmore), 
Tennessee,  Church  had  a 
weekend  PLANNED  FAMINE 
for  YWEA.  Youth  minister 
Charles  Fischer  led  the  group. 

The  Tampa  (Riverhills), 
Florida,  youth  group  raised  more 
than  $1,200  in  a  PLANNED 
FAMINE. 

The  Grand  Ledge, 
Michigan,  youth  group  baked 
and  sold  more  than  300  loaves 
of  bread  to  feed  the  spiritually 
hungry  in  India. 

Teens  in  Martinsville,  Indiana, 
raised  $100  in  a  Bible 
read-a-thon. 


Peace  Cadets  (juniors)  in 
San  Diego,  California,  raised 
more  than  $350  for  YWEA  in 
a  jump-a-thon. 

A  Christmas  craft  sale  in 
Canton,  Georgia,  netted  over 
$750  for  YWEA.  Agnes 
Taylor  is  the  YWEA 
representative. 

The  young  people  in  Tokyo, 
Japan,  raised  yen  for  YWEA 
through  a — you  guessed  it — car 
wash! 

One  of  the  most  beautiful 
expressions  of  love  for  India 
has  come  from  the  James  Godin 
family  of  Pennsylvania. 
Brother  Godin  was  in  the 
congregation  when  Superinten- 
dent Lovell  Cary  presented  the 
needs  of  the  YWEA  project. 
Remembering  the  spiritual  needs 
of  India  from  his  war  years  in 
that  part  of  the  world,  this 
Christian  industrialist  donated 
$60,000  to  YWEA.  The  money 
will  build  a  Church  of  God  in 
Calcutta. 

The  amount  of  money 
raised  for  YWEA  this  year  will 
be  announced  at  the  Congress 
on  Youth  World  Evangelism. 
The  congress  convenes  August 
19-21  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 

This  year  promises  to  be 
the  best  ever.  Regardless  of  how 
much  money  is  raised,  it 
cannot  equal  the  love  Church  of 
God  young  people  have  for 
the  Lord,  for  His  work,  and  for 
the  task  of  fulfilling  the  Great 
Commission. 

See  you  at  the  congress  in 
August!  □ 
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L  Can  Go  Anywhere  and  Do  Anything 

A  teenage  girl  shares  her  personal  experience 


in  coping  with  a  handicap. 


I    ast  November  it  was 
J_^J  discovered  I  have 
diabetes. 

Bad  news  for  anyone. 
Especially  for  a  teenager. 
It  was  revoltingly  apropos 
that  the  news  came  in 
November,  since  that  is 
officially  the  time  when 
everybody  should  get 
checked  for  diabetes.  The  President  has  decreed 
November  as  Diabetes  Month. 

After  a  while,  when  you  are  one  of  the  five 
million  men,  women  and  children  who  have 
diabetes,  you  get  used  to  the  necessary  insulin 
shots.  You  can  even  give  yourself  the  shots  most 
mornings  without  your  mother's  help.  You  get  used 
to  the  food  weighing.  The  calorie  counting. 

It's  a  little  harder  to  get  used  to  the  way 
people  act  when  they  find  out.  At  first  you  don't 
want  to  give  a  reason  for  not  attending  a 
friend's  birthday  party. 

You  telephone  you  will  not  be  going.  But 
your  girl  friend  wants  to  know  why  not.  So  does 
her  mother.  They  insist.  You  find  that  it's  hard 

»to  tell  and  it's  hard  not  to. 
But  once  you  understand  your  condition  and 
your  diet  control,  you  can  go  anywhere  and  do 
anything.  You  get  to  where  you  do  not  mind 
saying  you  have  diabetes  anymore. 

*     *     *     * 

I  still  have  no  answer  when  somebody  asks, 
"How  does  a  girl  like  you  get  something  like 
that?"  I  wish  I  knew.  I'd  return  it. 


If  you  ever  meet  up  with  a  diabetic  girl,  here 
ire  some  DON'TS  you  might  want  to  observe: 
1.  When  you  invite  a  diabetic  person  to  a 
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barbecue  or  to  a  picnic  and 
you  have  only  ice  cream 
for  dessert,  don't  pass  out 
the  ice  cream  and  say, 
"Honey,  I'm  not  even  going 
to  offer  you  any."  I'd 
rather  be  offered  some  and 
have  the  privilege  of 
saying,  "No,  thank  you,  I'm 
too  full."  Besides,  often  I 
can  have  ice  cream,  depending  on  what  I  have 
eaten  previously  on  that  particular  day  and  upon 
an  adjustment  that  Mom  helps  me  make  in  my 
bedtime  snack. 

2.  If  you  are  a  teacher,  don't  think  it  funny 

to  unwrap  a  candy  bar  near  a  diabetic  pupil  while 
teasingly  reciting  rich  food  you  love  and  that 
she  cannot  have.  Otherwise,  my  teacher  is  OK.  I 
always  laugh  with  him  anyway,  since  it's  good 
for  character  and  for  your  grades. 

3.  Don't  change  your  order  when  you're  in  a 
restaurant,  especially  if  the  diabetic  knows  you 
would  order  something  else  if  he  were  not  there. 
It  makes  me  feel  like  a  monster.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  I  always  decide  what  dessert  I  will  have 
from  the  menu  at  the  very  beginning.  Then  I  look 
forward  to  it. 

Sometimes  even  teachers,  or  people  who  ought 
to  know  better,  need  enlightening.  My  health 
teacher  said  anyone  with  a  disease,  sickness,  or 
malfunction  cannot  be  physically,  socially  and 
mentally  well  adjusted. 

I  told  her  how  satisfactory  I  now  consider  my 
own  life,  how  well  I  function  on  all  levels,  and  she 
agreed  that  a  diabetic  girl  need  not  miss  out  on 
anything  except  perhaps  some  food. 

Watching  your  diet  is  good  for  everybody! 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  though,  most  grown-ups  are 
sensible  and  sympathetic  toward  the 
handicapped.  Generally,  I  like  them.  □ 

Lighted  Pathway,  July,  1981 


Now  you  don't  have  to 
put  off  until  tomorrow 
the  whole  life  protection 
you  need  today. 


With  Liberty  National's 
Graded  Premium  Life,  you 
don't  have  to  compromise  on 
the  insurance  protection  you 
really  need  right  now.  You 
get  the  immediate  advantage 
of  whole  life  protection  with 
initial  premiums  that  com- 
pete with  term  insurance 
premiums. 

Graded  Premium  Life  is 
the  perfect  policy  for  young 
families  who  are  starting 


out  and  need  maximum 
protection  at  the  lowest  price. 
For  young  professionals  who 
see  the  need  for  whole  life 
protection  and  expect  their 
income  to  increase  as  years 
go  by.  Even  business  owners 
with  limited  surplus  or  cash 
flow  will  appreciate  the  mod- 
erate price. 

Graded  Premium  Life 
is  flexible,  *    too.  So,  should 
you  elect    \»    to  change 


your  coverage  in  the 
future  to  a  reduced,  paid-up 
policy,  you're  still  protected. 
Without  continued  cash  out- 
lay for  premiums. 

Call  your  local  Liberty 
National  agent  today  for  all 
the  facts  about  Graded 
Premium  Life.  To  get  the 
maximum  insurance  you 
need,  when  you  need  it. 
Now. 
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oss  of  wealth  is  tragic.  Loss  of  loved  ones  is 
^^  heartbreaking.  However,  loss  of  faith  is  a  greater 
loss.  It  is  a  loss  far  greater  because  it  has  eternal 
consequences. 

This  is  always  true.  Whether  the  loss  is  from 
deliberate  rebellion  or  because  one  has  reached  the 
end  of  a  fruitless  search  for  truth,  there  is  no  consola- 
tion when  one  faces  the  universal  fear  of  death:  no 
hopeful  prospects  of  a  better  tomorrow. 

Loss  of  faith,  with  its  correlative  loss  of  hope, 
means  total  frustration.  It  leaves  nothing  to  live  by 
and  little  to  live  for.  There  remains  no  zestful,  moral, 
or  eternal  significance. 

When  faith  is  strong  and  vigorous,  one  is  able  to 
face  life  courageously.  However,  inner  strength  and 
resilience  flee  away  with  loss  of  faith  in  God.  What 
other  incentive  is  there  to  travel  the  vague,  meaning- 
less treadmill  of  life? 

That  life  is  not  worth  fighting  for  is  the  wail  of 
many  who  have  suffered  this  disastrous  loss.  The 
faithless  life  is  never  ideal.  Seldom  is  it  real.  The 
famous  Dr.  William  James  classified  faith  among 
forces  by  which  men  live. 

Some  have  expressed  the  conviction  that  for  them 
there  can  be  no  return  to  faith.  Yet,  regardless  of  this 
gloomy  outlook,  many  do  return:  many  do  indeed 
discover  a  consolation  in  Christ  which  they  had  never 
known. 

Finding  your  way  back  may  not  be  as  simple  as  it 
was  when  you,  as  a  child,  gladly  responded  to  the 
gospel.  You  may  have  questions,  questions  which 
deserve  valid  answers.  There  is,  assuredly,  a  way 
back.  This  is  the  message  of  good  news  for  all  men 
everywhere.  Do  not  despair. 

God  is  not  interested  in  losing  a  single  soul.  He  has 
made  ample  provision  for  the  return  of  the  sinner, 
regardless  of  his  error.  God's  grace  is  abundantly 
sufficient:  "By  grace  are  ye  saved  through  faith;  and 
that  not  of  yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of  God"  (Ephesians 
2:8). 

The  first  step  is  placing  the  problem  of  lost  faith  in 
its  true  perspective.  Such  placement  enables  one  to 
see  it  clearly  and  honestly.  For  those  who  have  lost 
faith  it  is  important  that  the  cause  of  the  loss  be 
exposed  to  light. 


As  one  searches  for  this  cause,  it  will  often  be 
discovered  that  the  plight  is  not  the  result  of  a  single 
impetuous  act.  In  most  cases  examination  will  reveal 
a  progression  of  events  and  compromises  which  gradually 
hardened  the  heart  and  made  the  victim  indifferent  to 
Christian  responsibility.  There  is  a  timely  admonition 
in  Hebrews:  "Take  heed,  brethren,  lest  there  be  in 
any  of  you  an  evil  heart  of  unbelief,  in  departing 
from  the  living  God.  But  exhort  one  another  daily, 
while  it  is  called  To  day;  lest  any  of  you  be  hardened 
through  the  deceitfulness  of  sin"  (Hebrews  3:12,  13). 

Hardness,  or  indifference,  does  not  develop  in  a 
moment  or  in  a  day.  It  is  the  result  of  continued 
neglect  and  indulgent  trifling  with  sin.  As  certainly  as 
steel  may  be  hardened  through  a  tempering  process, 
continued  indulgence  in  sin  hardens  the  conscience, 
making  it  callous,  recalcitrant  and  insensitive  to  faith. 

It  is  inconceivable  that  any  earnest  person,  fervently 
following  the  Lord  to  the  utmost  of  his  ability,  should 
be  suddenly  swept  off  his  feet  in  unbelief.  There  is 
unquestionably  a  history  behind  every  spiritual  catas- 
trophe. So  also,  wherever  there  are  disasters,  there 
are  causes.  Spiritual  collapses  have  their  origin  in 
"the  lust  of  the  flesh,  and  the  lust  of  the  eyes,  and  the 
pride  of  life"  (1  John  2:16).  Moffatt  translates  it:  "The 
desires  of  the  flesh,  the  desire  of  the  eyes  and  the 
proud  glory  of  life."  These  are  the  avenues  by  which 
the  tempter  enters  the  heart  and  beguiles  the  believ- 
er. Little  by  little  one  becomes  careless  and  then 
negligent,  unaware  that  faith  is  eroding  as  loose  soil  in 
heavy  rain. 

This  fact  is  well  illustrated  by  an  excerpt  from 
"The  Secret  of  Victorious  Living,"  by  Harry  Emerson 
Fosdick:  "A  generation  ago,  one  of  the  most  promi- 
nent professors  in  Yale  University  described  the  pro- 
cess by  which  he  lost  many  of  his  religious  beliefs,  in 
a  way  both  accurate  and  revealing.  Said  he,  'I  never 
consciously  gave  up  a  religious  belief.  It  was  as  if  I 
had  put  my  beliefs  in  a  drawer,  and  when  I  opened  it 
there  was  nothing  there  at  all.'  " 

This  is  the  story  of  many  backsliders.  They  took  it 
for  granted  that  they  were  on  safe  ground.  They  paid 
little  attention  to  the  means  of  grace.  They  neglected 
daily  living  in  fellowship  with  Christ.  They  simply 
laid  their  faith  aside,  awaiting  a  day  when  it  might 
stand  them  in  good  stead.  Unfortunately,  when  they 
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felt  the  need  for  something  to  sustain  them,  faith  so 
long  neglected  was  not  there. 

A  severe  indictment  is  brought  by  St.  Paul  against 
the  unbelieving  world.  He  turns  a  blazing  spotlight 
upon  the  causes  of  unbelief,  declaring,  "Because  that, 
when  they  knew  God,  they  glorified  him  not  as  God, 
neither  were  thankful;  but  became  vain  in  their 
imaginations,  and  their  foolish  heart  was  darkened. 
Professing  themselves  to  be  wise,  they  became  fools" 
(Romans  1:21,  22).  "For  this  cause,"  Paul  continued, 
"God  gave  them  up"  (verse  26).  He  simply  left  them 
to  their  own  choices  and  to  the  consequences  thereof, 
because  "they  did  not  like  to  retain  God  in  their 
knowledge"  (verse  28). 

This  indictment  is  applicable  to  our  own  age.  There 
has  been  no  worldwide  or  nationwide  attempt  to 
honor  God  as  Creator  and  Redeemer  in  our  times. 
Paul's  condemnation  was  applied  to  men  who  had 
been  brought  face-to-face  with  the  works  of  God  in 
creation  and  in  nature.  It  was  Paul's  opinion  that  they 
had  some  knowledge  of  God,  because  "the  heavens 
declare  the  glory  of  God;  and  the  firmament  sheweth 
his  handywork"  (Psalm  19:1). 

Anyone  beholding  the  works  of  nature  should  know 
that  these  are  the  acts  of  Almighty  God.  Paul  contin- 
ued, "Whatever  is  to  be  known  of  God  is  plain  to 
them:  His  invisible  nature,  His  everlasting  power  and 
divine  being,  have  been  quite  perceptible  in  what  He 
had  made"  (Romans  1:19,  20,  The  Moffatt  Commen- 
tary, C.  H.  Dodd). 

Modern  astronauts  and  scientists  have  brought  us 
into  the  "space  age."  Consequently  they  have  confronted 
us  with  more  magnificent  unfoldings  of  God's  handi- 
work than  previous  generations  dreamed  could  exist. 
However,  like  the  ancients  of  whom  Paul  wrote, 
modern  men  have  not  glorified  God  because  of  their 
grand  discoveries.  They  consistently  refuse  to  glorify 
Him,  or  to  magnify  Him,  as  Creator.  Neither  are  they 
thankful  to  Him  as  the  divine  Benefactor.  In  all 
probability  they  of  old  did  not  give  God  credit  for 
creating  the  world,  nor  did  they  honor  Him  as  the 
Supreme  Ruler.  "To  know  God  and  to  glorify  Him 
is,"  according  to  the  Westminster  Catechism,  "the 
chief  end  of  man."  Instead  of  recognizing  and  giving 
Him  the  glory  He  is  due  as  Lord  of  all,  their  "foolish 
heart  was  darkened"  (Romans  1:21). 

Rejecting  God  was  turning  away  from  light:  the 
result  was  spiritual  darkness.  Though  men  professed 
to  be  wise  and  intellectually  enlightened,  they  yet 
became  fools.  Darkness  permeated  their  entire  lives. 
It  clouded  their  minds,  distorted  their  reason,  frus- 
trated their  emotions.   The  first  chapter  of  Romans 


describes  the  apostasy  which  developed  among  men 
as  a  consequence  of  their  choosing  to  ignore  God. 

Some  contend  that  modern  man  is  much  more 
enlightened  and  that  he  cannot  be  justly  charged  with 
sins  similar  to  those  of  primitive  man.  Nevertheless, 
discovery  of  the  wonders  of  God's  creation  by  scien- 
tists of  our  day  has  not  turned  this  generation  to  a 
greater  appreciation  of  Him.  Science  does  not  revere 
God  as  the  Creator  and  Governor  of  the  universe. 
Few  even  think  of  God  as  having  an  interest  in  such 
mundane  affairs. 

It  is  not  generally  believed  that  God  has  an  interest 
in  the  human  race;  or,  for  that  matter,  an  interest  in 
the  outcome  of  our  history.  The  whole  idea  of  re- 
demption from  sin  is  considered  too  naive  for  the 
educated  mind.  We  are  told  that  the  writings  of  the 
Bible  are  only  Hebraic  tales  handed  down  by  tradi- 
tion to  a  superstitious,  unlearned  people. 

It  seems  that  the  vicarious  death  of  Jesus  Christ  as 
Savior  and  Lord  is  too  much  for  the  intelligentsia  of 
the  space  age.  This  has  become  the  colossal  blunder 
of  the  wisdom  of  the  world.  We  have  arrogated  to 
ourselves  the  right  to  judge  the  wisdom  of  God.  Our 
judgment  has  been  erroneous.  God's  grandest  display 
of  wisdom  was  the  appearance  of  "God  ...  in  Christ, 
reconciling  the  world  unto  himself  (2  Corinthians 
5:19).  Because  proud,  prejudiced  men  do  not  like  to 
"retain  God  in  their  knowledge"  (Romans  1:28)  they 
reject  Him.  Many  today  are  caught  in  the  snare  of  the 
same  grave  evil  that  enthralled  the  idolators  of  whom 
Paul  wrote.  Paul  accused  them  of  having  "worshipped 
and  served  the  creature  more  than  the  Creator" 
(Romans  1:25). 

Our  society  is  indebted  to  science  for  much. 
Unfortunately,  in  the  educated  opinions  of  numerous 
scholars  and  particularly  youthful  scholars,  there  is  no 
place  for  an  Almighty  Creator,  One  who  "so  loved  the 
world  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son"  to  save  it 
from  ruin.  The  Redeemer  has  been  "written  off,  as  if 
we  mortals  through  foolish  unbelief  could  dispose  of 
Him."  We  tend  to  think  we  can.  We  may  refuse  to 
glorify  Him  and  continue  to  be  unthankful.  Neverthe- 
less, in  failing  to  take  Him  into  account,  confusion 
and  frustration  leave  us  with  no  discernable  goals  in 
view,  and  certainly  with  no  guidelines. 

However,  there  are  guidelines.  We  cannot  see  them 
because  of  the  blindness  of  our  hearts  and  we  are 
blind  because  we  "did  not  like  to  retain  God  in  our 
knowledge." 

This  is  a  solemn  charge  to  level  against  so  sophisti- 
cated a  generation.  It  may  seem  absurd  since  the 
greatest  scientific  advances  of  known  civilization  have 
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come  about  in  the  last  fifty  years — in  fact,  it  is 
claimed  that  greater  strides  have  been  made 
technologically  in  the  last  fifty  years  than  were  made 
in  the  previous  two  thousand  years.  More  college 
people  walk  our  streets  than  ever  before.  Yet  the 
question  must  be  asked:  exactly  what  have  they 
proved? 

What  St.  Paul  declared  long  ago,  "The  world  by 
wisdom  knew  not  God." 

The  search  for  knowledge  is  always  commendable. 
God  approves  of  it.  However,  be  it  known  to  all  men 
that  the  search  for  God's  material  creation  may  not 
necessarily  be  a  search  for  the  Creator.  The  educated 
politicians,  the  scholars  and  the  scientists  have  given 
us  two  world  wars  in  my  lifetime  and  several  lesser 
ones.  The  last  war  brought  many  scientific  discover- 
ies, among  them  scientific  atrocities  that  make  us 
shudder  with  fear. 

We  had  been  taught  that  education  would  save  the 
world  from  future  wars  and  crimes:  yet  war  brought 
us  a  new  view  of  education  and  its  weakness.  It 
convinced  us  that  education  is  not  the  route  to  eternal 
peace. 

Those  who  imagine  that  they  will  arrive  at  Utopia 
via  the  route  of  education  will  be  shocked  by  this 
statement  from  Justice  Robert  Jackson,  United  States 
prosecutor  at  the  Nuremberg  Trials:  "It  is  one  of  the 
paradoxes  of  our  time  that  modern  society  needs  to 
fear  .  .  .  only  the  educated  man"  (Quoted  by  Billy 
Graham  in  World  Aflame).  Obviously  education  alone 
is  not  the  road  to  faith  and  understanding  of  God. 

It  is  not  surprising  then  that  so  many  who  are 
swept  along  with  materialism,  exploring  only  the 
handiwork  of  God,  find  themselves  among  the  dere- 
licts of  faith.  God  has  indeed  given  them  up  to  the 
consequences  of  their  own  reprobate  choices  (Romans 
1:24,  26,  28).  Regardless  of  the  prospects  of  future 
retribution,  of  whatever  quality  it  may  take,  being 
left  to  one's  own  ways  and  evil  imaginations  is  a 
hapless  and  most  unsatisfactory  state  in  which  to  live. 
It  is  certainly  a  hopeless  one  in  which  to  leave  this 
world.  In  that  state,  no  one  has  a  share  in  the  "peace 
of  God,"  nor  in  the  consolation  and  hope  of  the 
righteous. 

Nevertheless,  there  is  blessed  consolation  in  the 
fact  that  one  whose  faith  has  been  shattered  need  not 
resign  himself  to  despair.  There  is  assuredly  a  way 
back  to  faith  and  to  God.  In  spite  of  the  doubts  and 
unanswered  questions  that  may  overwhelm  us  there 
are  steps  that  lead  to  the  desired  haven.  □ 


: 


"You're  no 

longer  my 

sister,"  her 

brother  said, 

"we  can't  kill 

you  but  we  can 

make  your  life 

unbearable. 

Don't  ever 

speak  to  me 

again." 


Standing  at  my  open  window  in  Okinawa  and  gas 
into  the  night,  I  shuddered.  "I  just  can't,"  I  prote 
silently.  "I'm  not  brave  enough." 

Where  would  I,  a  teenage  Okinawan  ancestor 
shiper,  find  courage  to  confess  to  my  parents  tha 
was  through  with  useless  idols  forever?  That  Jesus  Oil 
was  now  the  living  Savior  and  Lord  of  my  life? 

"Do  I  know  Jesus  well  enough  to  suffer  for  Him 
asked  myself.  "Oh,  God,  make  Him  real  to  me.  Incr 
my  confidence  in  Him." 

I  was  looking  out  at  the  velvet  blue  sky  as  I  pra 
Then  something  happened  which  I  can't  explain.  A  1 
silver  star  blazed  in  the  sky  and  streams  of  light  po; 
out  toward  me.  At  the  same  instant  the  electric  pi, 
went  off  and  everything  around  me  shadowed. 

As  I  gazed  at  the  radiant  star,  hardly  breathing,: 
beams  of  light  formed  a  cross  and  I  saw  a  figur 
knew  the  figure  was  Jesus  and  I  knew  He  was  re 
saw  that  He  was  suffering,  suffering  terribly. 

"It's  not  a  myth,"  I  whispered,  my  heart  thumn 
"He's  alive,  He's  real.  He's  suffering  for  me." 

I  don't  know  how  long  I  stood  there  before  the  t 
gradually  dimmed. 

"I've  got  to  tell  everybody  about  Him,"  I  sai 
myself.  "I've  got  to  tell  my  family.  My  relatives, 
friends.  The  whole  world." 

Most  of  the  night  I  was  too  excited  to  sleep. 

I  went  to  breakfast  the  next  morning  almost  bli: 
couldn't  understand  what  had  happened  to  my  visionb 
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HE  NIGHT 

HE  STAR  BLAZED 

Spring  Iwata,  as  told  to  Mar/one  Zimmerman 


in't  prevent  me  from  telling  my  family  that  I  had 
me  a  Christian,  and  that  I  could  no  longer  join  them 
eir  idol  worship. 

ndemonium  broke  loose. 

f  brother  glared  at  me.  "Spring,  you  are  no  longer 
ister.  Don't  ever  speak  to  me  again." 
hough  anxious  about  my  blurred  vision,  my  mother 
iuted  it  to  temporary  eyestrain.  She  was  far  more 
bed  over  my  new  faith.  She  seemed  sure  she 
I  talk  me  out  of  it  and  began  at  once.  This  went 
i|cessantly. 

ji'  father's  reaction  was  the  most  painful.  I  loved 
ndearly.  He  became  anxious  and  sad.  In  the  mid- 
|f  the  night,  he  came  to  me  explaining  that  he 
ifln't  sleep.  "Spring,  you  must  choose  between  your 
rt  and  me.  Which  of  us  do  you  love  the  most?" 
Dirs  rolled  down  my  cheeks  as  I  said,  "Father, 
Wis  all  the  world  to  me.  He  died  for  me.  He  loves 
130,  Father." 

<|ioose,  Spring!" 

Irgive  me,   Father.  Jesus   comes   first   in   my    heart 
love  you  dearly." 

I  father  left  me  without  another  word. 
A  blurred  vision  continued  and  I  was  sent  to  the 
>roctor  with  a  warning  note  that  I  had  a  mental 
t|m.  When  I  told  the  doctor  about  the  star,  he 
ell  with  my  family  and  recommended  that  I  be 
e  to  a  mental  institution. 

i  '-hristian  doctor  examined  me  at  the  mental  hos- 
|l|Jnd  assured   my   mother   I   was   perfectly    normal. 

<unseled  my  parents  to  let  me  attend  a  Christian 
r|  in  order  to  prevent  emotional  problems.  Fright- 
d  they   agreed.    In   time,    my   loving  Jesus    restored 

T  iion. 

Isn  started  witnessing  to  my  relatives  and  friends. 
k  religion  of  Okinawa  is  the  worship  of  one's    an- 
tcj.    Family    pictures    were    set    on    an    altar    in    our 
Nand   I   had   always   worshiped   them.    I   also    wor- 
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shiped  the  stone  god,  the  tree  god,  the  flower  god,   and 
many  others. 

One  question  was  always  in  my  mind:  Who  was  the 
one  true  God? 

No  one  could  answer  my  question.  When  I  was  a 
little  older,  and  after  the  war,  missionaries  poured  in- 
to Okinawa.  I  heard  my  schoolmates  talking  about  events 
at  the  Christian  church  and  I  got  my  mother's  permis- 
sion to  attend. 

"Go  and  have  a  good  time  with  your  friends,  Child," 
she  had  said  indulgently.  "Just  don't  listen  to  any  of 
their  talk  about  Jesus." 

But  I  did  listen.  I  even  became  confused  and  de- 
pressed. I  began  to  have  a  recurring  dream  in  which 
my  grandfather,  who  had  died  some  time  before,  would 
take  my  hand  and  say,  "You  must  come  with  me, 
Spring." 

"No,  no!"  I  would  scream,  waking  up  and  shivering 
with  terror. 

While  away  at  school  in  Tokyo  and  yet  in  my  teens, 
a  faithful  Christian  pastor  brought  me  face  to  face  with 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  I  made  a  personal  commitment. 
When  I  went  home,  God  gave  me  courage  to  witness 
of  my  faith  by  confirming  it  with  the  blazing  star. 

Having  made  that  commitment,  I  then  wanted  my 
life  to  count  for  Him.  I  longed  to  go  to  the  Christian 
Bible  Seminary  in  Tokyo  for  training,  but  I  would  get 
no  help  from  my  family.  Help  came  unexpectedly  from 
Christian  friends,  and  I  was  able  to  take  seminary  train- 
ing in  Tokyo.  Later,  I  came  to  Portland,  Oregon,  for 
further  schooling. 

Here  I  met  and  later  married  a  dedicated  Christian. 
We  are  now  pastoring  a  Japanese  church  in  San  Gabriel, 
California. 

I  thank  God  every  day  that  my  mother,  my  brother 
and  my  two  sisters  have  come  to  know  Christ  as  their 
Savior  also.  I  thank  God  for  the  courage  I  gained  when 
He  let  me  see  that  wonderful  blazing  star  which  spoke 
to  me  of  the  Cross.  □ 
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HOME 

FOR 

JENNY 

k\)  Dixie  Lasiett  Thompson 

Jenny  was  embarrassed  that  her 
home  was  different  from  that  of  her 
more  affluent  friend. 
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Jenny  whisked  the  ruffled  slip 
from  the  ironing  board  with 
a  sigh  of  relief.  Although  there 
still  was  a  big  pile  of  laundry 
to  sort  and  put  away,  she  was 
almost  ready.  If  she  didn't 
hurry,  she  knew  she'd  be  late 
getting  to  Hildy's  house. 
"Hildy"  .  .  .  Jenny  liked  saying 
the  name  because  it  gave  her 
a  nice,  warm  feeling  when  she 
thought  about  her  new  friend. 

Come  to  think  of  it,  she'd 
never  heard  Hildy's  mother 
call  her  anything  but 
"Hildegarde."  That's  a  little 
odd,  Jenny  thought.  Hildy's 
mother  was  very  dignified. 

Jenny  had  been  going  to 
Hildy's  house  every  Saturday 
afternoon  since  they  first  met. 
She  was  delighted  that  Hildy 
had  singled  her  out  as  her 
special  friend.  But  she  felt  a 
little  twinge  of  conscience  about 
these  Saturday  afternoon  visits 
because,  so  far,  she'd  avoided 
having  Hildy  come  to  her 
house.  She  dreaded  having  Hildy 
see  the  small,  crowded 
apartment  over  the  delicatessen 
store. 

Jenny  had  been  wishing  they 
could  move  ever  since  she 
first  started  noticing  other 
people's  houses.  Before  that, 
she'd  been  just  like  the  twins, 
who  were  still  too  young  to 
mind  living  over  a  delicatessen. 
They  brought  their  school 
friends  home  whenever  they  felt 
like  it,  which  was  often. 

"It  needn't  be  a  big  house," 
Jenny  would  say.  "As  long  as 
it's  on  a  nice  street  and  doesn't 
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smell  like  pizza  pie  and 
pickled  herrings  whenever 
someone  opens  the  hall  door." 

Kathy  and  Kevin  had  thought 
this  very  funny. 

"Why,  I  love  to  smell  pizza 
pie,"  said  Kevin. 

"And  I  love  to  eat  it,"  added 
Kathy,  with  a  giggle. 

Jenny  knew  her  parents  longed 
for  a  real  home  too,  if  they 
ever  could  afford  one.  She'd 
heard  her  father  say  many 
times,  "We'll  get  a  home  for 
Jenny  one  of  these  days." 

"That  will  be  just  fine,"  Mom 
had  said  the  last  time  she 
heard  them  talking  it  over.  "A 
home  for  Jenny  where  she  can 
bring  her  friends." 

Jenny  had  felt  a  stab  of 
remorse  then,  for  she  hadn't 
realized  her  mother  must  have 
noticed  she  never  brought  Hildy 
home. 

Hildy  lived  on  a  quiet, 
tree-shaded  street  in  the  nicest 
part  of  town.  Why,  she  even  had 
her  own  bedroom.  This  would 
be  heaven  to  Jenny,  who  shared 
her  room  with  Kathy. 

Hildy  had  a  dog  too.  Jenny 
had  always  dreamed  of  having 
a  springer  spaniel  puppy  just  like 
Hildy's.  But  Mom  would  say, 
"Just  be  patient,  Jenny.  You'll 
have  a  puppy  yet,  just  as 
soon  as  we're  able  to  move  to  a 
house  where  we'll  have  a  yard." 

Wait! 

Jenny  was  getting  tired  of 
waiting.  It  seemed  as  though  that 
time  would  never  come. 

Jenny  felt  the  sting  of  sudden 
tears  as  she  hastily  stacked 
sheets  and  towels  in  the  linen 
closet.  Folding  up  the  ironing 
board,  she  jammed  it  in  its  place 
behind  the  kitchen  door. 
There!  At  last  she  was  finished. 

Hurrying  across  town,  Jenny 
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hoped  Hildy  would  ask  her  to 
stay  for  supper.  She  loved 
sitting  in  the  spacious  dining 
room.  It  made  Jenny  feel  like 
a  princess  to  eat  at  the  long 
table,  set  with  gleaming  silver 
and  beautiful  china.  So  different 
from  her  family's  kitchen 
table,  which  had  to  be  pulled 
away  from  the  wall  before 
everybody  could  be  seated.  It 
must  be  wonderful  to  live  like 
Hildy.  Why,  Jenny  guessed 
Hildy  had  just  about 
everything  to  make  a  girl  happy. 

Hildy  looked  anything  but 
happy  when  Jenny  entered  the 
house,  however.  The  maid 
opened  the  door.  Hildy  was 
huddled  forlornly  on  the  bench 
in  the  huge  center  hall.   She  was 
frowning.  The  knuckles  of  her 
hand  showed  white  where  she 
gripped  the  telephone. 

Jenny  asked,  "What  is  it, 
Hildy?  Bad  news?" 

Hildy  looked  at  her  for  the 
first  time  then,  as  though  she 
hadn't  even  heard  her  come  in. 
Her  blue  eyes  were  misty, 
and  her  voice  shook  a  little  as 
she  answered.  "That  was  my 
sister." 

"Why,"  gasped  Jenny,  "I 
didn't  even  know  you  had  a 
sister." 

"Well,"  sighed  Hildy,  "I  guess 
I  don't  talk  much  about  her 
because  I  miss  her  a  lot.  I 
haven't  seen  her  since  my 
thirteenth  birthday,  nearly  six 
months  ago." 

"Where  is  she?" 

"She  lives  with  my  father," 
Hildy  explained  reluctantly.  "You 
see,  when  our  parents 
separated,  Joan  went  with  him 
because,  well  .  .  .  that's  the 
agreement  they  made.  I  went 
with  Mother  and  Joan  went 
with  Dad  because  she  was  just 
old  enough  to  start  college 


then.  Dad  lives  in  a  college 
town.  It  just  worked  out  better 
that  way,  I  guess."  She 
swallowed  hard,  as  though  her 
throat  hurt. 

Jenny  didn't  know  what  to 
say.   She  had  often  wondered 
why  Hildy  never  mentioned 
her  father. 

"Now  Joan  is  planning  to  be 
married,"  Hildy  continued. 
"Trouble  is  .  .  .  where  can  we 
have  the  wedding  reception?" 

"Why,  this  would  be  a 
simply  beautiful  house  for  a 
wedding  reception,"  Jenny 
said,  trying  to  be  cheerful. 

"Are  you  kidding?"  snorted 
Hildy.  "Dad  would  never  come 
here!  With  Mother  here.  And 
Mother  wouldn't  go  to  his 
house." 

"How  grossl  I  had  no  idea 
things  could  be  rhaf 
complicated." 

"Are  they  ever!"  agreed 
Hildy.  "Here  we  have  two  big 
houses,  but  no  place  for  the 
reception.  And  Joan  says  she'd 
hate  having  her  reception  in  a 
restaurant." 

Jenny  felt  let  down.  It  was 
disconcerting  to  know  Hildy's  life 
wasn't  quite  so  perfect  after 
all.  "Cheer  up,"  she  said  lamely. 
"I  guess  your  sister  will  work 
it  out  some  way." 

"Yeah!  They'll  probably 
elope." 

Elope!  Oh,  no,  thought 
Jenny.  That  wasn't  her  idea  of  a 
wedding  at  all.  Weddings 
should  be  beautiful!  Either  in 
church  or  in  the  home. 
Surrounded  by  all  the  people 
who  love  you. 

Jenny  remembered  how  their 
tiny  apartment  had  looked 
when  her  Aunt  Ellen  married. 
Aunt  Ellen  had  lived  alone  in 
what  Mom  called  a  "bachelor 
girl's  apartment,"  so  it  was 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  25 
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eginning  in  February  and  running  through  May,  the  General 
Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education  was  involved 
in  five  of  the  most  exciting  evangelism  programs  imaginable. 
Conducted  in  Portland,  Detroit,  Weatherford,  Gatlinburg,  and  just 
outside  Orlando,  these  schools  involved  young  people  in  the  basic 
challenges  of  evangelism  as  a  natural  outgrowth  of  Christian  living. 
They  resulted  in  some  of  the  most  beautiful  personal  testimonies 
I've  ever  heard. 

Here  are  some  comments: 

".  .  .  helped  me  to  be  less  afraid  to  witness." 

".  .  .  gave  me  confidence  to  go  back  home  and  witness  to  my 
friends." 

".  .  .  helped  me  see  that  with  the  Holy  Spirit's  guidance  I  can 
witness." 

".  .  .  helped  me  memorize  Scripture  and  increased  my  desire 
to  be  a  soulwinner." 

".  .  .  an  experience  I  will  never  forget." 

".  .  .  made  me  feel  so  much  a  part  of  the  body  of  Christ." 

".  .  .  one  of  the  best  things  ever  to  happen  to  me  as  a 
Christian.  Strengthened  me  spiritually." 

".  .  .  only  regret  is  it  lasted  but  for  a  weekend." 

".  .  .  helped  me  learn  to  spread  the  gospel  effectively  and  not  get 
all  mixed  up." 

".  .  .  other  young  people  .  .  .  and  learning  to  witness." 

".  .  .  gave  me  the  facts  to  back  up  my  words." 

".  .  .  gave  me  boldness  like  I  never  had." 

".  .  .  made  me  realize  that  a  sixteen-year-old  can  bring 
someone  to  Christ." 

".  .  .  so  nervous.  God  really  helped  me." 

".  .  .  hard  at  first  to  pay  that  fifty  dollars  but  it  was  more  than 
worth  it." 

".  .  .  my  father  encouraged  me  to  go  and  now  I'm  glad  he  did. 
Changed  my  whole  outlook  on  witnessing." 

".  .  .  didn't  like  it  at  first.  Thought  it  boring.  Things  being 
crammed  down  my  throat.  But  on  the  third  day  it  was 
different!" 

Altogether,  forty-two  conversions  were  reported  during  the 
witnessing  periods. 

Following  the  School  of  Evangelism  in  Florida,  one  of  the 
groups  from  a  local  church  stopped  at  a  service  station  on  their  way 
home.  They  met  and  witnessed  to  a  young  girl  who  had  run 
away  from  home  two  years  earlier.  Took  her  home  with  them.  That 
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night  she  testified  in  church.  The  congregation  received  an 
offering  and  put  her  on  a  bus  home  to  New  Jersey. 

Praise  God! 

Young  people,  too,  are  witnesses  to  the  saving  knowledge  of  Jesus 
Christ  and  to  His  power  to  change  and  to  transform  lives.  □ 
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P.O.  Box  149 

Hoffman,  NC  28347 
or  call  collect:  (919)  281-4543 
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CHURCH  STEEPLES 


LITTLE  GIANT 

The  name  lo  remember  lor 


FIBERGLASS  BAPTISTRIES 

SPIRES— CROSSES 
WATER  HEATERS 

Church  credit  plans  available 
Free  colored  brochure 

UTTlf  GIANT  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  INC. 
Dept.  27/  Box  518  /  Orange,  Texas  77630 
Phone:  713-8834246 


Dynamic 

Singing! 


BENNIES.  TRIPLETT 

Pastor.  Lawrencevi/te  Church  of  God 


For  Only 
$1Q00 

A  Full 

Month  of  % 

Sunday  Morning  Services 

Yes,  you  can  receive  a  ful  I  month  of 
our  Sunday  morning  services  recorded 
live  on  cassette  tapes  for  only  $10.0Q 
Send  your  check  or  money  order  to 

Lawrenceville  Church  of  God 

Media   Department 

PO  Sox  6)5 

Lawrenceville.  Georgia  30246 

Anointed 

Preaching! 


Sew§  and  Hctivities 


BOOKS 
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FREED  FROM  WITCHCRAFT 

by  Doreen  Irvin 

You  won't  want  to  believe  Doreen  Irvin's 
story.  But  every  word  is  true.  Freed  From 
Witchcraft  is  the  chilling,  true  story  of  a 
woman  who  willingly  fell  prey  to  the  terrifying 
powers  of  evil. 

From  prostitution  to  striptease  to  drug 
addiction  and  Satanism,  Doreen  Irvin's  ag- 
gressive desire  to  experience  life  led  her 
finally  to  become  the  queen  of  the  Black 
Witches.  Mrs.  Irvin  recently  visited  the  Lee 
College  campus.  Her  personal  testimony 
was  as  equally  exciting  as  her  book.  Through 
the  words  of  a  gospel  song  she  came  to 
know  the  power  of  Christ,  the  Holy  Spirit 
and  the  ministry  of  loving  Christians.  To- 
day, Doreen  has  found  the  freedom  promised 
by  Jesus. 

Her  story  is  a  glorious  testimony  of  Chris- 
tian victory.  Thomas  Nelson  Publishers, 
Nashville,  TN  37203  □ 

YOUR  BODY,  HIS  TEMPLE 

by  Dr.  A.  L.  Heller 

Dr.  Alfred  L.  Heller  is  a  Christian  endo- 
dontist  and  an  enthusiastic  jogger.  He  has 
drawn  from  both  his  professional  background 
and  his  personal  experience  to  compile  this 
biblically  based,  practical  guide  to  diet  and 
physical  fitness.  The  book  should  appeal  to 
anyone  interested  in  the  Christian  perspective 
on  health.  It  is  especially  recommended  for 
those  interested  in  jogging  and  the  arobics 
program,  and  it  has  basic  exercises  and  a 
planned  program  to  help  such  an  individual 
get  started.  Thomas  Nelson  Publishers, 
Nashville,  TN  37203  □ 

PROPHECY,  FACT  OR  FICTION? 

by  Josh  McDowell 

A  prophetic  study  of  the  Book  of  Daniel. 
Especially  recommended  for  the  serious 
study  of  the  Word.  McDowell,  a  traveling 
representative  of  Campus  Crusade  for  Christ 
International,  has  lectured  to  an  estimated 
five  million  students  on  more  than  five 
hundred  campuses  in  fifty-three  countries. 
He  is  a  graduate  of  Wheaton  College  and 
Talbot  Theological  Seminary.  Here's  Life 
Publishers,  P.O.  Box  1576,  San  Bernardino, 
CA  92402  D 


JESUS,  PROPHECY,  AND 

THE  MIDDLE  EAST 

by  Dr.  Anis  A.  Shorrosh 

Born  and  raised  in  Nazareth,  Dr.  Shorrosh 
brings  new  insight  into  the  Second  Coming 
through  this  thought-provoking  analysis  of 
conditions  in  the  Middle  East. 

From  his  background  as  both  an  interna- 
tional evangelist  and  Christian  Arab,  Dr. 
Shorrosh  approaches  his  subject  with  a 
threefold  analysis:  biblical,  historical,  and 
logical.  He  claims  no  definite  timetable,  but 
he  emphasizes  that  world  signs  point  to  an 
imminent  fulfillment  of  Bible  prophecy. 

Dr.  Shorrosh  is  the  author  of  several 
books  and  is  the  subject  of  James  and 
Marti  Hefley's  book,  The  Liberated  Palestinian. 
Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  Nashville,  TN 
37203  D 

CROSSROADS 

by  Leon  Jaworski  with  Dick  Schneider 

In  this  book,  for  the  first  time,  Leon 
Jaworski  makes  public  his  strong  faith  in 
God — and  how  that  faith  has  so  deeply 
influenced  his  life.  Jaworski  was  called  to 
the  limelight  when  America  stood  at  one  of 
its  most  troubling  intersections.  But  this 
was  not  the  first  time  .  .  .  nor  would  it  be 
the  last.  Before  this  there  was  the  prosecu- 
tion of  Nazi  war  criminals  ...  the  civil 
rights  case  against  a  governor  who  defied 
the  courts  ...  the  Texas  investigation  into 
President  Kennedy's  assassination.  And, 
following  Watergate  .  .  .  Koreagate. 

What  is  the  real  power  behind  the  quiet 
wisdom  and  integrity  of  this  man  who  has 
become  one  of  the  nation's  best-known 
lawyers?  How  has  he  kept  his  balance 
when  called  upon  to  help  in  times  of  na- 
tional crisis?  What  personal  tragedies  have 
influenced  his  attitude  toward  life?  All  these 
questions  are  answered  in  the  book,  Cross- 
roads. Mr.  Jaworski  states,  "Throughout 
my  life  I  have  considered  the  communica- 
tions between  God  and  me  to  be  personal. 
I  have  never  chosen  to  speak  of  them  in 
public.  But  the  impact  of  my  experiences  of 
the  power  of  God  through  Jesus  Christ — 
and  how  His  guiding  hand  was  felt  in  some 
of  my  severest  travails — are  matters  I  am 
prepared  to  acknowledge  to  His  glory." 
David  C.  Cook  Publishing  Co.,  Elgin,  IL. 
60120.  Hardback.  D 


''urniiure 

Pews,  Baptistries,  Steeples,  Pew  Cushions, 
Carpet,  Stained  Glass  Windows,  Lighting. 

JAMES  R.  PERRYMAN 
Church  Furniture  and  Building  Suppliers 

P.O.  Box  5586  Anderson.  SC   29623 

Phone:  (803)  224-7320 


□  ad-prn 

"Custom-Imprinted  Specialty  Items" 

•  Promotions  •  Fund-Raisings  •  Gifts 
Meetings  •  Awards  •  Gratuities 
2120  Keith  St.,  Cleveland.  TN  37311 
(Near  General  Offices)  •  (615)  472-1113 


FOR 


BOWLING  UNITED  INDUSTRIES,  INC 

Box  2250,  Danville,  VA  24541 

In  VA  (804)  797-3277 


WORLD'S  LARGEST  MANUFACTURER 

of  FIBERGLASS 

CHURCH  PRODUCTS 
•  STEEPLES 
•  WALL  CROSSES 

•  STAINED  FIBERGLASS  WINDOWS 

•  BAPTISTRIES 

•  BAPTISTRY  HEATERS 


Write  tor  free 
color  brochure 


"J-iL&tolaU.  Saecialtiei 


AC  214  657-6522 


ox  210        Henderson,  Texas  75652 


GOSPEL   TENTS 

For    Sole 

Nashville  Tent  &   Awning   Co. 

615   20th   Ave.,    N. 

Nashville,   Tennessee   37203 

Write    for    Price 


WOLFE  BROS.  &  CO. 

PINEY  FLATS,  TENN. 

Manufacturers  of  DISTINCTIVE 


CHURCH  FURNITURE 


Write     for    free     estimate. 


NEEDING  PEWS? 


A 


Factory  Representatives 
Located  Nationwide 

overholtzer 

Church  Furniture.  Inc. 

p  o  box  4039  •  modesto  ca  95352 
call  toll  free  (100)  144-71(2 
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Youth  Leadership 
Resource  Manual 

This  year's  FTH  sponsor's 
resource  manual  for 
Peacefinders,  Peace  Cadets 
and  Peacemakers  will  be 
combined  into  the   "Youth 
Leadership  Resource 
Manual." 

■  NEW  twelve  training 
sessions  for  FTH  youth 
sponsors  and  workers 

■  NEW  section  to  the  FTH 
director 

■  Service  and  social 
activities  for  Peacefinders, 
Peace  Cadets,  and 
Peacemakers 


Shaping  Faith 
Through  Involvement 

Basic  Handbook  for 
Family  Training  Hour 
Youth  Workers 

■  A  guide  to  understanding  the 
ministry  of  the  FTH. 

■  The  companion  to 
"Youth  Leadership 
Resource  Manual" 


Order  From 

General  Department  of  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 
Keith  and  25th  Streets,  N.W. 
Cleveland,  TN  37311 
or  from  your  state  director 


State 


Zip 


ITEM  PRICE 

Youth  Leadership  Resource  Manual     $   1.75 
Shaping  Faith  Through  Involvement     $    1.50 


TOTAL 


(Cash  customers  add  10%  for  postage  and  insurance) 


TOTAL 


□  cash  enclosed      □  charge  personal  account 


charge  church  account 


Sews  and  Activities 


Current  Happenings  with  Questions  tot  Christian  Reflection 

GY©UTH  NEWS  T©N©TE 


Compiled  by  SONJIA  LEE  HUNT, 

Editorial  Assistant  General  Department  at  Youth  and  Christian  Education 


Handicapped  But  Not 

QjfCpvpN^  Handicapped  individuals  can  get  the  job  done.  And 
■*■■  ■  ^"  ^■■*    they  are  proving  it  at  Station  WMNR,  Monroe,  Ct. 

The  WMNR  crew,  which  ranges  in  ages  from  14  to  65  and  includes  alcoholics, 
amputees,  the  cerebral  palsied,  stutterers  and  even  some  able-bodied  volunteers, 
operates  the  radio  station  seven  days  a  week  from  7  a.m.  to  12  p.m. 

General  Manager  Stewart  Nazzaro,  age  24,  is  a  legally  blind  albino  who  deter- 
mined to  use  radio  to  help  other  handicapped  people  combat  some  of  the  obstacles 
he  faced  when  growing  up.  Today,  Nazzaro  says  the  primary  objective  of  WMNR  is 
to  deliver  quality  performing  arts  programming  and  "to  be  highly  visible  in  the 
community.  Handicapped  people  will  break  stones  to  get  an  opportunity  to  prove 
their  worth.  They're  superdedicated  people  who  are  fighting  for  a  chance  to  do 
something  with  their  lives. 

"On  the  radio,  no  one's  going  to  know  if  you  have  cerebral  palsy  and  can't  walk 
across  the  room,"  he  said.  "That's  the  beauty  of  it:  We're  destroying  people's 
misconceptions  of  the  handicapped  by  proving  what  we  can  do  on  the  air  every 
day."  ("Family  Weekly,"  Chattanooga  Times.)  □ 

1 .  The  mentally  and  physically  handicapped  individual  has  a  great  need  to  feel 
accepted.  How  could  you  as  an  individual  help  to  meet  this  need? 

2.  Are  you  completely  comfortable  around  someone  who  is  handicapped  in  some 
way?  How  can  you  come  to  feel  more  at  ease? 

Students  Say  Life  Has 

lUIOCininCI  A  team  °f  California  State  University  behavioral  scien- 
"  tists  questioned  students  about  what  they  believed  to  be 
the  most  meaningful  things  in  their  lives.  The  responses:  (1)  Relationship:  an  inter- 
personal orientation  including  family,  friends  and  romantic  relationships;  (2)  Service: 
help  others  and  deal  with  people;  (3)  Growth:  strive  toward  developing  potentials, 
obtaining  goals;  (4)  Belief:  live  according  to  one's  beliefs  (religious,  political,  social); 
(5)  Existential-Hedonistic:  pleasure  and  daily  life  are  most  meaningful;  therefore  en- 
joy each  day;  (6)  Obtaining:  seek  possessions,  respect  and  responsibility;  (7)  Ex- 
pression: enrich  oneself  through  art,  athletics,  music,  writing,  and  so  forth.  Only 
5  percent  of  the  students  claimed  life  to  have  no  meaning.  ("Family  Weekly,"  Chat- 
tanooga Times.)  'Z 

1.  What  are  the  most  meaningful  things  in  your  life?  List  them. 
2    Read  Matthew  6:25-34. 


Bad  is  Good 


Villains  are  "in"  it  seems. 
The  American  public  loves  it! 
According  to  one  source,  it  goes  further  than  popularity.  Starting  with  J.  R.  Ewing 
of  Dallas  and  growing  each  month,  the  public  has  become  enraptured  with  the  bad 
guys.  And  this  is  different  from  just  appreciating  villains — it's  villain  worship. 

("Family  Weekly,"  Chattanooga  Times.)  □ 

1.  What  do  you  feel  is  the  reason  that  the  "bad  guys"  have  suddenly  gained  such 
popularity? 

2.  What  effects  might  this  trend  have  on  our  society? 


Church  Pews,  Inc. 


2250  Hwy  43  N 

Grove  Hill,  Ala.  36451 

205-275-3101 


Complete  Line     •     Solid  Wood 


BAPTISMAL 
POOLS 

FIBERGLASS 
HURCH  PRODUCTS] 

5|   875-0679 
351  1    HIXSON  PIKE.  CHATTANOOGA,  TN  37415 


SALES  AND  RENTALS: 

GOSPEL  TENTS 

Special  prices  to  ministers.  For  Complete 

information  write: 

VALDOSTA  TENT 

MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

P.  O.  Box  248,  Valdosta,  Georgia  31601 
Phone:  242-0730 


RAI$E  MONEY 
the  EA$Y  WAY! 


CANDY  -  CARDS 
NOVELTIES  -  FLAVORING 

DISH  CLOTHS 
Ask    for    our    FREE    Catalog 

LOVEJOY 

Drawer    E 
Madison,    Tenn.    37115 


BUILD 
BUILD 
BUILD 


CHURCHES 

designed   buiii   ana 
furnished  on  your  lot   average 
price  S34  sq   M   We  design  for 
sealing  130  to  1600 
(Noi  prefabricated! 


Includes  Masonry  and  wood  construction,  social  area 

otlices  classrooms  nursery  choir  robe  rooms  baptistry 

steeple,  carpet  and  Sanctuary  wtth  padded  pews 


FAMILY  ACTIVITY  CENTERS 

Steol  or  masonry  trom  S20/SQ  tt 

CHRISTIAN  SCHOOL  PLANNING 

4  classrooms  and  larger 


Write  or  call  lor  FREE  information  and  brochures 
(803)  268-7297      (803)  268-7090 

U  NORTHWAY 
CONTRACTORS 

|M^      P  O    Box  S91 
IIN^.    Taylors.  SC  29687 

Over  100  buildings  constructed  in  Southeast 
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The  Ken  Cox  Story 

Continued  from  page  5 

hair  and  hippie  looks.  None  had  ever  shown  him 
the  type  love  and  understanding  he  now  felt. 

As  things  turned  out,  the  lady  pianist  was 
Catherine  Pharr.  It  was  she  who  became  Ken's 
spiritual  mother  in  the  Lord,  listening  to  his  story, 
opening  up  the  Scriptures  to  him,  showing  him 
the  way  to  deeper  and  more  beautiful  things  in 
Christ.  Eventually,  Ken  began  seeking  the 
baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  an  experience  he  was 
to  finally  receive  while  attending  the  Church  of 
God  General  Assembly  in  Dallas  that  same  year. 

It  wasn't  easy  for  Ken  to  break  from  the  old 
ways.  For  a  time  he  kept  associating  with  the 
"rock  music"  crowd.  He  did  some  things  and 
went  some  places  which  made  him  feel  guilty  in 
spirit  and  he  prayed  for  God  to  keep  him  from 
going  back  into  the  darkness.  His  favorite  scripture 
became,  "God  is  faithful,  who  will  not  suffer  you 
to  be  tempted  above  that  ye  are  able;  but  will 


Today,  Ken  Cox  is  school  administrator  for 
the  Lee  Highway  Christian  Academy. 


with  the  temptation  also  make  a  way  to  escape, 
that  ye  may  be  able  to  bear  it"  (1  Corinthians 
10:13). 

God  heard  Ken's  prayer.  Doors  began  to  open. 

The  Brooks  Christian  Singers  returned  to  East 
Ridge  Church  for  another  revival.  They  needed 
a  drummer.  Ken  sold  his  bass,  bought  a  set  of 
drums,  and  traveled  with  the  Brooks.  Then  he 
traveled  with  Bob  and  Carol  Champion. 

On  one  of  his  many  visits  back  to  East  Ridge, 
Ken  met  the  choir  director's  daughter,  Ronda 
Lance;  and,  on  June  1,   1974,  they  were 
married.  Ronda  was  just  out  of  Lee  College.  She 
and  Ken  went  to  Florida  where,  for  a  time, 
they  traveled  and  sang  with  Alpenglow. 

In  December  of  1975  after  performing  in  the 
Knoxville  area,  Ken  and  Ronda  were  driving  down 
Interstate  75  toward  Chattanooga  when  the  Holy 
Spirit  told  Ken  to  go  to  Lee  College.  Ken 
promised  God  he  would  do  just  that  if  the 
financing  could  be  arranged.  In  one  day,  God 
gloriously  worked  out  all  the  difficulties.  Ken 
earned  a  degree  in  music  education,  graduating  in 
1978. 

For  two  years  Ken  taught  school  in  the 
Chattanooga  public  school  system.  He  and 
Ronda  began  attending  the  Lee  Highway  Church 


of  God,  located  on  the  Tennessee  campground, 
and  Pastor  Mike  Chapman  shared  a  desire  to 
begin  a  Christian  day  school. 

Today,  Ken  Cox  is  school  administrator  of  the 
Lee  Highway  Christian  Academy  which,  in  its 
first  year  of  operation,  has  enrolled  more  than 
sixty  children.  He  expects  next  year's  enrollment 
to  top  one  hundred  and  he  will  tell  you  without 
reservation  that  working  with  children  is  a  rich 
and  rewarding  ministry. 

"God  mercifully  brought  light  into  my  life," 
Ken  says.  "I'm  thankful.  Perhaps  through  the 
Christian  Day  School,  and  through  the  youth 
ministry  which  I  have  as  an  associate  with  Brother 
Chapman,  I  can  do  something  to  reflect  that 
same  light  into  the  heart  of  a  child." 

"If  I  say,  Surely  the  darkness  shall  cover  me; 
even  the  night  shall  be  light  about  me.  Yea,  the 
darkness  hideth  not  from  thee.   ...  I  will  praise 
thee;  for  I  am  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made: 
marvellous  are  thy  works;  and  that  my  soul 
knoweth  right  well"  (Psalm   139:11,   12,   14).  □ 

UPC 

AHOME  FOR  JENNY 

Continued  from  page  19 

unthinkable  that  her  reception  should  be  anywhere 
else  but  in  her  own  sister's  home. 

They  had  taken  such  pride  in  decorating  the 
apartment,  filling  it  with  flowers.  Even  though  they 
couldn't  afford  to  buy  many,  they  had  plenty  of 
friends  who  contributed  generously  from  their 
gardens.  Jenny  could  close  her  eyes  and  still  see 
the  beautiful  chrysanthemums  in  all  their 
breathtaking  colors,  from  lemon  yellow  to 
deepest  orange  and  gold.  Why,  her  parents  had 
made  the  place  look  like  a  real  home.  Jenny 
stopped  short  as  she  realized  where  her  thoughts 
were  leading.  She'd  actually  said  "home"  without 
thinking. 

Come  to  think  of  it,  it  was  a  home.  More  of 
a  home  than  Hildy's  after  all.  There  was  love  in 
the  tiny  apartment.  Love  and  tenderness,  and 
understanding.  That's  what  a  home  really  meant. 
Why  hadn't  she  realized  this  before? 

It  didn't  matter  whether  you  lived  on  a  nice 
street  or  in  a  big  house.  Jenny  knew  now  she'd 
never  again  be  envious  of  Hildy's  house.  She'd  ask 
Hildy  over  next  Saturday. 

Suddenly,  Jenny  had  a  warm  glow,  just  thinking 
about  her  family.   She  wanted  to  share  them 
with  Hildy. 

She  could  hardly  wait  to  tell  Mom.  □ 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 
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How  to  Make  the 

Wrone  Decisions 


ARTIST& WRITER:  LARRY E.NEAGLE 


Don't  pray. 

Asking  Cod  for 
advice  just  delays 
things.  Besides,  you 
might  not  like 
His  answer. 


Never  think 
through 
the  problem. 

Understanding 
all  that's  involved 
really  doesn't 
help  that  much. 
So,  when  in 
doubt — guess.  And 
when  pressured — 
snap  it  out. 


Stay  murky 
about  what 
you  want  to 
achieve. 

Success  is  a 
more  or  less 
relative  thing 
anyhow.  Besides,  as 
long  as  you 
don't  know  what 
you  are  trying 
to  do,  you  won't 
worry  when  you 
fail  to  do  it. 


c 


«w — 


Ignore 
alternatives. 

Choosing  be- 
tween several 
solutions  only 
adds  confusion  and 
more  decisions. 
When  inadvertently 
faced  with 
several  options, 
seek  a 

consensus.  It's 
safer  that  way. 


Don't  worry 
about  doing  it. 

Making  it  was  the 
important  thing. 
Uh,  the  road  to 
where  is  paved 
with  good 
intentions? 


7^      r<7 


Give  no 
opportunity 
for  feedback. 

If  it  was  a  success, 
you  tell  them.  If 


it  was  a  failure, 
who  wants  to 
know? 


©1981 
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Editorial  /  uopt  e.  stone 


Some  tasks  are  not 
pleasant. 
It's  not  easy,  for 
example,  for  a  conscientious 
pastor  to  reprove  and  to  rebuke 
certain  people  in  his 
congregation,  even  when  he 
knows  they  are  wrong  and 
that  the  good  of  the  church 
demands  it. 

It's  not  easy  for  leaders  to 
speak  out  against  popular 
programs  which  are  either  wrong 
or  misguided. 

It's  not  easy  for  parents  to 
discipline  wayward  children  or 
to  withhold  praise  for  something 
which  doesn't  deserve 
sanction. 

It's  not  easy  to  control 
one's  will,  to  bring  ego  into 
submission,  and  to  admit  a 
fault  or  a  wrong. 

It's  not  easy  to  ask 
forgiveness. 

Nor  to  forgive  when 
wronged. 

It's  not  easy  for  young 
people  to  accept  responsibility, 
to  act  grown  up,  to  leave  the 
world  of  fantasy  and  step  forth 
upon  the  street  of  reality. 

It's  not  easy  for  any  young 
man  or  woman  to  sever  home 
ties  and  to  firmly  tell  Mom  and 
Dad,  "This  is  my  decision. 
This  is  how  it  is  going  to  be." 


J 
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It's  not  easy  for  Mom  and 
Dad  to  accept  that  decision 
when  children  make  it. 

It's  not  easy  to  face  mistakes 
and  to  own  up  rather  than  to 
blame  someone  else. 

It's  not  easy  to  realize  there 
are  things  you  can't  do,  and 
other  things  which  will  require 
a  great  deal  of  time. 

And  .  .  .  probably  hardest 
of  all  .  .  .  it's  not  easy  to  get 
on  with  doing  what  has  to  be 
done  even  though  it  will  not  be 
popular  and  even  though  you 
have  only  your  conscience  and 
your  inner  voice  to  guide  you. 

Austin  Kiplinger  observed 
recently  in  his  Washington 


letter  that  this  nation  of  ours 
again  seems  ready  "to  do 
what  has  to  be  done." 
Congressional  leaders  seem 
thus  far  to  have  concurred  with 
that  assessment. 

There  is  sorrow,  anguish  and 
sadness  in  the  doing  of  some 
things  which  have  to  be  done  in 
this  life;  but  let's  not  forget 
there  may  be  even  more  pain, 
and  an  even  higher  price,  if 
we  don't  do  them. 

Undisciplined  children 
seldom  discipline  themselves. 

Passed  opportunities  do  not 
come  again. 

Errors  left  uncloaked  do  not 
lead  to  truth. 

Decisions  ignored  do  not  go 
away. 

For  each  of  us  there  are 
times  .  .  .  there  are  those 
providential  and  propitious 
moments  .  .  .  when  life 
demands  that  we  stand  up 
and  get  on  with  doing  what  has 
to  be  done. 

What  if  Esther  had  not? 
(Esther  5:1) 

What  if  you  do  not?  □ 


What  Has  to  Be 

Done 
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Take  a  look  at  the 
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program  at 
Northwest  Bible  College 


"I  chose  the  Secretarial  Science  program  at  Northwest  Bible  Col- 
lege because  it  was  designed  to  prepare  me  for  a  good  job  in  only 
two  years  and  because  I  wanted  the  spiritual  emphasis  of  a  small 
Bible  college  to  prepare  me  for  a  strong  Christian  life.  I  have  now 
completed  the  program,  and  I  am  very  happy  that  I  chose  North- 
west." 

—  Libby  Cloud,  Secretarial  Science  graduate  from  Crisfield,  MD 


Does  being  part  of  an  exci 
ing  office  team  attract  you?  i 
you  like  operating  sophistj 
cated  office  machines,  develojj 
ing  personality  skills,  meetin 
important  people  and  feelin 
the  satisfaction  of  being  ir 
volved  in  office  work,  yo 
should  take  a  close  look  at  th 
Secretarial  Science  program 
Northwest  Bible  College.  It 
designed  to  prepare  secretarie 
for  secular  as  well  as  church  d 
fices,  and  it  is  to  be  con| 
pleted  in  two  years. 

Also,  new  secretarial  sti 
dents  enrolled  this  fall  will  r 
ceive  a  $100  tuition  reductioi 
Mail  the  coupon  below  U 
more  information,  or  call  colle; 
from  within  the  continent 
United  States. 


^' 


I  am  interested  in  your  Secretarial  Science  program  and  the 
$100  tuition  reduction.  Please  send  more  information. 


Name 


Phone  ( 


)- 


Address 


City,  State,  Zip 
D 


Year  of  High  School  Graduation 

Please  send  more  information  on  programs  in  D    Bible       D    Christian  Education 
Teacher  Education       □    Associate  of  Arts       □    Sacred  Music       □    Christian  Ministries 

Mail  this  coupon  to  the  Admissions  Office,  Northwest  Bible  College 
1900 -8th  Avenue  S.E.,  Mlnot,  ND  58701  or  call  (701)  852-3781 
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We  have  attempted  to 
capture  through  photos 
some  of  the  diversity  of 
moods  found  in  summer: 
the  suddenness  with  which 
one  may  see  the  cross. 

John  Alexander's  story 
makes  one  glad  to  be  alive. 
Thankful,  as  well,  for  healing 
and  divine  providence. 

You  should  read  our 
stories  carefully:  much  of 
their  merit  lies  in  what  they 
do  not  say.  Life  is  not  a 
simple  matter. 

Hopefully,  with  our 
September  issue,  we  will 
launch  a  new  format  More 
open  layout  Less  crowding 
of  pages.  Tighter  copy  and 
yet  words  which  get  to  the 
point 

We  welcome  this 
opportunity  to  enter  your 
church  and  your  home. 

God  is  good. 
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"Summer  Is  a  Time  to  Think. 
Of  the  Cross." 


Feature 


"Whither  shall  I  go  from  thy 
spirit?  Or  whither 
shall  I  flee  from  thy  presence? 
If  I  ascend  up  into  heaven,  thou 
art  there:  if  I  make  my  bed  in 
hell,  behold,  thou  art  there. 
If  I  take  the  wings  of  the 
morning,  and  dwell  in  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  sea;  Even 
there  shall  thy  hand  lead  me, 
and  thy  right  hand  shall  hold  me" 
(Psa.  139:7-10). 
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GOD 

Spared  My  Life 


JOHN  ALEXANDER  GAVE  HIS 
TESTIMONY  AT  A  REGIONAL  YOUTH 
REVIVAL  CONDUCTED  BY  J.  DAVID 
STEPHENS  AND  HIS  STATE  YOUTH 
AND  CHRISTIAN 
EDUCATION  BOARD  IN 
LAKE  STATION, 
INDIANA.  ITWAS  ON  A 
SATURDAY  AFTERNOON 
WHEN  HE  STOOD  AND 
SPOKE.  HIS  WORDS 
CONVEYED  A 
CONSCIOUSNESS  OF 
GOD'S  GOODNESS 
THAT  MADE  AN  IMPACT 
ON  THE  OTHER 
YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

SINCE  HIS  ACCIDENT 


T 

A  he 


AND  MIRACULOUS  RECOVERY,  JOHN 
HAS  MOVED  BACK  TO  GRIFFITH, 
INDIANA.  HE  IS  NOW  ATTENDING 
AND  WORKING  WITH  HIS  HOME 
CHURCH,  UNDER 
THE  SUPERVISION 
OF  PASTOR 
PHIL  COMBS. 
JOHN  IS 
EMPLOYED  AT 
CALUMET  INDUS- 
TRIES. HIS 
CHURCH  INVOLVE- 
MENT PRESENTLY 
CENTERS  AROUND 
THE  FAMILY 
TRAINING 
HOUR.  □ 


.he  day  dawned  crisp.  J  left  my  wife,  Lori,  at 
the  house  and  headed  for  work  in  a  light  jacket. 
For  an  Indiana  boy  I  still  found  Texas  weather 
something  to  get  used  to.  Cool  mornings  and  hot 
days,  even  in  winter. 

It  was  just  another  Friday. 

Mark  I  Industries,  Incorporated.  That's  what  my 
parents  had  chosen  to  call  their  business.  I  was 
proud  to  be  a  part  of  that  business  and, 
on  this  particular  morning,  I  remember 
thinking  of  the  welding  jobs  I  wanted  to 


complete  before  the  week  ended.  Our  specialty  was 
semitrailer  and  truck  repair.  Eighty-five  percent 
of  our  customers  were  in  the  tanker  business, 
hauling  gasoline,  oil,  glue,  paint,  fertilizer,  and 
naphtha. 

I  really  hadn't  planned  on  being  a  welder 
exactly.  During  -high  school  I  had  worked  for  my 
father  in  my  hometown  of  Griffith,  Indiana,  and 
I  had  enjoyed  doing  things  with  my  hands. 
However,  I  had  received  a  scholarship  to 
Valparaiso  University  and  had  attended  for  one 
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Feature 


John  Alexander 


Rice,  Texas  -  January  2, 1981  -  Tanker 
explosion  blows  Rice,  Texas  man  35  feet. 
Building  demolished. 


year,  playing  football,  and 
thinking  of  maybe  a  sports 
career.  Still,  when  Dad  offered 
me  a  chance  to  get  involved 
in  a  new  family  business  in 
Texas,  I  had  gladly  pulled  up 
stakes  and  moved. 

In  April  of  1980,  I  had 
married  my  hometown 
sweetheart,  Lori  Ann  Demps; 
and,  on  this  particular 
morning,  I  would  have  told 
anyone  who  asked  that  all  was 
fine  with  my  world. 

I  worked  through  the 
morning  and  then  started  in  on 
an  aluminum  tanker  which 
was  to  be  cleaned  and  repaired. 
The  driver  asked  also  that  the 
vapor  recovery  system  be 
checked  out. 

The  day  had  warmed  up. 
Must  have  been  in  the  low 
seventies  for  I  had  removed  my 
jacket. 

Thirteen  feet  up,  on  top  of  the 
tanker,  I  found  a  crack  in  the 
outer  hull.  Decided  I  would  weld 
it.  The  weld  wouldn't  take.  It 
was  a  little  awkward,  working  on 
top  of  the  tanker,  but  I  kept 
trying.  I  didn't  consider  the  task 
dangerous  because  I  wasn't 
welding  on  the  tank  itself,  only 
on  the  outer  shell. 

I  cleaned  the  metal  and 
started  again. 

The  tanker  moved.  It  heaved 
ever  so  slightly,  like  something 
alive.  For  a  moment  I  thought 
coworker  Mark  Rogers  had 
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bumped  into  it,  but  he  was 
outside.  I  applied  more  heat 
and  again  I  felt  the  trailer 
vibrate.  I  shrugged  and  went 
on  with  the  torch.  I  knew,  of 


course,  that  naphtha  was 
highly  explosive  but  what  I 
didn't  know  was  that  I  was 
slowly  heating  up  a  bomb 
beneath  me. 

When  the  explosion  came,  it 
was  like  someone  clapped  a 
metal  tub  down  over  my  head 
and  hit  it  at  the  same  time 
with  a  giant  club.  Fire  and 
darkness  together!  I  felt 
weightless  and  then  came  the 
crack  of  table  and  cement 
floor.  I  learned  later  that  I  was 
blown  thirty-five  feet  across 
the  warehouse  and  that  I  landed 
on  table  and  floor.  I  smelled 
smoke.  Saw  flames.  I  had  to  get 
out  of  the  building.  Praying,  I 
stumbled  to  the  back  door, 
vaguely  conscious  that  most  of 
my  clothes  had  been  shredded 
off. 

Fresh  air!  How  good  to  be 
able  to  breath! 

Then  .  .  .  suddenly  .  .  .  my 
body  started  yelling  against 


the  pain.  I  staggered  around  to 
the  front,  somewhat  away 
from  the  burning  building,  and 
laid  down.  Darkness  hovered 
mercifully  over  me  and  the 
whole  scene  began  to  fade  in 
and  out  like  bad  movie  film  on 
the  screen. 

Flashes  kept  coming  through  to 
me.  I  remember  scenes  but  I 
can't  sequence  them  properly. 
Firemen  came.  The 
ambulance.  I  was  rushed  to 
Memorial  Hospital,  and  then 
transferred  to  Parkland  Burn 
Center  in  Dallas. 

The  physical  damage  to  my 
body  was  assessed.  Deep, 
second  degree  burns  on  face. 
Third  degree  on  hands. 
Strained  ligaments  in  knees  and 
both  ankles.  Right  forearm 
broken.  Left  arm  chipped  in  the 
elbow,  with  triceps  muscle  and 
surrounding  tendons  completely 
ripped  loose.  At  first  the 
doctors  said  the  muscles  in  my 
left  arm  were  90  percent 
destroyed — they  later  said  100 
percent.  They  gave  little 
encouragement  that  I  would  be 
able  to  use  that  arm  again. 

During  this  entire  time,  one 
big  reality  kept  bouncing 
around  in  my  mind.  God  had 
spared  my  life.  That  was  a 
consciousness  I  never  forgot,  the 
beginning  of  a  series  of 
miracles  for  which  I  will  be  ever 
grateful. 

My  wife  Lori  was  with  me 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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Nestled  in  the  back  of  my 
mind  are  pleasant 
memories  of  those  weekly 
assemblages  we  called  the 
YPE  (Young  People's  Endeavor). 
The  programs  in  my  small 
West  Texas  church  were  far 
from  lofty,  but  I  remember 
them  as  being  both  inspiring  and 
somewhat  typical  of  programs 
then  in  vogue. 

The  YPE  president 
appointed  a  young  person  or  an 
adult  one  week  ahead  for  each 
program.  A  great  deal  of 
similarity  existed  from  week  to 
week — scripture  walks,  Pilot 
programs,  sermonettes,  Bible 
quizzes,  and  guest  singers. 
Occasionally  a  flash  of 
creativity  would  exert  itself,  as 
when  our  YPE  president  came 
up  with  the  novel  idea  of  pulling 
a  mature  cotton  plant  out  of 
the  field,  stuffing  folded  slips  of 
paper  in  the  opening  bolls, 
and  allowing  each  program 
participant  to  "pull  cotton"  in 
order  to  discover  his  assignment 
for  that  particular  service. 

The  YPE  was  the  outgrowth 
of  some  embryonic  youth 
works  which  sprang  up  in 
various  states  during  the 
decade  of  the  twenties.  Michigan 
and  Florida  pioneered  this 
effort  and  helped  to  provide  the 
framework  utilized  by  the 
General  Assembly  of  1929  to 
organize  a  national  youth 
effort  which  was  given  the 
impressive  title  of  the  Church 
of  God  Young  People's  Endeavor 
(YPE). 

As  the  YPE  evolved  through 
its  various  stages  of 
development,  it  faithfully 
ministered  to  the  youth  of  the 
church,  and  frequently  to  the 
adults  as  well.  Then,  in  the 
decade  of  the  fifties,  some 
churches  began  departmentaliz- 
ing their  YPE  to  include  the 


whole  family.  The  Family 
Training  Hour  (FTH)  of  the 
eighties  is  a  direct  descendant 
of  the  departmentalized  YPE. 

According  to  the  official 
'Family  Training  Hour 
Philosophy  and  Constitution" 
developed  by  the  General 
Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education,  the  Family 
Training  Hour  embraces  five 
basic  goals:  (1)  to  motivate  a 
sense  of  mission — both  spiritual 
and  secular — in  each  member  of 
the  family;  (2)  to  mobilize  the 
family  for  New  Testament 
service  and  worship;  (3)  to 
magnify  the  importance  of  God's 
Word  in  family  life;  (4)  to 
maintain  a  fresh  emphasis  on  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in 
directing  family  affairs;  and  (5) 
to  minister  to  family  needs 
and  relationships. 

In  order  to  realize  these 
worthy  goals,  the  Church  of  God 
has  launched  numerous  efforts 
which  are  currently  coming  to 
fruition.  One  major  step 
forward  was  the  institution  of  the 
youth  identity  programs  which 
gave  birth  to  the  Peacefinders 
(ages  6-8),  the  Peace  Cadets 
(ages  9-12),  and  the  Peacemakers 
(ages  13-19).  These  identity 
programs  have  united  our  youth 
and  have  motivated  them  to 
dedicate  their  lives  to  Kingdom 
service. 

Through  the  cooperative  efforts 
of  the  General  Department  of 
Youth  and  Christian  Education 
and  Pathway  Press,  an 
ever-expanding  curriculum  is 
being  offered.  A  great  deal  of 
confusion  has  centered  around 
Family  Training  Hour 
curriculum.  One  point  should  be 
made  very  clear:  it  is  nor 
merely  a  duplication  of  Sunday 
school  curriculum.  FTH 
curriculum  emphasizes  "learning 
by  doing."  Involvement  is  the 


The 

Ministry 
of  Family 
Training 
Hour 


foundation  upon  which  FTH 
curriculum  is  built.  It  is 
designed  to  complement  Sunday 
school  curriculum,  not  to 
supplant  or  to  duplicate  it. 

Another  error  that  should  be 
corrected  is  the  improper  use  of 
single  components  of  the  FTH 
curriculum  without  the  additional 
correlating  components.  Some 
churches  have  attempted  to  use 
only  the  Sponsor's  Resource 
Manual  for  each  age  group 
without  the  corresponding 
curriculum  yearbook,  and  vice 
versa.  To  use  one  without  the 
other  is  only  to  employ  half  of 
the  system  and,  consequently, 
to  enjoy  only  half  of  the  benefit. 

To  understand  this  reasoning 
more  fully,  a  brief  explanation  of 
the  various  components  of  the 
total  FTH  program  may  be 
profitable.  Recent  changes 
have  also  led  to  the  need  for 
increased  communications  with 
local  churches,  so  they  can  be 
up-to-date  so  far  as  FTH 
programming  is  concerned. 

The  Sponsor's  Resource 
Manuals  for  the  three  age  levels 
have  recently  been  updated 
and  combined  into  a  new 
single — volume  book  titled 
Youth  Leadership  Resource 
Manual.  This  excellent 
publication  emphasizes  spiritual 
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life,  service  projects,  and  social 
activities  for  our  church  youth. 
Its  many  creative  ideas  are 
designed  to  rejuvenate  a 
floundering  FTH.  This  manual 
may  be  ordered  from  Pathway 
Press  or  from  the  General 
Department  of  Youth  and 
Christian  Education. 

A  new  publication  is  currently 


In  conjuction  with  the  General  Youth  and  Christian  Education  Department, 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House  continues  it  s  efforts  to  expand 
'Family  Training  Hour  curriculum. 


byJimmyD.Wood 

and  techniques  disclosed 
through  this  new  work  which  will 
be  available  in  August  from 
the  General  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Department  or 
Pathway  Press. 

The  real  "meat"  of  the 
FTH  curriculum  is  available  in 
the  Life  in  Action  curriculum 
yearbooks.  Yearbooks  One  and 
Two  for  Peacefinders,  Peace 
Cadets,  and  Peacemakers  are 
available  for  churches  which 
have  never  used  them.  Yearbook 
Three,  for  all  three  age  levels, 
will  be  available  in  August.  An 
array  of  talented  writers 
promises  exciting  and  informative 
yearbooks  in  the  tradition  of 
the  preceding  volumes.  The 
simple  format  is  easily 
understood  and  lessons  require  a 
minimum  of  preparation  time 
by  the  busy  sponsor. 

Each  yearbook  offers 
fifty-two  complete  programs. 
These  provide  challenging, 
Bible-based  training  experiences 
developed  around  four  general 
themes:  Bible  Doctrines;  Church 
of  God  Distinctives;  Practical 
Christian  Living;  and  World 
Evangelism.  The  local  sponsor 
has  the  option  of  selecting  the 
order  in  which  these  undated 
programs  will  be  presented. 

The  resource  manual,  training 
manual,  and  three  yearbooks 
described  above  will  allow  a 
church  to  implement  the  entire 
program  for  one  year  for 
substantially  less  than  fifty 
dollars.  If  the  Lord  tarries 
until  our  youth  reach  young 
adulthood,  those  who  have 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  23 
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being  developed  which  will 
enhance  the  other  FTH  volumes. 
Shaping  Faith  Through 
Involvement,  written  by  Sonjia 
Lee  Hunt,  is  directed  toward 
more  effective  training  and 
preparation  for  FTH  sponsors 
and  workers.  Even  experienced 
sponsors  and  workers  will 
benefit  from  the  fresh  insights 
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Communicators 


Did  you  ever  listen  to  a 
dynamic  speaker  and 
wish  you  could  have  said 
that? 

Ever  read  something  which 
tore  you  apart  emotionally  and 
which  made  you  think,  "Boy,  if 
I  could  write  like  that"? 

Ever  sat  in  a  classroom  and 
marveled  at  how  naturally  a 
teacher  moved  from  one  point  to 
another?  With  everybody 
listening?  Everybody  involved? 

Most  of  us  experience  such 
moments.  Others  of  us  have 
vowed  we  are  going  to  do 
something  about  our  own  ability 
to  communicate.  In  other 
words,  we  have  promised 
ourselves  that  we  will  do 
better.  We  will  improve.  We  will 
get  on  with  that  big  "writing 
project"  we  know  is  inside  us, 
waiting  to  come  forth  when 
time  is  ripe. 

Well  .  .  .  perhaps  .  .  .  now 
is  the  time! 

Time,  at  least,  for  you  to 
take  an  important  step.  Time  to 
find  guidance  which  might 
change  the  course  of  your  life. 

In  today's  world  the  aDility 
to  communicate  is  of  supreme 
importance.  So  important,  in 
fact,  that  those  who  lack  this 
ability  find  themselves  crippled 
no  matter  their  career,  their 
profession,  or  their  other 
talents. 

When  communications  break 
down,  Christians  suffer  as  well  as 
anyone  else.  Jesus  gave  us  a 
commission,  based  on  the 
premise  that  we  are  to  be  His 
communicators,  His  witnesses,  to 
those  who  have  never  yet 
heard  the  good  news.  Yet,  today, 
so  much  is  happening  in  the 
field  of  communications — it  is 
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Although  change  is  taking 
place  before  our  eyes,  it 
would  appear  that  the  church 
and  the  Christians  who 
have  primary  responsibility  for 
disseminating  the  gospel 
are  last  to  understand  it. 

happening  so  rapidly  and  on 
so  many  fronts — that  many  of  us 
have  not  yet  realized  we  are 
being  effectively  silenced  by 
massive  technological 
transformations. 

More  books  are  being 
printed  than  ever  in  history. 
Magazines  and  newsletters 
proliferate.  Television,  cable  tv, 
videotapes,  cassettes,  stereo 
headsets  for  joggers  and  people 
on  rollerskates — these  are 
everywhere.  We  now  have  tv 
and  radio  stations  which  give 
news  twenty-four  hours  a  day. 
Free-lancers  write,  print,  and 


distribute  books  and  pamphlets 
in  their  own  homes  or  offices. 
They  do  so  on  modern, 
sophisticated  equipment,  and 
with  a  speed  unheard  of  a 
decade  ago. 

This  change  is  taking  place 
right  before  our  eyes  but  it 
would  appear,  unfortunately,  that 
the  church  and  the  Christians 
who  have  primary  responsibility 
for  disseminating  the  gospel 
are  last  to  understand  and  to 
take  advantage  of  these  new 
opportunities. 

As  one  example  of  the 
sudden  change  that  has  come  to 
the  communication  field, 
consider  the  lowly  typewriter, 
that  ancient  and  familiar  tool 
of  the  communicator. 

In  1920,  a  typical  secretary, 
using  a  manual  typewriter,  could 
do  50  or  60  words  per 
minute.  In  1970,  with  an  electric 
typewriter,  the  average  typist 
could  still  do  but  50  or  60  words 
per  minute,  and  even  the 
most  optimistic  analysis  set 
production  increase  at  no  more 
than  3  percent.  Since  1970, 
however,  with  introduction  of 
new  technology  which  includes 
the  word  processor, 
productivity  has  zoomed  to 
anywhere  from  500  to  1,000 
percent. 

Should  you,  your  church,  or 
your  organization  decide  you 
have  a  message  to 
communicate,  then  you  have  at 
your  beck  and  call  some 
technological  innovations  which 
boggle  the  mind.  Change  is 
coming  so  rapidly  that  one  can 
hardly  keep  up  with 
equipment  price  changes. 
Without  question,  some 
equipment,  too  expensive  today, 
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will  be  commonplace 
tomorrow. 

Nevertheless,  machines  do 
not  write:  people  write.  People 
communicate.  Computers  and 
word  processors  only  aid  the 
communicator.  They  only  do 
what  the  human  mind  can  design 
and  transfer. 

All  of  which  brings  us  to  the 
point,  whatever  our  excuses 
for  not  communicating  and  for 
not  getting  on  with  the  task  at 
hand,  they  cannot  be  laid 
on  technological  inability  to  do 
the  task.  Our  problem,  when  one 
gets  to  the  bottom  of  the 
matter,  lies  with  the  will  to  do 
and  with  the  determination  to 
invest  in  priorities.  You  have  a 
role  to  play  in  this  task,  you 
have  a  responsibility  to  assume; 
and  it  may  be  that  God  has 


touched  your  life  and  blessed 
you  especially  when  it  comes 
to  the  ability  to  communicate. 

"But  I  can't  write,"  some  of 
you  think.  Or,  "When  I  speak, 
words  just  don't  come  out 
right." 

Excuses  .  .  .  excuses  .  .  . 
excuses.  .  .  . 

There  will  always  be 
excuses,  and  always  people  to 
make  use  of  them. 

Truth  of  the  matter  is,  you 
can  write  ...  or  speak  .  .  . 
or  teach  ...  or  do  anything  else 
you  really  want  to  do.  You 
may  not  write  easily;  you  may 
not  create  something 
worthwhile  without  work  or 
without  sacrifice;  and  you  may 
not  produce  as  well  as  someone 
beside  you;  but  you  can 
communicate  if  you  can  talk,  and 


you  can  write  if  you  can  spell, 
and  you  have  it  within  you  to 
contribute  significantly  to  this 
world's  storehouse  of  knowledge. 
You  have  this  potential 
because  you  are  unique  and 
because  you  see  things  from 
your  own  perspective. 

That's  the  plain  truth! 

Now  ...  of  course  .  .  .  there 
are  some  basics.  There  are 
rules  and  guidelines.  Principles 
which  will  assist  you  in  doing 
the  job  or  in  doing  the  job 
better.  These  are  available 
through  many  channels,  including 
books,  home  study  courses, 
and  the  trial  and  error  of  the 
free-lance  marketplace. 

We  here  at  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  the  Editorial 
staff  of  the  Church  of  God 
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Study 
just 

anytime.        n 


Approach  the  whole  thing  hit  or  miss. 
Let  serendipity  have  free  reign. 


Read  too  little 
or  too  much. 


Whichever  will  leave  you  most 
confused  or  asleep. 


Never  keep  a 
note  book. 


That  way,  whatever  insight  you 
accidentally  gain  will  be  quickly  lost.  Uh 
.  .  .  What  does  it  say  in  James 
about  images  in  mirrors? 


Take  passages 

out  ofi^context, 


"Take  thine  ease,  eat,  drink,  and  be 
merry"  (Luke  12:19).  Watch  out  for 
weak  floors. 


Bury  your  head 
in  the  sand. 


Misapply 
what 
you  read. 


Why  listen  to  anyone  else.  Just 
because  they  are  older,  or  wiser,  doesn't 
mean  they  know  It  all.  Besides  you 
might  not  want  to  hear  what  He  has 
to  say. 


Keep  it 

impersonal. 


Observing  exactly  what  the  text  says, 
interpreting  It  objectively,  and 
summarizing  it  properly  Is  for 
dunderheads. 


Treat  the  Bible  like  spinach  or  broccoli, 
good  for  everyone  else  but  not  for 
you. 
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Did  You  Know 


Power 


New  Life  Primary  Curriculum 
Is  Better  Than  Ever? 

if  Revised   Lessons  if  More   Visuals 

if  Special  Children's  Church  Manual 
if  Hoppy  Frog  Puppet       if  Exciting  Stories       if  Object  Lessons 

if  Basic  Bible  Doctrine  Activities 
if  Missions  Emphasis 

Order  your  New  Life  Primary  Sunday  School  Curriculum 
on  your  quarterly  Curriculum  Order  Form 
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et  us  sum  up  our  position  from  last  month.  If 
s^Jone  is  entirely  satisfied  with  his  spiritual  status, 
there  is  no  purpose  in  pursuing  the  matter  further.  If 
you  feel  you  are  all  right  as  you  are,  you  will  prefer 
to  remain  as  you  are.  But  if  you  are  dissatisfied  with 
your  present  situation,  and  particularly  with  life  as 
you  know  it,  you  have  an  excellent  chance  to  ad- 
vance. 

Consciousness  of  need  is  imperative  and  progress 
depends  on  it.  That  need  should  be  acknowledged 
and  confessed,  at  least  to  oneself. 

Someone  has  observed  that  we  cannot  walk  right 
into  the  fortieth  story  of  a  building.  We  must  begin  on 
the  ground  floor.  Seeing  and  confessing  our  need  is 
the  first  move  toward  the  desired  spiritual  goal.  It 
prepares  us  for  the  next  step. 

Step  number  two  is  repentance.  Jesus,  the  prophets 
before  Him,  and  the  apostles  of  the  New  Testament 
all  preached  repentance.  Repentance  is  an  act  of  will 
through  which  a  sinner  does  an  about-face,  experienc- 
ing a  change  of  mind  and  attitude  toward  God  and 
evil.  It  involves  a  change  of  action  as  well  as  a  change 
of  thought.  It  involves  sorrow  for  sin  and  a  determina- 
tion to  renounce  and  forsake  all  works  of  Satan. 

Hear  the  proclamation  according  to  the  gospel  of 
Isaiah:  "Let  the  wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the 
unrighteous  man  his  thoughts:  and  let  him  return  unto 
the  Lord,  and  he  will  have  mercy  upon  him;  and  to 
our  God,  for  he  will  abundantly  pardon"  (Isaiah  55:7). 

Obviously,  this  move  toward  God  must  be  genuine 
and  sincere.  The  change  of  attitude  toward  God  will 
bring  about  a  change  of  God's  attitude  toward  the 
penitent.  "A  broken  and  a  contrite  heart,  O  God,  thou 
wilt  not  despise"  (Psalm  51:17).  In  the  seeker's  move 
toward  God  he  is  recognizing  Him  as  God,  and  thus 
glorifying  Him.  Such  a  move  is  an  act  of  repentance. 
It  will  bring  mercy  and  pardon  to  the  penitent.  This 
means  that  all  sin  will  be  blotted  out,  buried,  and 
forgotten  by  God.  Thus  the  penitent  will  be  liberated 
from  his  estrangement  from  God  and  freed  from 
condemnation  for  past  sins  and  the  fear  of  divine 
retribution.  He  is  then  at  peace  with  God. 

There  are  probably  some  who  object  to  being 
reminded  that  they  should  repent.  We  are  dealing 
with  how  to  find  one's  way  back  to  God.  This  is  the 
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sure  way.  It  has  been  verified  by  those  who  have 
honestly  made  the  effort  to  return.  There  is  no  other 
way. 

The  preceding  steps  are  buttressed  by  the  following 
comprehensive  proposal  of  Christ:  "If  any  man  will  do 
his  will,  he  shall  know  of  the  doctrine,  whether  it  be 
of  God,  or  whether  I  speak  of  myself  (John  7:17). 

In  this  passage  the  Lord  challenges  the  honest 
doubter  to  an  honest  test.  The  poet  Coleridge  was  in 
agreement  with  this  proposition  when  he  wrote,  "Don't 
bother  about  the  evidences  of  Christianity.  Just  try 
it!"  Jesus  affirms  that  if  any  man  is  so  determined  to 
know  of  God  and  His  doctrine,  that  man  should  begin 
by  doing  the  revealed  will  of  God.  By  so  doing  the 
individual  will  arrive  at  a  place  where  his  questions 
and  doubts  will  be  resolved. 

It  is  not  said  that  one  will  come  to  understand  all 
the  divine  mysteries.  One  is  assured  that  he  will 
understand  the  truth  concerning  the  claims  of  Christ 
and  His  redeeming  grace.  The  proposition  is  not 
complicated  nor  difficult.  It  simply  requires  that  the 
seeker  give  Christ  the  benefit  of  the  doubt;  that  he 
take  Christ  at  His  word.  It  means  that  in  the  search 
for  truth  the  individual  will  begin  to  do  the  things 
which  Christ  has  taught  us  to  do,  such  as  following  in 
His  steps  and  carefully  emulating  Him  as  the  daily 
way  of  life  in  so  far  as  God  gives  us  light  to  see  the 
way. 

The  individual  obviously  cannot  be  halfhearted  in 
this  response.  Every  possible  clue  must  be  diligently 
followed.  The  validity  of  this  offer  is  amply  supported 
by  other  passages  of  Scripture:  "When  ye  shall  search 
for  me  with  all  your  heart.  ...  I  will  be  found  of  you, 
saith  the  Lord"  (Jeremiah  29:13,  14).  "Come  unto  me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest"  (Matthew  11:28). 

The  use  of  the  words  "His  will"  need  not  be  a 
stumbling  block  to  anyone.  It  simply  means  doing 
what  God  has  made  Known  to  us  in  His  Word.  It 
means,  first  of  all,  coming  to  Him  and  asking. 

Jesus  Christ  has  unequivocably  guaranteed  that 
when  the  challenge  is  met  in  good  faith  and  the 
seeker  penitently  comes  to  Him  just  as  he  is,  that  "he 
shall  know."  The  guarantee  rests  firmly  upon  the 
integrity   of  Jesus   Christ   himself.    The    seeker    will 
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surmount  his  doubts  in  the  act  of  submitting  to,  and 
complying  with,  the  requirements  of  this  moral  test. 
Many  who  have  been  bogged  down  in  doubt  and 
skepticism  have  discovered  this  to  be  the  way  back  to 
faith.  Even  while  in  the  process  of  accepting  the 
Lord's  proposal,  they  found  deliverance  and  freedom. 
Their  experience  was  similar  to  that  of  the  lepers  who 
came  to  Christ  for  healing.  He  commanded  them, 
before  any  miracle  took  place  in  them,  to  go  and 
show  themselves  to  the  priest,  as  the  law  of  Moses 
required,  and  "as  they  went,  they  were  cleansed" 
(Luke  17:14). 

The  reliability  of  this  proposition  is  attested  in  the 
following  illustration  from  Dr.  W.  B.  Riley,  pastor  of 
the  First  Baptist  Church  in  Minneapolis  for  over  fifty 
years. 

"One  of  the  greatest  women  of  modern  times  says, 
'I  was  an  unbeliever;  I  doubted  the  Deity  of  Jesus, 
but  one  day  I  decided  in  my  mind  that  I  would  live 
as  if  Jesus  were  the  Son  of  God,  and  as  if  I  were 
responsible  to  Him  as  my  God,  and  see  what  came  of 
such  a  life.  I  had  no  sooner  set  about  such  a  course  in 
sincerity  and  earnestness  than  He  made  me  such  a 
revelation  of  Himself  as  to  clear  the  mind  of  all 
doubt,  and  the  heart  of  all  skepticism,  and  I  knew 
Him  to  be  my  Lord.'  " 

This  is  a  verification  of  the  simple  formula  proposed 
by  Christ. 

Billy  Graham  offers  the  following,  which  is  likewise 
in  accord  with  the  contention  that  in  order  to  be 
reconciled  with  God  and/or  to  recover  lost  faith  one 
should  meet  the  Master's  challenge  and  accept  the 
moral  test. 

"At  a  West  Coast  University  a  professor  of  science 
came  to  me  in  my  room  at  the  Student  Union,  and  he 
said,  'You  are  going  to  be  amazed  at  the  ultimate 
question  I  am  here  to  ask  you.'  Then  he  told  me  a 
long  story  of  his  own  inward  struggle  in  moral, 
spiritual,  and  intellectual  issues.  'More  and  more,'  he 
said,  'I  have  come  to  realize  that  my  problem  with 
Christianity  is  really  not  intellectual  at  all.  It  is  moral. 
I  have  not  been  willing  to  meet  the  moral  require- 
ments of  Christianity'  "  (Billy  Graham,  World  Aflame, 
p.  149). 

The  moral  test  is  the  high  hurdle  that  challenges 
intellectuals.  It  is  hard  for  them  to  take  the  place  of 
the  humble  penitent.  It  is  difficult  for  them  to  pray  to 
God  whom  they  cannot  see  and  who  defies  all  labora- 
tory tests.  It  is  difficult  for  them  to  renounce  their 
ways  and  their  sins.  This  is  true,  even  though  fre- 
quently they  oppose  themselves  in  refusing  to  believe 
God. 


The  word  believe,  in  its  finality,  means  "to  trust." 
What  Jesus  has  really  said  in  His  moral  challenge  is 
"Trust  me,  and  you  will  see."  To  trust  Him  and 
endeavor  to  put  into  practice  the  Word  He  has  given 
us  is  the  acme  of  all  that  is  moral.  We  often  trust 
when  we  cannot  see  or  understand  why. 

"Why  don't  you  believe  in  God?"  Tolstoy  asked 
Gorki.  "I  have  no  faith,  Leo,"  was  the  answer.  "It  is 
not  true,"  replied  Tolstoy.  "You  were  born  a  believer. 
You  cannot  get  along  without  God,  and  you  will  find 
it  out  some  day.  Your  unbelief  is  due  to  obstinacy  .  .  . 
You  were  born  a  believer,  and  you  are  thwarting  your 
nature"  (G.  Ray  Jordan,  Look  at  the  Stars,  Abingdon 
Press,  NY,  1942). 

The  example  of  Naaman  in  the  Old  Testament 
depicts  the  position  of  many  proud,  wayward  intellec- 
tuals. Naaman  was  a  leper,  and  hopelessly  incurable. 
An  unnamed  Israelite  servant  girl  told  him  of  a 
prophet  in  Samaria  who  could  heal  him  of  his  fatal 
illness.  Off  he  went,  armed  with  a  royal  recommenda- 
tion, to  see  the  prophet. 

When  Naaman  appeared  at  the  gate  of  Prophet 
Elisha  he  was  summarily  directed  to  go  to  the  Jordan 
River  and  dip  in  its  waters  seven  times.  Such  a 
directive  in  the  mind  of  proud  General  Naaman  was  a 
bizarre  affront.  It  was  humiliating  and  ridiculous. 
Naaman  became  angry.  His  first  reaction  was  to 
return  to  his  homeland. 

The  wise  counsel  of  a  faithful  servant  caused  Naaman 
to  reconsider.  He  saw  the  folly  of  his  error.  He  was 
the  victim  of  a  blinding  pride  which  almost  cost  him 
his  life.  At  last  Naaman  realized  Elisha  was  the  only 
man  in  the  world  who  could  help  him.  Without 
Elisha's  help  he  would  be  destined  to  eke  out  the 
remainder  of  his  existence  in  misery  and  as  an 
outcast.  His  ill  temper  was  shameful,  indefensible, 
and  his  pride  was  more  dangerous  than  his  malady. 

Naaman  repented.  He  changed  his  attitude  about 
himself  and  about  the  man  of  God.  Then  he  proceeded 
humbly  to  the  Jordan  River.  He  dipped  himself  in  the 
river  seven  times  as  prescribed  and  was  abundantly 
rewarded.  He  was  made  whole.  His  humility  in 
submitting  to  the  prophet's  requirements  proved  to  be 
the  key.  His  problem  was  a  moral  one  and  a  matter 
of  pride.  Naaman  found  deliverance  when  he  accept- 
ed the  challenge  to  the  moral  test  (see  2  Kings  5). 

Obviously  Naaman's  greatest  problem  was  not  with 
leprosy  but  with  the  ravaging  sin  of  pride.  It  almost 
kept  him  from  receiving  the  gift  of  God.  Is  not  this 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 
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Like  many  young  people,  Coty  discovered  that  life  doesn't  always  turn  out  the  way  one  expects. 


It  was  August  Coty  hated.  It 
had  happened  in  August. 
One  year  ago  today  the 
bottom  dropped  out.  The  end  of 
the  world,  he  thought.  He 
hoped.  The  late  summer  heat 
had  poured  fire  and  brimstone 
on  everything  he  loved, 
everything  he  cared  about. 
August  was  what  had  killed  him. 

The  sun  burned  hot  on 
Coty's  back.  No  mercy.  Sweat 
poured  from  his  forehead  into 
his  eyes,  and  he  tasted  salt  on 
his  upper  lip.  He  slung  back 
damp,  bleached  hair,  wiped  his 
face  with  the  already  soaked 
handkerchief,  and  then  left  the 
handkerchief  dangling  from  his 
back  pocket. 

There'd  been  no  rain  in 
weeks.  It  was  a  record,  even  for 
this  time  of  year.  The  garden 
was  a  lost  cause.  Even  the  few 
tomatoes  wouldn't  survive  this. 
If  the  heat  kept  up  much  longer, 
nobody  would  survive  this. 
The  ground  was  dry  and 
cracked,  like  a  scab.  Roses 
which  had  bloomed  earlier  now 
spotted  the  pale  lawn  like 
flecks  of  dried  blood.  A  summer 
graveyard. 

Coty  knew  he  was  wasting  his 
time,  but  he  didn't  care.  It 
was  punishment  he  deserved. 
The  blazing  August  sun  set  his 
skin  on  fire  and  burned  away  all 
the  memories.  Warm  liquid 
poured  off  his  forehead  and 
down  his  back,  washing  out 
the  past,  the  present,  the  future. 
He  had  to  keep  working.  He 
had  to  block  it  out.  He  knew  if 
he  remembered,  he  would  die 
all  over  again. 

Nick  had  always  loved  the 
summer.  The  hotter  the  better. 
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Ever  since  Coty  could 
remember,  Nick  had  squirmed 
through  the  other  nine  months 
like  something  in  a  zoo,  itching 
to  get  outdoors,  to  be  free. 
Nick  came  alive  in  warm 
weather.  He  was  like  a  wild 
animal  timed  to  nature's  rhythm. 
He  spread  life  around  him 
wherever  he  went,  on  whomever 
he  was  with.  Coty  always  felt 
he  lived  more  around  Nick  than 
at  any  other  time. 

Nick  and  Coty  were  best 
friends.  Brothers.  They 
decided  when  they  were  kids 
that  it  was  just  a  fluke,  their 
being  born  in  different  families. 
A  technicality.  What  mattered 
was  the  feeling,  the  time 
together.  Every  day  at  school, 
after  school,  on  weekends.  In 
high  school.  Football  camp. 
Double-dating  at  the  prom. 
Getting  their  pictures  made 
after  graduation.  Summers. 

Nick  was  only  a  few  months 
older,  but  Coty  idolized  him  like 
a  true  older  brother.  Nick  was 
everything  Coty  wanted  to  be. 
Strong.  Confident.  Good- 
looking.  Coty  could  never  see  an 
advantage  in  his  own 
ail-American  face  when  Nick  was 
around.  Girls  went  crazy  over 
Nick's  thick  black  hair,  his  big 
brown  eyes,  his  year-round 
tan. 

Coty  had  to  work  hard  at 
all  the  things  that  seemed  so 
easy  for  Nick.  Girls.  Sports. 
Even  at  church,  Nick  was  a 
natural.  Everybody  loved  him 
and  looked  up  to  him.  He  was 
the  unofficial  rock,  proof  that 
stability  was  possible  for  a  young 
Christian.  No  matter  what 
happened,  no  matter  how  crazy 
things  got,  Nick  would  be  in 


there  doing  whatever  he  was 
asked  .  .  .  and  more. 

Somehow  Nick  always 
managed  to  pull  it  off,  even 
when  he  was  into  everything  at 
school — football,  student 
government,  honors  courses.  Nick 
drove  the  church  bus  on 
Sunday  mornings,  he  taught  the 
fifth  graders  on  Wednesday 
nights,  he  almost  never  missed  a 
choir  practice.  Everyone  said 
Nick  had  the  gift  of  unlimited 
energy.  Coty  sometimes 
kidded  Nick,  calling  him  Super 
Teen.  Nick  would  only  laugh 
and  flex  his  muscle. 

It  wasn't  a  joke,  though. 
Nick  was  serious  about  God.  He 
believed  hard,  and  he  made 
his  responsibilities  as  heavy  as 
he  thought  the  Cross  had 
been.  It  was  his  duty.  He  owed 
Him — Christ — and  Nick  always 
paid  what  he  owed.  He  always 
did  his  share,  and  he  always 
paid  his  debts.  It  was  a  principle 
with  Nick. 

During  that  last  year  at  home, 
Coty  had  tried  to  slow  Nick 
down.  "Ease  up,  Nick,"  he  told 
him  one  Saturday  night.  They 
were  driving  home  from  an  away 
game.  It  was  almost  2  a.m., 
and  Nick  was  supposed  to  drive 
the  bus  next  morning. 

"Let  somebody  else  drive 
tomorrow,  Nick.  Someone 
could  take  over  for  you  this 
once.  You  gotta  stop  trying  to 
do  everything  by  yourself. 
Nobody  can  do  what  you're 
doing  and  hold  it  together. 
Nobody  can  take  that  kind  of 
pressure." 

Nick  smiled.  "I  can." 

Coty  spent  almost  every  day 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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s  he  walked  alone  into  the 
walnut-paneled  library  of 
his  grandfather's  home, 
Hugh  B.  Casper  forced  the  smirk 
from  his  face. 

It  wasn't  easy. 

Hugh's  green  eyes  took  in 
the  full  room  at  a  glance  but  it 
was  only  the  face  of  Robert  he 
really  saw.  Robert  smiled  and  that 
smile,  more  than  anything  else, 
did  away  with  the  slightest 
remorse  Hugh  may  have  felt 
over  his  evil  deed. 

Everyone  was  present. 
Stanley  McDonnald,  Grandpa 
Casper's  attorney,  shuffled 
papers  at  the  big  desk,  peering 
over  his  glasses  in  his  usual 
businesslike  manner.  Aunt 
Marybelle  sat  on  the  couch 
with  her  poodle  in  her  lap. 
Marybelle  was  only  an  aunt  by 
marriage,  something  of  a  flighty 
but  harmless  soul,  Hugh  had 
once  heard  his  grandpa  say.  Hugh 
already  knew  she  would  be 
mentioned  only  casually  in  the 
will  Stanley  was  preparing  to 
read.  The  others  were  cousins, 
seven  in  all,  of  varying 
backgrounds  and  temperaments, 
gathered  like  vultures  for  the  feast. 

This  did  not  bother  Hugh.  After  all,  the  old 
man  had  ruled  his  family  with  an  iron  hand.  He 
had  favored  some  and  siiunned  others.  Naturally, 
the  same  was  to  be  expected  from  his  last  and 
final  act.  The  cousins  and  Marybelle  were  little 
more  than  necessary  evils  in  Hugh's  scheme  of 
things.  They  existed.  Once  the  will  was  read, 
once  Hugh  came  into  his  inheritance,  they  would 
fade  like  vapor  from  his  life.  Where  they  went 
or  what  they  did,  Hugh  didn't  care.  He  had  his 
own  plans. 

First,  though,  there  was  the  matter  with  Robert. 

Hugh  sauntered  over  and  sat  in  a 
straight-backed  chair,  opposite  Robert.  Their  eyes 
met.  Robert  nodded  and  tilted  his  chair  back. 
Always  so  calm.  So  sure  of  himself,  Hugh  thought. 

Hugh  folded  his  hands  and  looked  somber.  A 
grandson  ought  to  show  respect  for  the  dead. 

"I  believe  this  is  everyone,"  Stanley  said, 


Determined  to  get  even 
with  his  adopted  brother, 
Hugh  Casper  slowly  wove  for 
himself  a  web  of  judgment. 
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pulling  the  armchair  closer  to  the 
desk  and  dropping  himself  into 
it.  "The  will  is  quite  lengthy.  Law 
requires  that  I  read  all  of  it. 
Make  yourselves  comfortable.  I 
hope  there  will  be  no 
interruptions  until  I  have  read 
everything.  Then,  should  you 
have  questions,  we  will  take  them 
up  one  at  a  time." 

Hugh  tried  not  to  show  his 
impatience.  He  heard  Stanley's 
voice  drone  through  a  few  of  the 
opening  words  of  the  will.  His 
mind  kept  flashing  back  to  events 
of  the  past  night,  to  his  friend 
Earl  and  their  midnight  break-in 
at  the  municipal  building  where 
Stanley  McDonnald  and  Associates 
had  offices. 

It  had  been  a  terribly  risky 
venture.  Hugh  knew  that.  He 
knew,  too,  that  he  had  everything 
to  gain  if  successful;  and,  if  the 
past  five  years  had  taught  him 
anything,  it  had  taught  him  that 
he  couldn't  trust  his  grandpa  to 
keep  things  in  perspective  when 
it  came  to  Robert. 

Hugh  had  been  right.  Inside 
the  law  office,  he  and  Earl  had  at 
first  had  difficulty  finding  the 
old  man's  file.  They  had  spent  almost  an  hour 
and  were  on  the  verge  of  giving  up  when  Hugh 
thought  of  the  briefcase.  It  lay  near  the  coat- 
rack.  Inside,  sure  enough,  Hugh  found  the  papers. 
All  of  them.  Neatly  arranged  and  ready  for  the 
family  gathering.  It  had  taken  Hugh  but  a  few 
minutes  to  scan  the  will.  It  had  taken  him 
longer  to  get  over  the  anger  when  he  saw  what  his 
grandfather  had  done. 
How  could  he? 

The  old  man  had  lost  his  mind.  No  one  in  his 
right  senses  would  bypass  his  own  flesh  and  blood 
and  make  a  total  stranger — adopted  grandson  he 
was  called — chief  heir  to  the  family  fortune.  That 
just  wasn't  right.  Hugh  figured  he  could  go  to 
court  and  break  the  will  but  that  would  take  time 
and  involve  expense.  He  knew  a  better  way, 
especially  since  Grandpa  had  been  foolish  enough 
to  convert  his  fixed  assets  into  negotiable  bonds. 
There  were  two  envelopes,  one  addressed  to 
Robert,  the  other  to  Hugh.  Even  before  they 
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were  opened,  Hugh  knew  his  would  be  the  smaller 
of  the  gifts. 

Using  steam  from  a  boiling  pot  in  the  office 
breakfast  nook,  Hugh  carefully  opened  both 
envelopes  and  exchanged  the  bonds.  He  swallowed 
hard  when  he  noticed  Robert's  bond  was  three 
times  larger  than  his.  His  lips  set  in  firm  resolve. 
Not  this  time,  Robert,  he  said  to  himself.  This 
is  one  time  you  will  not  get  away  with  your  gentle 
ways  and  your  talk  of  love  and  religion.  This 
time  I'm  calling  the  shots. 

So  now,  for  Hugh,  the  will  reading  was  but  a 
necessary  evil.  Something  he  had  to  tolerate. 

Hugh  glanced  at  his  watch.  Ten  minutes. 
Stanley  must  be  about  through.  Marybelle  was 
dabbing  at  her  eyes  with  a  white  silk 
handkerchief.  Cousin  Allen,  a  big,  gawky  boy  with 
shoes  that  needed  polishing,  picked  at  his  teeth. 
The  room  was  very  quiet. 

Looking  once  more  across  the  room  at  Robert, 
Hugh  remembered  that  first  day  when  he  had 
arrived  with  his  grandfather,  wearing  jeans  and 
a  blue  flannel  shirt.  Grandpa  had  met  Robert  at 
the  bus  station  where  he  had  gone  to  pick  up  a 
motor  part.  Although  Robert  had  looked  like 
something  of  a  bum,  he  wasn't  that  sort  at  all. 
He  had  always  worked  hard.  His  parents  were 
both  dead,  after  thirty  years  each  in  the  cotton 
mill.  Robert  did  odd  jobs  around  town  and  had 
become  known  somewhat  as  an  itinerant 
preacher. 

Not  a  real  preacher,  Hugh  realized,  because 
he  didn't  have  an  education  or  anything.  But 
Robert  was  always  telling  people  about  Jesus 
and  what  a  difference  Christ  would  make  in  one's 
life.  Grandpa  had  taken  a  liking  to  Robert  right 
off.  Hugh  hadn't.  However,  Hugh  didn't  think 
things  were  really  serious  until  Grandpa 
announced  one  night  that,  so  far  as  he  was 
concerned,  Robert  was  an  adopted  grandson.  He 
had  full  rights  and  full  privileges  in  the  house  just 
like  Hugh.  Hugh  was  to  treat  him  as  an  equal 
and  a  brother. 

In  Grandpa's  presence,  Hugh  and  Robert  had 
usually  managed  to  put  up  a  good  front;  but  when 
he  wasn't  around  .  .  .  that  was  a  different  story. 
Different,  at  least,  with  Hugh.  Hugh  had  taken 
every  opportunity  to  embarrass  Robert,  to  make 
him  look  silly,  to  drive  him  out.  No  use.  Robert 
had  just  kept  smiling,  just  kept  acting  religious, 
just  kept  pretending  that  he  liked  Hugh — loved 
him  were  the  exact  words — no  matter  how  Hugh 
acted. 


Just  wait  until  he  opens  that  envelope, 
Hugh  kept  thinking.  Just  wait. 

"Finally  .  .  ."  Stanley  paused  to  turn  a  page  of 
the  will.  ".  .  .  it  may  seem  strange  that  I  have 
chosen  to  liquefy  all  my  earthly  assets  but  I  have 
done  so  with  the  full  realization  that  neither  my 
real  nor  my  adopted  grandsons  care  for  my 
business  or  my  home.  Robert  has  his  missionary 
activities  to  which  he  must  attend;  and  Hugh  has 
his  playboy  mentality  which,  to  my  way  of 
thinking,  isn't  going  to  change.  So  it  is  that  I  have 
turned  everything  into  cash  and  have  this  day 
stipulated  that  my  attorney  give  each  grandson  the 
proper  envelope,  according  to  my  instructions." 

Stanley  McDonnald  pulled  two  envelopes  from 
his  briefcase  and  placed  them  on  the  desk. 

Hugh  felt  thickness  in  his  throat.  His  heart  beat 
fast.  The  time  had  come. 

"There  is  one  other  thing,"  Stanley  said,  "a 
closing  statement  which  Mr.  Casper  added  to  his 
will  two  days  before  he  died  and  after  a  long 
discussion  with  Robert." 

Stanley  picked  up  the  will  and  continued  to  read. 

"I,  Hubert  B.  Casper,  Sr.,  being  of  sound 
mind,  do  herewith  note  the  following  change  in  my 
last  will  and  testament.  After  talking  with  my 
adopted  grandson,  who  noted  that  he  felt  it  unfair 
that  I  leave  a  larger  portion  of  my  estate  to 
him  rather  than  to  Hugh,  I  herewith  agree  that 
the  two  bearer  bonds  be  exchanged.  My 
attorney  is  herewith  instructed  to  give  the  envelope 
marked  Robert  to  my  grandson  Hugh.  He  will 
give  the  envelope  marked  Hugh  to  Robert." 

"Further,  let  it  be  understood  that  if  either 
grandson  protests  this  decision,  that  if  either  lifts  a 
voice  against  it  or  threatens  litigation  of  any 
sort,  then  his  part  of  the  inheritance  is  to  be  given 
to  charity. 

Stanley  stood  up  with  the  envelopes,  and  walked 
first  to  Robert  and  then  to  Hugh. 

Hugh  stared  at  the  envelope  ...  at  the  name 
Robert  .  .  .  and  at  the  barely  visible  smudge 
marks  where  he  had  steamed  the  envelope  open 
the  night  before. 

"Won't  you  look  at  that!"  Robert  said  from 
across  the  room.  He  held  the  bond  high.  "That's 
sure  more  than  I  expected.  Grandpa  never  hinted 
he  was  worth  that  much.  Now  I  can  help  with 
that  Bible  mission  in  Columbia." 

"Are  you  all  right,  Hugh?"  Marybelle  asked. 
"You  don't  look  well."  □ 
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In  a  recent  youth  gathering,  a 
young  lady  continually 
raised  questions  regarding  her 
salvation.  It  soon  became  evident 
that  she  was  not  sure  she  was 
saved.  After  a  period  of 
interaction  it  was  discovered 
that  a  number  of  other  young 
people  present  at  the  meeting 
had  similar  feelings.  They  lacked 
assurance  of  their  salvation. 

Scripture  tells  us  that  it  is 
possible  to  know  beyond  all 
doubt  that  we  do  possess  eternal 
life.  However,  in  the  minds  of 
many,  there  are  distracting 
doubts  about  whether  or  not 
they  really  are  Christians. 
Their  doubts  persist. 

Reasons  for  this  doubt  come 
from  several  different  causes. 
One  young  person  could  not 
forgive  another  who  had 
wronged  him  several  years 
before.  Bitterness  and  an 
unforgiving  spirit  are  sure  to 
bring  doubt  about  salvation. 
The  words  of  Jesus  Christ 
explain  why:  "But  if  ye 
forgive  not  men  their  trespasses, 
neither  will  your  Father 
forgive  your  trespasses"  (Matthew 
6:15). 

Another  young  person  said  she 
had  been  saved  since  she  was 
a  child  but  she  had  doubt 
because  she  could  not  give  the 
day,  the  precise  hour,  or  the 
place  for  her  conversion,  as  so 
many  adults  could  do. 

It  is  very  important  to 
receive  Christ  as  a  child.  It 
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doesn't  matter  what  day  or 
hour  or  even  where:  what 
matters  is  that  you  give  your 
heart  to  God.  However,  it  is  also 
important  to  reaffirm  your 
childhood  decision  when  you 
reach  the  teen  years. 

Still  another  young  person  said 
he  had  not  had  the  courage  to 
make  things  right  with  those  he 
had  wronged  in  the  past.  He 
was  afraid  of  what  people  would 
think  of  him.  Unwillingness  to 
ask  forgiveness  and  make 
restitution  will  also  cause  a 
person  to  doubt  salvation. 

Nevertheless,  you  can  have 
assurance  of  your  salvation!  Here 
are  four  steps: 

Confess  with  your  mouth. 
"That  if  thou  shalt  confess 
with  thy  mouth  the  Lord  Jesus, 
and  shalt  believe  in  thine 
heart  that  God  hath  raised  him 
from  the  dead,  thou  shalt  be 
saved.  For  with  the  heart  man 
believeth  unto  righteousness; 
and  with  the  mouth  confession  is 
made  unto  salvation"  (Romans 
10:9,  10). 

Be  sensitive  to  the 
witness  of  the  Spirit.  "The 
Spirit  itself  beareth  witness 
with  our  spirit,  that  we  are  the 
children  of  God"  (Romans 
8:16). 

Be  baptized  in  water. 
"Therefore  we  are  buried  with 
him  by  baptism  into  death: 
that  like  as  Christ  was  raised  up 
from  the  dead  by  the  glory  of 
the  Father,  even  so  we  also 


should  walk  in  newness  of 
life"  (Romans  6:4). 

Tune  in  to  the  Word.  "If 
we  walk  in  the  light,  as  he  is  in 
the  light,  we  have  fellowship 
one  with  another,  and  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin"  (1 
John  1:7). 

Why  not  take  the  following 
sixty-second  checkup  and 
study  the  related  scriptures.  Do 
so  prayerfully  and  further 
assurance  will  be  yours,  for 
these  are  characteristics  of 
the  born  again  Christian.  □ 

SIXTY-SECOND  CHECKUP 

D    New    awareness    of    right    and 
wrong: 

Read  John  16:8;  Romans  7:18- 
25;  Hebrews  5:14. 

□  Hunger  for  God's  Word: 
Read  Job  23:12;  Jeremiah  15: 
16;  Hebrews  5:14. 

□  Desire  for  a  changed  life: 
Read  2  Corinthians  5:17. 

□  Increase  in  Testing: 

Read    Luke    6:22;    2    Timothy 
3:12. 

□  Love  for  other  Christians: 
Read  1  John  4:7-13. 

□  Desire     to     tell     others     about 
Christ: 

Read  Psalm  107:2;  1  Peter  3:15. 
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with  Nick  that  summer,  right 
up  until  it  was  time  for  both  to 
leave  for  college.  Coty  had 
decided  on  the  church's  school, 
at  least  for  a  couple  of  years. 
Nick  was  going  to  State.  Into 
premed.  It  was  the  first  time 
they'd  ever  really  been  apart, 
the  first  time  any  change  had 
come  between  them. 

"You're  the  writer,"  Nick 
said  the  day  he  left.  "You  send 
letters.  I'll  call." 

He  did,  too.  Once  every  week 
or  so,  Coty  would  rush  to  the 
phone,  and  there  would  be 
Nick's  big,  deep  voice — 
laughing,  cutting  up,  reporting  on 
girls,  complaining  about  the 
food,  the  noise,  his  roommate. 
Long  distance  kept  the  good 
old  days  around  .  .  .  slowed 
down  the  changes  ...  at  least 
for  a  while.  And  every  break  .  .  . 
every  holiday  .  .  .  was  a 
homecoming.  Skiing  at  Needle 
Forge  .  .  .  taking  the  boat  out 
for  its  first  run  at  Indian  Lake 
.  .  .  opening  softball  season  for 
the  church  team.  .  .  . 

When  the  calls  stopped 
coming  so  often,  Coty  just 
shrugged  it  off.  Nick  was 
busy.  He  was  busy.  They  had 
more  important  things  to  do 
than  tie  up  the  phones  every 
weekend.  College  was  tough. 
Especially  premed.  Besides, 
summer  vacation  was  coming 
up.  They'd  both  be  home  soon. 
Everything  would  be  great, 
just  like  always.  Nick  really 
came  alive  in  the  summer. 

Coty  laughed  when  Nick's 
mother  told  him  Nick  wouldn't 
be  coming  home. 

"He's  decided  to  stay  on 
campus.  .  ." 


".  .  .  going  to  summer 
school.  .   ." 

".  .  .  working,  too.  .  .  ." 

Nick? 

Coty  knew  better.  No  way 
could  Nick  stay  cooped  up  in  a 
dorm  room  all  summer.  No 
way  could  his  best  friend  miss 
the  best  part  of  the  year  .  .  . 
their  part  of  the  year.  Coty 
laughed. 

But  Nick  didn't  come  home. 
Nick  didn't  even  call.  He 
stayed  at  school.  Took  a  full 
summer  session  in  chemistry 
and  worked  part  time  at  a  sports 
shop.  He  studied  hard  and 
worked  hard.  His  professor  said 
he  was  one  of  the  most  gifted 
students  he'd  seen  in  a  long 
time.  Nick  was  bright.  He  was 
dedicated.  He  had  a  real  future. 

Nick  made  straight  A's  that 
summer.  He  saved  $500.  And  on 
a  hazy,  hot,  August  afternoon, 
he  drove  his  car  to  the  Scarpali 
Bridge  and  jumped  into  the 
Branch  River. 

Coty  wouldn't  see  the  body. 
He  didn't  go  to  the  funeral.  He 
was  in  the  hospital  for  two 
months.  Doctors  called  it  shock. 
Coty  wouldn't  eat.  He  couldn't 
stand  the  sunlight.  His  room  had 
to  be  kept  cool.  No  warmth. 
Nothing  that  reminded  him  of 
summer.  No  more  summers. 

Nick  had  been  the  strong  one. 
Nick  had  been  in  control.  He 
had  been  the  older  brother,  the 
good  example,  the  rock.  Nick 
had  been  what  everyone  wanted 
to  be,  what  Coty  wanted  to 
be.  Someone  to  believe  in,  to 
hold  on  to,  to  trust.  Nick  had 
made  everything  count  and  made 
everyone  feel  good.  Nick  was 
always  there.  Always.  He  was 
the  best — everyone  knew 
it — and  he  was  gone.  Nick  was 
gone.  .  .  . 

The  sun  scorched  Coty's 
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shoulders  and  he  looked 
through  squinted  eyes  at  the 
bleak,  dry  earth  around  him. 
He  knew  he  was  wasting  his 
time.  This  year's  garden  was 
lost.  No  way  to  save  it.  He 
should  let  it  go.  He  should 
wait  and  plant  ne,xt  year's  crop 
when  it  was  cooler.  When 
something  could  grow. 

Coty  wiped  sweat  from  his 
forehead,  his  eyes,  his  mouth. 
He  stood  in  the  middle  of 
brown,  barren  soil.  It  was 
August,  a  terribly  hot  summer. 

Coty  wondered  if  it  would 
ever  rain  again.  □ 
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Sews  and  Hitivities 


Current  Happenings  with  Questions  for  Christian  Hetlection 

^Y^UTH NEWS  T®Nffl~E 
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Compiled  Vy   SONflil  LEE   HUNT,  Edlloiial  Assltunl  Gincnl  Dcpnlmenl  ol  Voulh  and  ChcislUn  Eduiahon 


The  Average  Family 

The  average  parent  spends  only  fourteen  minutes  a  day  talk- 
ing to  children,  twelve  of  which  involve  parents  telling  them 
what  to  do  and  what  not  to  do,  according  to  a  recent  report  of 
the  Pennsylvania  Department  of  Education.  Many  children  com- 
plain that  their  parents  don't  have  time  for  them,  while  parents 
say  their  children  don't  want  to  be  with  them.  (The  McKenzie 
Mirror,  April  1981)  □ 

1.  Do  you  have  a  good  relationship  with  your  parents? 

2.  What  can  you  do  to  improve  it? 

DIFFERENCE:  Personal 
Rights,  Public  Policies 

WASHINGTON— in  the  fall  of  1977,  a  search  committee  at  the 
University  of  Maryland  chose  Professor  Oilman  of  New  York 
University  as  chairman  for  the  Department  of  Politics  and  Gov- 
ernment. 

Dr.  Toll,  the  president,  rejected  the  nomination.  Professor 
Oilman  sued.  Oilman  is  a  Marxist.  (Cleveland  Daily  Banner,  June 
8,  1981)  □ 

7.  Should  a  Marxist  be  permitted  to  teach  in  any  U.S.  school? 

2.  What  about  individual  and  personal  freedom  in  this  country? 

3.  What  are  the  limits  of  freedom? 

June  28  was 
Ascension  Date 

TUCSON,  Ariz.  (AP)— June  28— That  was  the  day,  according 
to  spiritual  leader  Bill  Maupin,  when  God  would  bodily  lift  up  His 
followers  and  Jesus  would  be  awaiting  them  at  cloud-level. 
Members  of  the  sect  didn't  plan  tc  gather  at  any  special  place  on 
the  28th;  they  believed  they  would  rise  from  wherever  they 
happened  to  be. 

To  prepare  for  their  ascent,  many  sold  their  homes  and  cars, 
quit  their  jobs  and  devoted  their  efforts  to  spreading  the  word 
that  the  time  of  "rapture" — the  ascent  into  heaven —  was  almost 
at  hand.  (Cleveland  Daily  Banner,  June  4,  1981)  □ 

1.  What  does  the  Bible  say  about  the  time  of  Jesus'  return? 
(See  Matthew  25:13.) 

2.  Sometimes  Christians  become  followers  of  people  who 
preach  false  doctrines.  Why? 


inmate's  Advice  to 
Outsiders:  What  to 
Expect  in  Prison 

Dear  Young  Person: 

It's  just  another  day  with  nothing  to  do  but  think  of  all  the  days 
yet  to  come.  Lost  time  spent  with  killers,  thieves,  rapists,  drug 
addicts  and  a  few  mental  cases  that  were  overlooked  along  the 
way. 

One  of  the  things  I've  found  out  from  talking  to  so  many  young 
men  here  in  prison  is  that  mast  are  in  here  as  a  result  of  drugs. 

If  you  are  into  drugs,  let  me  tell  you  what  to  expect  in  prison 
after  you  are  caught. 

We've  had  two  rapes,  one  strong-armed  robbery,  two  attempted 
suicides,  two  prison  breaks  (which  only  makes  it  harder  on  us). 
One  boy  hung  himself  because  his  mother  wouldn't  talk  to  him 
on  the  phone.  The  other  day  my  cellmate  cut  his  wrists  because 
"he  knew"  he  couldn't  take  it. 

Joke  about  it  if  you  want,  but  there's  no  pill  you  can  take, 
nothing  you  can  smoke,  that  will  make  this  trip  worthwhile.  □ 

Think  about  it.  .  .  . 

Inmate 

Tennessee  State  Penitentiary 
510  Days  to  Go 
(Cleveland  Daily  Banner,  June  9,  1981) 

With  whom  could  you  share  this  article  and  your  testimony  of 
your  faith  in  Jesus? 


Longevity 
Affects  Marriage 

PHILADELPHIA  (AP)— Because  people  are  living  longer,  a 
Temple  University  sociologist  tells  us  a  large  number  of  men  and 
women  alive  today  may  well  wish  to  plan  for  a  second  spouse, 
as  they  plan  for  a  second  career. 

"Increased  longevity,"  Dr.  Holger  Stub  insists,  "allows  men 
and  women  virtually  to  bargain  for  two  marriages,  once  for  the 
young  family  years  and  then  for  the  post-parental  period." 
(Cleveland  Daily  Banner)  □ 

*        *        * 

1.  What  does  the  Bible  say? 

2.  What  reason  did  Jesus  give  for  divorce? 

3.  Read  Matthew  19:3-9. 
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The  Ministry  of 
Family  Training  Hour 

Continued  from  page  9 

gone  through  this  entire  series 
will  be  equipped  as  never 
before  to  face  the  pressures  of 
adult  living. 

Future  plans  for  FTH 
curriculum  call  for  the 
development  of  Yearbook  Four 
for  Peace  Cadets  and 
Peacemakers  and  a  revision  of 
Yearbook  One  for  Peacefinders. 
The  development  of  additional 
young  adult  curriculum  is  also 
being  considered  for  the  near 
future.  Long-range  plans  call  for 
the  provision  of  quality 
curriculum  for  all  members  of 
the  family. 

Is  the  Family  Training  Hour 
ministering  to  the  families  of 
the  Church  of  God? 

Those  of  us  who  are 
involved  on  a  daily  basis  with 
this  vital  effort  feel  that  it 
most  definitely  is.  Perhaps  a 
more  pertinent  question  would 
be,  "Is  the  Family  Training 
Hour  ministering  to  your 
family?" 

The  church  is  providing  the 
mechanism  and  the  resources, 
but  these  provisions  are  of  no 
benefit  until  they  are  utilized 
and  implemented.  Until  you 
and  your  family  become 
involved,  the  fifty-year 
heritage  of  our  youth  and  family 
endeavors  will  be  of  no  value 
to  your  family. 

In  such  days  as  these  you 
cannot  afford  to  deprive  yourself 
or  your  family  of  this  vital 
ministry.  □ 

Jimmy  D.  Wood,  a  native  of 
Texas,  has  done  most  of  his 
ministry  in  Virginia.  In  January 
of  this  year,  he  became  the  first 
full-time  editor  of  Church  of 
God  Family  Training  Hour 
curriculum. 


God  Spared 
My  Life 

Continued  from  page  7 

almost  constantly  during  the 
next  twelve  days  of  hospital 
care.  She  prayed.  She  got  in 
touch  with  church  folks  back 
home  in  Griffith,  Indiana,  and 
they  prayed.  I  knew  there  would 
be  scars,  that  I  might  not  be 
as  strong  as  previously,  but  I 
desperately  prayed  for  God  to 
restore  the  use  of  my  arm. 

There  were  days  when  the 
pain  was  terrible,  when  every 
nerve  in  my  body  seemed  to 
scream.  Yet,  God  was  always 
there.  I  felt  His  presence  and 
I  felt  the  effects  of  all  those 
prayers. 

Once  out  of  the  hospital,  I 
began  the  long  days  of 
therapy.  I  also  fought  mental 
battles  and  spiritual  battles  as 
doctors  kept  telling  me  there 
really  wasn't  much  they  could 
do  for  my  left  arm.  They  figured 
it  would  be  useless. 

Not  long  after  I  was  home 
from  the  hospital,  I  slipped 
and  fell.  This  tore  the  muscles 
loose  all  over  again.  Yet  I 
prayed,  knowing  God  was  able. 

On  Saturday  night,  at  a 
special  men's  prayer  service,  I 
felt  God's  healing  touch  on  my 
arm.  I  worked  it.  Exercised  it. 
Gradually  got  it  to  do  what  I 
told  it.  Today,  thank  God  I  am 
well  again.  The  arm  is  nearly 
perfect  and  I  am  working  as 
before. 

God  is  wonderful!  □ 
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EXPECT  TO  WIN  by  Bill  Glass 

Bill  Glass  is  convinced  that  Christians  should  "expect  to  win."  He  strove  to  be  a  winner 
during  his  days  as  an  all-American  collegian  and  as  an  all-pro  defensive  end.  "Expect  to 
win"  has  been  his  motto  all  his  life.  It's  still  his  message  today,  as  a  full-time  Christian 
leader  and  much-in-demand  speaker. 

Expect  to  Win  offers  principles  for  developing  a  winning  attitude  toward  life — each  tried 
and  proven  in  the  author's  own  life.  Bill  Glass  challenges  readers,  "Don't  settle  for  less 
than  your  best."  But,  more  than  that,  he  set  forth  nine  steps  for  setting  goals  and 
successfully  reaching  them.  (Word  Books,  Waco,  TX  76796)  □ 

MEETING  GOD  AT  EVERY  TURN  by  Catherine  Marshall 
Is  there  a  God  who  cares  about  me?  Will  He  help  me  get  out  of  the  mess  I'm  in?  Will 

He  strengthen  me,  forgive  me,  heal  me? 
Catherine  Marshall  gives  a  resounding  "Yes!"  to  these  questions  in  her  new  book, 

Meeting  God  at  Every  Turn.  In  a  helpful  sum-up,  Catherine  lists  twelve  life  principles 

which  have  guided  her  through  the  turns  on  the  road,  some  of  which  have  been  sharp 

and  unexpected,  some  as  inevitable  as  growing  up. 
Catherine's  central  discovery  is  that  He  can  make  the  difference  in  every  situation.  The 

word  "impossible"  melts  away  with  Him.  With  Him,  a  seemingly  dark  and  desolate  future 

becomes  a  joyous  new  life.  (Chosen  Books,  Lincoln,  VA  22078)  □ 

IT'S  EASIER  FOR  A  RICH  MAN  TO  ENTER  HEAVEN  .  .  .  THAN  FOR 
A  POOR  MAN  TO  REMAIN  ON  EARTH  by  Joseph  L  Felix 

Lightened  by  Dr.  Joseph  Felix's  wit,  It's  Easier  for  a  Rich  Man  to  Enter  Heaven  Than 
for  a  Poor  Man  to  Remain  on  Earth  is  a  practical,  workable  guide  for  surviving  the  current 
financial  crunch. 

Sixteen  chapters  cover  the  gamut  of  dollar-outgo,  and  Dr.  Felix  tells  how  to  save  money 
on  food,  clothing,  housing,  utilities,  income  tax,  education,  medical  bills,  insurance,  and 
recreation.  His  sound  advice  will  not  only  bring  blessings  to  your  budget,  it  also  will 
restore  your  frayed  optimism  about  "making  it"  at  today's  prices.  (Thomas  Nelson 
Publishers,  Nashville,  TN)  □ 

A  GUIDE  TO  CARING  FOR  AND  COPING  WITH  AGING  PARENTS  by 

John  Gillies 

How  will  you  respond  when  your  aging  parents  can't  function  alone? 

Middle-aged  offspring  face  complex  issues  and  emotional  decisions  when  their  parents 
no  longer  can  lead  independent  lives.  "The  trick,"  states  John  Gillies,  "is  to  balance 
independence  with  realistic  dependency." 

This  sensitive,  loving,  and  practical  handbook  is  written  from  the  author's  own 
background  of  experience  with  Paul,  his  father-in-law  who  suffered  a  stroke,  and  with 
Anna,  his  mother  who  became  confused  and  senile  following  a  blow  to  her  head. 
(Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  Nashville,  TN)  □ 

OUT  OF  THE  VALLEY  by  Betty  Tapscott 

Despite  the  dark  valleys  of  depression,  disease,  death,  and  defeat  .  .  .  you  can  be 
whole  if  you  allow  God  to  walk  through  the  valley  with  you.  Betty  Tapscott's  vibrant 
message  is  that  all  healing — emotional,  spiritual,  and  physical — comes  from  God,  whether 
it  is  by  His  miraculous,  instantaneous  intervention,  or  whether  it  is  through  physicians  and 
counselors,  medicine  and  therapy. 

Out  of  the  Valley  is  based  on  actual  experiences  of  healing.  In  all  cases  of  healing, 
however,  Mrs.  Tapscott  urges  faith  and  not  presumption.  (Thomas  Nelson  Publishers, 
Nashville,  TN)  □ 

THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST  by  Thomas  a  Kempis  (A  New  Translation  by  E.  M. 
Blaiklock) 

Thomas  a  Kempis'  The  Imitation  of  Christ  has  been  a  Christian  classic  for  over  five 
hundred  years  and  is  second  only  to  the  Bible  in  its  widespread  influence.  Kempis'  classic, 
was  completed  in  1427. 

Professor  Blaiklock's  new,  very  readable  translation  is  both  true  to  Thomas's  intentions 
and  faithful  to  the  scholar's  task,  thus  making  these  pure,  simple,  well-ordered  meditations 
speak  as  clearly  to  the  twentieth-century  believer  as  they  did  to  the  medieval  Christian. 
(Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  Nashville,  TN)  Q 
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the  case  of  the  intellectual 
unbeliever?  Could  it  be  that 
his  pride  costs  him  the  better 
things  of  life?  Is  his  pride 
costing  him  a  triumphant  faith 
which  would  fit  him  for 
victorious  living  and  a  more 
victorious  departure  when  time 
comes  to  bid  adieu  to  this 
world? 

The  preceding  steps  may  be 
made  without  conscious  faith. 
They  should  be  made  on  the 
basis  of  simple  Tightness.  They 
should  be  taken  in  recognition  of 
the  integrity  of  the  God  of  the 
Bible,  with  the  minimum 
assumption  that  He  is,  and 
that  since  He  is,  He  will  honor 
His  own  proposal,  to  wit,  "If 
any  man  will  do  his  will,  he 
shall  know."  The  Scriptures 
assure  us  that  He  delights  to 
honor  His  word,  and  that  "he 
is  a  rewarder  of  them  that 
diligently  seek  him"  (Hebrews 
11:6). 

Approach  Him  with  the 
same  respectful  attitude  one 
would  take  if  God  were 
visibly  present.  Because  He  is 
God,  it  is  wrong  to  live  in 
defiance  of  His  requirements.  It 
is  therefore  right  to  repent — to 
turn  about  face  and  pursue  a 
different  course  for  the  sheer 
purpose  of  being  right.  This  is 
an  imperative  step  in  the 
quest  for  truth. 

Do  not  make  the  mistake 
many  have  made  by  waiting  to 
trust  Christ  until  they  can 
understand  Him  or  until  the 
many  Bible  mysteries  are 
cleared  up.  That  is  the  opposite 
of  His  challenge,  which  is,  in 
short,  "do  his  will"  and  "know" 
later. 

Saint  Augustine  has  given 
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some  worthy  advice  which  is 
pertinent  to  the  matter.  "Dost 
thou  wish  to  understand? 
Believe.  For  God  has  said  by 
the  prophet,  'Except  ye 
believe,  ye  shall  not  understand!' 
.  .  .  Understanding  is  the 
reward  of  faith.  Then  do  not 
seek  to  understand  in  order  to 
believe,  but  believe  that  thou 
mayest  understand,  since 
'except  ye  believe,  ye  shall  not 
understand.'  "  (Quoted  from 
PascalFs  Recovery  of  Man's 
Wholeness.) 

We  should  not  consider  the 
challenge  to  trust  Christ 
unreasonable.  How  readily  we 
submit  ourselves  to  the 
surgeon  though  we  know  not 
whether  we  shall  return  from 
the  operating  room!  We  trust 
banks  with  our  assets.  We  eat 
food  in  strange  restaurants 
without  any  assurance  it  does 
not  contain  poison.  Surely  we 
have  the  capacity  to  commit 
ourselves  unto  God  and  to  trust 
Him  if  we  will.  Thus  the 
words  of  Jesus  are  addressed  to 
"any  man"  who  is  willing,  and 
who  wills  to  do  His  will.   Verily 
he  shall  know! 

It  is  a  fair  challenge!  O 

Communicators 
deeded 

Continued  from  page  11 

Publishing  House  do  not  claim 
to  know  all  the  answers.  We  do 
not  profess  to  be 
perfect — maybe  not  even 
adequate  when  one  looks  at 
the  total  scope  of 
responsibility — but  we  are 
willing  to  share  those  bits  of 
knowledge  accumulated  over 
the  years  and  we  have 
structured  two  writing  seminars 
for  this  fall  which  will  be  helpful 
to  those  interested  in 
improving  communication  skills. 
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The  first  seminar  will  be 
held  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
October  16,   17,   1981.  The 
second  in  Cincinnati,  Ohio, 
November  6,  7,   1981.  The 
programs  are  for  beginning 
writers  and  for  those  more 
advanced  in  the  art.  Class 
sessions  will  be  geared  to 
laymen,  preachers,  teachers,  and 
free-lancers.  Subjects  will  range 
the  full  gamut  of  writing 
responsibilities  but  a  primary 
objective  of  the  seminar  will  be 
to  help  you  understand  how  to 
become  more  effectively  involved 
with  writing  ministries  of  this 
church. 

Some  of  you  hope  to 
broaden  your  communications 
ministry  on  the  local  level. 
Some  have  an  interest  in  books. 
Others  in  newsletters,  teaching 
aids,  newspaper  journalism,  or  in 
how  to  improve  preaching 
skills.  Whatever  your  field  of 
interest,  our  editors  and 
writers  will  be  with  you, 
personally  as  well  as  in 
groups,  and  we  believe  the 
seminars  will  be  profitable. 

Ours  is  a  great  day! 

There's  a  revolution 
underway!  A  revolution  in 
communications.  A  revolution 
which  ultimately  will  affect  all  of 
us. 

God's  children  must  get 
involved.  D 
H£.S. 
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ISRAELI  TROOPS  RAID  PALESTINIAN  TERRORIST 
BASE  IN  LEBANON 

Hard  and  Fast  Rules 


Absolutes. 

Most  of  us  like  them.  They  simplify  this  very 
complex  "thing"  we  call  living. 

It's  so  much  easier  to  conclude,  "I'm  right  and 
you're  wrong"  than  to  be  squeezed  into 
admitting  there  may  be  a  little  of  both  right  and 
wrong  in  each  of  us. 

For  example,  consider  some  issues  facing  us 
today.  Bobby  Sands,  the  IRA  hunger  striker 
who  starved  himself  to  death — was  he  a  hero, 
dedicated  to  a  glorious  cause?  Or  was  he  a 
misguided  terrorist  fanatic?  Should  Prime  Minister 
Margaret  Thatcher  grant  IRA  demands?  Or  is 
she  right  in  saying,  "This  government  will  not 
negotiate  with  criminals"? 

The  Middle  East  conflict — Israeli  troops  bombing 
and  launching  raids  into  Lebanon;  Syrian 
rockets  raining  down  on  Beirut.  Who  is  right,  the 
Christians  or  the  Syrians?  Israel,  of  course,  is 
for  the  Christians.  That  sounds  good,  doesn't  it? 
And  simple? 

But  what  if  the  "Christians"  (in  Lebanon)  are  not 
Christian,  but  rather,  members  of  a  certain 
political  party?  And  what  if  the  Israelis  are  merely 
looking  out  for  their  own  political  aims?  And 
what  if  the  Syrians  are  being  funded  and 
encouraged  by  Communist  Russia? 

Gets  complicated,  doesn't  it? 

Yet,  over  and  again  you  run  into  those 
people  (so-called  Christians,  by  the  way,  both 
young  and  old)  who  will  tell  you  precisely  what 
the  situation  is.  They  know  who  is  right.  They 
know  who  is  wrong.  They  always  speak  in 
absolutes.  They  exist  in  a  world  of  hard  and  fast 
rules.  Quite  often  they  claim  to  base  their 
opinions  on  the  Bible. 

But  do  they?  Are  they  such  devout  students 
of  the  Word?  Do  they  know  so  much  about  what 
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Jesus  really  said?  About  what  He  really  meant? 
Or,  are  they  folks  who  swallow  the  bigoted 
opinions  of  others,  who  cocoon  themselves  in 
the  comforting  warmth  of  absolutes  so  they  won't 
have  to  think  about  complex  problems? 

Another  issue  is  religious  freedom.  All  of  us 
want  it  for  ourselves.  We  may  not  be  so  sure 
when  we  talk  of  freedom  for  someone  else;  or, 
when  we  try  to  draw  the  line  between  legitimate 
missionary  activities  and  proselytism.  In  other 
words,  it's  much  easier  to  claim  a  benefit  than 
to  grant  it  to  another. 

It  should  be  noted,  by  the  way,  that  when 
any  of  us  look  down  our  noses  at  one  of  a 
different  opinion,  when  we  speak  disparagingly 
of  that  individual,  or  when  we  shun  him  or  ignore 
him,  we  have  refused  in  our  heart  to  grant  him 
the  freedom  we  claim  for  ourselves. 

At  best,  living  in  such  times  as  these  is 
difficult.  It's  been  difficult  in  every  generation, 
including  that  of  our  Lord's,  when  cruel  men 
crucified  the  only  perfect  human  specimen  ever  to 
walk  this  earth. 

But  difficult  or  not,  a  word  needs  saying  for 
peacemakers,  for  those  who  love  and  care,  for 
those  willing  to  be  generous  with  their  attitudes  as 
well  as  with  their  money.  For  those  who,  right 
up  front,  can  admit  they  may  not  know  it  all  but 
they  still  trust  and  believe  in  a  loving  God. 
They  still  hope.  They  still  believe  in  the  coming 
Kingdom. 

That's  where  I  want  to  sign  my  name. 

"All  things  whatsoever  ye  would 
that  men  should  do  to  you,  do  ye 
even  so  to  them"  (Matthew  7:12).  D 
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Our  fully  accredited  four-year  college  invites 
you  to  find  your  future  in  an  exciting  educa- 
tional climate,  where  skilled  professors  and 
lively  students  share  the  learning  experi- 
enced in  a  dynamic  Christian  fellowship. 
Students  have  found  West  Coast  Bible  College 


to  be  their  gateway  to  futures  in  business, 
education,  and  a  wide  array  of  Christian 
ministries. 

For  free  information  providing  insight  into 
a  truly  rewarding  Christian  experience,  write: 


West  Coast  Bible  College 

6901  North  Maple  Avenue 
Fresno,  California  93710 
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More  than  most  young  men 
at  age  twenty-three, 
Rick  Pemberton  seems  to 
know  where  he's  going  in  life. 


Law. 
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THIS  MONTH 

We've  given  our  magazine  a  face-lift.  Done  away  with  the  L.  P.  which  served  ws 

well  for  three  years  and  returned  to  the  spelled  words,  Lighted  Pathway. 

Our  artist  Johnny  Potter  is  due  credit  for  the  logotype. 

Pen  pals.  It  used  to  be  popular  with  young  people.  One  of  our  readers 

Tammy  Jenkins  (Rt.  11,  Moses  Road,  Hixson,  TN  37343) 

thinks  it  would  be  again. 

We'll  be  happy  to  share  names  and  addresses. 

Pleasant  reading.  □ 

— Hoyt  E.  Stone 
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nsidered  other  options,"  Rick  Pemberton  said  in  a  recent 
terview.  "Especially  communications.  Fact  is,  when  I  transferred 
om  ^»ee  College  to  the  University  of  Tennessee  in  1976,  I  fully 
lann^d  on  a  career  in  broadcast  journalism.  My  degree  from  UT 

r 

as  a  B.S.  in  communications. 

"Then  came  reality.  I  had  a  college  degree  ...  I  had  been 
cadfiimically  trained  in  journalism  .  .  .  but  the  hard,  cold  fact 

aiined:  I  was  still  young,  inexperienced,  and  I  didn't  find  a  lot  of 
potential  employers  lined  up  begging  for  my  services. 

"There  were  a  few  jobs  around,  sure,  but  they  paid  minimum 
wage  and  demanded  I  do  night  shifts,  work  weekends  and  on  holidays. 
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Some  personnel  managers  hinted 
I  could  work  up  .  .  .  maybe 
become  a  news  commentator  or 
a  station  manager  ...  in  time 
.  .  .  ten  years  or  so. 

"Well  .  .  .  not  only  did  that 
put  me  to  thinking,  to  evaluating 
my  career  goals  and 
projections,  but  it  also  made  me 
look  closer  at  my  life.  It  made 
me  pray." 
"Pray?" 

"Yeah.  That  may  sound  a  little 
silly  for  a  preacher's  son,  and 
for  one  raised  in  the  Church  of 
God — in  one  sense  I  had  been 
praying  all  my  life  and  I  knew  I 
was  a  Christian — but  there's 
praying  and  there's  praying. 

"All  of  a  sudden  it  dawned 
on  me  that  life  was  becoming 
rather  complicated.  I  had 
gotten  used  to  making  decisions, 
to  sort  of  going  through  the 
motions  of  asking  God  to  help 
me,  to  taking  for  granted 
things  would  just  naturally  work 
out  well  and  in  simple  fashion. 
"They  don't  always. 
"I  needed  some  help,  some 
guidance,  some  direction  I  hadn't 
found.  That  meant  prayer. 
Prayer  in  a  manner  and  with  a 
sincerity  I  hadn't  known 
before. 

"My  wife  Rhonda  shared 
rny  feelings. 

"Maybe,  too,  down  at  the 
bottom  of  it  all,  my  family 
background  came  out.  My  dad 


Rick 
Pemberton 
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is  a  preacher.  My  brother  Larry 
is  a  preacher.  I've  nothing 
against  preachers  but  I  didn't 
feel  God  had  called  me  to 
preach.  Maybe  I  also  thought,  if 
I  were  not  going  to  preach, 
then  I  could  just  choose 
anything.  God  wouldn't  really 
care. 

"I  don't  know  .  .  . 
"Anyway,  things  changed.  I 
came  to  realize  that,  no 
matter  what  I  did,  I  wanted  and 
needed  God  in  the 
arrangements. 

"So  I  prayed.  I  prayed  in  a 
different  way.  With  commitment. 
And  I  came  up  with  this 
beautiful  assurance  that  God 
really  would  direct  my  life. 

"Now  I'm  certainly  not  wanting 
to  imply  that  God  spoke  and 
called  me  to  be  a  lawyer.  Things 
were  more  complex  than  that. 

"In  the  first  place,  while  I 
may  have  thought  about  being 
a  lawyer,  that  thought  never  had 
been  a  serious  one.  Lawyers 
were  an  unknown  breed  to  me. 
They  moved  in  circles  of 
which  I  knew  nothing.  I  really 
had  no  reason  to  think  I  could 
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become  a  lawyer  or  even  that  I 
had  half  a  chance  of  getting 
in  law  school. 

"Oddly  enough,  though, 
what  little  work  I  was  doing  in 
broadcast  journalism  led  me  to 
some  study  in  communications 
law.  About  that  time,  too,  I 
got  a  job  working  full-time  for 
the  Tennessee  Valley 
Authority,  as  a  litigation 
assistant,  and  this  meant  doing 
research  and  background  work 
for  a  suit  against  an 
international  uranium  cartel. 

"So  ...  I  took  the  entrance 
examination,  filed  for  admission 
into  UT's  College  of  Law,  and 
found  myself  miraculously 
accepted." 

"That  was  when?" 
"Fall  of  '79." 
"What  size  class?" 
"Oh,  we  started  with 
something  like  two  hundred.  It's 
expected  that  maybe 
seventy-five  will  graduate." 

"Law  is  a  broad  field,  Rick. 
Have  you  decided  on  an 
|   emphasis  as  yet?" 

"Anything  but  criminal  law  .  . 
Rick  laughed  with  that 
\   statement.  "Rhonda  doesn't 

especially  care  for  that  work 
'!   atmosphere." 

He  paused  a  moment, 
thinking  .  .  . 

"Most  likely  my  chief  area 
of  specialization  will  be  real 
estate  and  land  acquisition, 
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though  I'm  open  to  virtually  any 
opportunities  in  a  General 
Civil  Practice.  Who  knows, 
maybe  one  of  these  days  I'll 
use  my  skills  for  the  church.  All 
across  our  nation  churches  are, 
you  know,  running  into  more 
legal  conflicts." 

"When  will  you  graduate?" 

"May  of  '82." 

"What's  that  going  to  mean, 
Rick?  You'll  have  a  graduate 
degree  from  law  school — Doctor 
of  Jurisprudence,  I  believe  you 
call  it — but  you'll  still  have  the 
American  Bar  Association  to 
deal  with  .  .  .  you'll  have  to  get 
located  .  .  .  get  started  in 
practice  .  .  .  how  does  a  young 
lawyer  go  about  all  that?" 

"Well  .  .  .  it's  not  altogether 
easy.  I'll  probably  take  my 
bar  examination  in  July, 
following  graduation.  Of 
course,  that's  a  state  organization 
and  a  lawyer  has  to  be 
approved  by  the  state  where  he 
practices.  I  plan  to  stay  in  the 
southeast,  probably  Tennessee. 

"Once  I've  passed  the  bar,  a 
number  of  options  are  open. 
Technically,  a  young  lawyer 
can  at  that  point  hang  out  his 
shingle  and  go  into  private 
practice;  but  that's  seldom  done 
and  I  wouldn't  think  it  wise. 
Most  likely  I'll  associate  myself 
with  some  already-existing  law 
firm.  This  will  give  me  practical 
experience.  Then,  after  five  or 
six  years,  and  with  experience 
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maybe  one  of 

these  days  III 

use  my  skills 
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under  my  belt,  I  can  move 
toward  a  partnership  in  some 
firm  or  I  can  go  into  business 
for  myself." 

"Aren't  you  working  now  for 
a  law  firm?" 

"Yes.  Morton,  Lewis,  King 
and  Krieg.  In  Knoxville.  I'm  a 
clerk.  Started  in  May  of  this 
year." 

"How  is  it,  Rick,  that 
although  you  attend  UT  and 
Rhonda  teaches  school  in 
Knoxville,  you  live  and  attend 
church  in  Lenoir  City?" 

Rick  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"There's  a  reason  all  right. 
Rhonda  and  I  were  living  in 
Knoxville  but  we  didn't  know 
anyone  in  town  and  kept  trying 
to  attend  Westmore  in 
Cleveland.  That  was  home 
church  but  the  distance  proved 
too  much.  We  missed  too  often. 
Weren't  involved.  We  had 
friends  from  Lee  attending  the 
Highland  Hills  Church  here, 
where  Hugh  Statum  pastors,  so 
we  visited  and  we  like  it. 

"We  both  like  the  small-town 
atmosphere,  too,  rather  than 


the  city  or  a  campus  with 
35,000  students,  so  it  just 
seemed  natural  to  move  to 
Lenoir  City. 

"We  love  it." 

"And  church?" 

"Seldom  miss.  I  was  the  FTH 
director  and  am  now  the 
assistant  director.  Rhonda  is  an 
assistant  teacher  in  FTH  and 
works  in  other  children's 
ministries.  We  both  sing  in  the 
choir." 

"It's  a  long  way,  Rick,  from 
where  you  were  born  in  Beckley, 
West  Virginia,  via  Florida,  to 
Cleveland,  to  law  school — and 
I'm  sure  a  number  of  events 
stand  out — but  what  are  the  key 
points  which  have  made  Rick 
Pemberton  what  he  is  right 
now?" 

"Well  .  .  .  one  thing  .  .  .  I'm 
grateful  for  my  heritage. 
Christian  parents.  A  home  where 
I  was  always  loved  and 
treated  well.  So  many  young 
people  don't  have  that  today 
and  I'm  afraid  I  didn't  always 
value  it  as  I  now  do. 

"Also,  I'm  more  appreciative  of 
Lee  College.  I  knew  it  was  a 
good  school,  a  place  where  I 
would  make  lifelong  friends, 
but  I  had  to  get  involved  in  the 
academics  of  a  university  to 
realize  the  quality  of  programs 
and  professors  at  Lee. 

"God  is  good."  D 
HE.S. 
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You've  never  heard  of  Overstone  College? 
Of  course  not! 
Overstone  College  doesn't  exist.  It  doesn't  exist, 
other  than  in  the  aspirations  of  the  brethren  of  the 
New  Testament  Church  of  God,  England;  it  doesn't 
exist  other  than  in  the  dreams  of  Overstone's  newly 
appointed  president,  Ridley  N.  Usherwood. 

Talk  with  Ridley  and  you  understand  that  Overstone 
College  exemplifies  Paul's  definition  of  faith:  "the 
substance  of  things  hoped  for,  the  evidence  of  things 
not  seen."  Ridley  isn't  alone  in  this  faith  venture  but 
he  does  appear,  at  the  moment,  as  star  player  in  an 
unfolding  drama  which  could  influence  many  young 
lives. 

Let's  begin  with  history. 

The  New  Testament  Church  of  God,  United  King- 


dom, had  its  origin  around  1955  among  emigrants 
from  the  West  Indies  who  hoped  for  better  life  in  the 
British  Isles.  The  church  has  enjoyed  a  healthy  growth 
and,  today,  consists  of  ninety  churches,  with  a  mem- 
bership of  6,000,  and  adherents  of  at  least  twice  that 
many. 

The  New  Testament  Church  of  God,  United  King- 
dom, comes  under  the  supervision  of  European  Su- 
perintendent Lambert  DeLong,  with  Jeremiah  Mclntyre 
serving  as  overseer-missionary  of  England  and  Wales. 

As  far  back  as  1963,  the  brethren  in  England 
expressed  a  concern  for  a  program  of  Christian  educa- 
tion which  would  meet  the  needs  of  a  growing  Evan- 
gelical church;  and,  out  of  this  concern,  they  established 
the  Ebenezer  Bible  Institute.  Ebenezer  operated  until 
1968,  at  which  time  it  was  discontinued  in  favor  of 
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the  formation  of  a  European  Bible  Seminary  which,  it 
was  hoped,  would  effectively  serve  all  of  Europe. 

Even  then,  however,  it  was  understood  that  many 
students  would  be  unable  to  attend  seminary  in 
Switzerland,  where  EBS  was  first  located,  or  in  West 
Germany,  where  EBS  presently  operates.  Because  of 
this,  two  Evening  Institutes  have  operated  right  up  to 
the  present.  The  Ebenezer  Bible  Institutes — not  to 
be  confused  with  U.S.  Bible  Institutes — function  in 
both  London  and  Birmingham.  According  to  Ridley, 
they  served  150  students  last  year. 

While  the  brethren  in  England  support  the  Europe- 
an Bible  Seminary,  they  yet  wrestle  with  the  expense 
and  the  difficulty  of  sending  students  across  national 
boundaries.  At  the  same  time,  they  see  a  need  for  a 
college  which  will  offer  a  curriculum  tailored  to  specif- 
ic local  needs. 

Thus  .  .  .  Overstone  College. 

The  centerpiece  of  the  Overstone  campus,  already 
purchased,  is  an  imposing  Victorian  mansion  located 
near  Northampton,  halfway  between  Birmingham  and 
London.  This  mansion — or  castle,  as  some  would  want 
to  call  it — encompasses  27,500  square  feet  of  floor 
space,  consisting  of  a  reception  hall,  five  common 
rooms,  library,  dining  hall,  sixteen  offices  and  staff 
sitting  rooms,  changing  rooms,  kitchen  and  domestic 
quarters,  thirty-eight  bedrooms,  six  bathrooms,  and 
five  washrooms. 

East  of  the  mansion,  and  a  further  part  of  the 
thirty-four-acre  tract,  one  finds  the  more  modern 
Henrietta  Franklin  House.  This  4,000  square  feet 
building  comprises  six  classrooms;  hall;  six  smaller 
staff,  coat,  and  storage  rooms;  three  fitted  cloakrooms 
with  water  closets  and  basins;  a  small  hall;  back 
lobby;  passage;  and  two  separate  water  closets. 

Both  buildings  overlook  pasture  and  farmland,  with 
typically  English  stone  walls  and  a  lake  in  clear  view. 
The  campus  is  easily  accessible  by  automobile  or 
train. 

Ridley  Usherwood  notes  that  he  was  first  approached 
about  his  personal  involvement  with  Overstone  during 
a  European  Minister's  Retreat  in  1979.  Brother  Jeremiah 
Mclntyre  brought  up  the  subject.  Ridley  was  inter- 
ested, though  he  was  then  working  at  EBS.  Plans  did 
not  materialize  quite  so  rapidly  as  at  first  expected — 
Ridley  went  to  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  in  the  fall  of 
1980  and  completed  a  year  of  service  as  an  instructor 
in  the  Church  of  God  School  of  Theology — but  he  is 
now  officially  appointed  as  first  president  of  Overstone 
College,  effective  September  1,  1981;  and,  Lord 
willing,  upon  publication  of  this  article,  he  should  be 
busily  promoting  throughout  England  and  Wales,  work- 
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ing  toward  the  school's  first  semester  opening  in  the 
fall  of  1982. 

As  Ridley  sees  things  now,  the  immediate  needs 
which  will  be  served  by  Overstone  are  these:  to 
provide  a  full-time  residential  program  for  ministers; 
to  provide  continuing  theological  education  for  minis- 
ters on  the  field;  to  provide  a  linking  of  the  residen- 
tial college  with  existing  Ebenezer  Evening  Institutes 
now  operating  in  London  and  Birmingham;  to  provide 
a  correspondence  department  for  those  who  wish  to 
study  at  home;  and  to  develop  additional  Evening 
Institutes  in  two  other  areas  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
north  and  west,  and  thus  make  all  Evening  Institutes 
extension  centers  of  Overstone. 

In  addition  to  these  projections,  Ridley  hopes  even- 
tually to  set  up  an  extension  program  with  Lee 
College  and  other  U.S.  colleges.  He  hopes  also  for 
teacher-exchange  and  student-exchange  programs  which 
he  feels  will  definitely  enhance  the  international  con- 
cept of  our  church. 

Ridley  Usherwood  is  thirty-four  years  old.  That's 
young  for  becoming  the  president  of  a  college,  even  a 
college  which  exists  only  as  a  dream;  and,  as  he 
moved  his  wife  and  three  children  to  England  this 
summer,  Ridley  understood  full  well  that  he  was 
taking  on  a  man-sized  job. 

There  will  be  no  regular  classes  at  Overstone  this 
fall  and  winter.  There  will  be  seminars,  retreats,  and 
special  gatherings  as  Ridley  establishes  contact  and 
rapport  with  the  brethren  he  hopes  to  serve.  Ridley 
will  also  be  traveling  throughout  England  and  Wales, 
attempting  to  take  the  college  idea  to  people  on  the 
grass-roots  level.  He  wants  to  lay  before  the  people 
themselves,  in  a  language  they  easily  understand,  the 
philosophy  and  purposes  of  Overstone. 

If  Ridley  does  his  work  well — and  those  of  us  who 
know  him  personally  could  never  doubt  but  what  he 
will  give  his  very  best  to  the  effort — and  if  all  goes  as 
projected,  classes  will  open  in  September  of  1982. 

Ridley  Usherwood  will  then  become  president  of  a 
dream  come  true.  D 
HE.S. 

Ridley  N.  Usherwood,  Principal, 
Overstone  College  (Main  House), 
Overstone  Northampton  NN6-OAP, 
England 


L  to  R:  Lee  Singers — Nell 
Winters  visits  a  Chinese 
Kindergarten  Class,  In  Lo 
Wu,  Mainline  China- 
Church  of  God  young 
people,  Tokyo,  advertise 
coming  of  Singers — Hong 
Kong  Harbor  boat 
salesman  In  the  midst  of 
the  boat  people. 


Reverend  Richard  Sheiton 
Honolulu,  Hawaii 

Dear  Richard  and  Sandy: 

It  hardly  seems  nine  years 
since  we  celebrated  your 
graduation  from  Lee  College. 
Nor  does  it  seem  like  a 
"sacrifice"  to  be  ministering  in 
Hawaii.  We  expressed  this 
same  sentiment  to  L.E.  and 
Letha  Heil  when  we  visited 
them  and  ate  fresh  papaya, 
mango,  and  pineapple  beneath 
swaying  palm  trees. 

Hawaii  is  truly  a  beautiful 
place.  Many  of  our  group  took 
an  early  morning  stroll  on  the 
beach,  after  being  up  all  night 
on  the  airplane.  How  often 
does  one  get  to  see  the  sunrise 
over  gorgeous  Waikiki  Beach? 


* 


Our  tour  of  Oahu  took  us  to 
the  Polynesian  Cultural  Center 
with  its  simulated  South  seas 
island  villages  where  we  saw 
demonstrations  of  village  life 
such  as  fire  making,  tree 
climbing,  and  native  cooking.  I 
was  intrigued  but  Jim  was 
dismayed  to  find  that  men  do  all 
the  cooking. 

Thank  the  church  people  for 
the  lei  greeting  given  us 
during  the  concert  at  Schofield 
Base.  Jim  and  I  wore  the 
koa-bean  leis  in  a  luau  here  in 
Cleveland  a  few  weeks  ago, 
but  the  last  time  we  saw  our 
flower  leis,  they  were  floating 
in  the  water  near  Hawaii.  We 
were  told  that  an  old  custom 
decrees,  if  you  throw  your  lei 
into  the  water  and  it  floats 


Opposite  page  L 
Burns  receiving  I 
bouquet  of  flowe  I 
church  represent  \ 
in  Tokyo— Jim  ar  I 
Bums  pose  with  i 
and  Mrs.  Yung  CJ 
Overseer  of  Soul  I 
Korea— Lovell  Ci  I 
interpreter,  Broth 
Yatsuzuka,  at  th  .- 
auditorium  in  To ; 


toward  you,  you  will  someday 
return. 

We  hope  so. 

Doris  and  Jim 


Reverend  Yung-Chul  Han 
Seoul,  Korea 

Dear  Brother  Han: 

Before  meeting  you,  we  loved 
you.  Brother  Cary  had  shared 
with  us  your  struggle  and 
sacrificial  willingness  in 
starting  the  Church  of  God  in 
Korea. 

When  the  airlines  informed  us 
of  a  delay  in  departure,  we 
thought  our  well-laid  plans  were 
naught.  After  all,  how  can  you 
have  a  concert  when  it  starts  at 
7  p.m.,  when  you  arrive  at  8 
p.m.,  when  many  people  must 
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(LEE  SINGERS'  FAR  EAST  TOUR) 

For  years  now,  a  group  of  vibrant,  spirit-filled  young  people  have  served  as  special  emissaries 
of  the  Church  of  God  around  the  world.  This  summer  they  toured  the  Far  East.  For  two  and  a 
half  weeks  these  forty-eight  young  men  and  women,  along  with  twenty  friends  and 
chaperones,  shared  their  love  of  God  through  testimony  and  song.  One  gets  a  feel  for  their  trip 
in  these  letter  excerpts  written  by  Doris  Burns,  the  director's  wife. 


leave  by  10  p.m.  because  of 
curfew,  and  when  you  must  go 
through  customs  and  transport 
sixty-eight  people  from  the 
airport  to  the  Bible  school? 

Yet,  in  spite  of  tiredness  and 
jet  lag,  the  moment  the 
Singers  entered  the  sanctuary  at 
9  p.m.,  the  reception  was 
electric.  For  one  packed  hour, 
we  worshiped  and  we  did  not 
need  to  understand  each  other's 
words.  Our  kindred  spirit, 
Jesus  Christ,  fused  us  together. 
What  a  touching  thing  to  learn 
that  many  of  our  Korean  church 
people  had  fasted  and  prayed 
in  preparation  for  that  concert. 

We  thoroughly  enjoyed  our 
tour  of  Seoul.  Our  guides  Choy 
and  Smiley  gave  us  a  good 
historical  background  on  the 
fifteenth-century  Kyongbok 
Palace  and  the  museum  of 
ancient  artifacts.  The 
forty-eight  Singers  and  twenty 
additional  friends  who  traveled 
with  us  were  fascinated  by  the 
friendliness  of  the  Korean 
people. 

The  felt  pennants  you 
presented  each  of  us,  advertising 


the  concert  in  English  and 
Korean,  are  treasured  souvenirs. 
We  are  presenting  one  to  Dr. 
Hughes  and  to  Dr.  Conn. 

I  must  tell  you  that  tears 
were  shed  that  day  we  found 
gifts  in  our  room  at  the  hotel. 
The  celedon  vase  was  hand 
carried,  guarded  cautiously, 
and  is  now  safely  in  Tennessee. 

We  are  blessed  to  have  you 
as  a  friend  and  Christian 
brother. 

The  Singers 

Reverend  Roy  Humphries 
Servicemen's  Director 
Seoul,  Korea 

Dear  Brother  Humphries: 

We  have  given  a  big  hello 
from  you  to  your  daughter 
and  son-in-law,  Lena  and  Phil. 

We  have  special  memories 
of  the  concert  at  Yong  San 
Base  with  Chaplain  Curried 
Vaughn.  The  servicemen  and 
their  families  were  very 
receptive  and  the  Singers 
enjoyed  fellowshiping  with 
them  after  service.  We  were 
glad  to  be  a  "family-substitute" 


for  an  evening,  knowing  it  is 
lonely  to  be  away  from  home. 

We  look  forward  to  future 
opportunities  for  ministry  to 
our  servicemen. 

Doris  and  Jim 

Colonel  and  Mrs.  Jim  Highfill 
Eighth  Army  Corp  of 
Engineers 
Seoul,  Korea 

Dear  Lois: 

What  a  surprise  to  find  you 
waiting  at  the  airport.  Seoul  is  a 
long  way  from  Fort  Leonard 
Wood,  Missouri,  where  we  first 
met.  We  have  come  to  love 
and  appreciate  you  and  the 
Colonel  and  we  thank  you  for 
being  Singers'  "fans"  and  for 
giving  us  those  good  words  of 
recommendation. 

We  enjoyed  the  delicious 
Bul-ko-ki  at  the  Officers  Club.  I 
had  read  of  this  famous 
Korean  dish  on  the  airplane,  but 
never  dreamed  of  enjoying  it. 

Thank  you  for  helpful 
shopping  hints  used  at  Itewone 
Market.  All  we  lacked  was  time 
and  money. 
Over  Please 


Lighted  Pathway,  September,  1981 


i  -t:~--      -    ' 


Trust  your  future  is  as 
beautiful  as  you  are. 


Doris 


Mrs.  Janet  Kauffman 
Asian  Outreach 
Hong  Kong,  China 

Dear  Mrs.  Kauffman: 

We  were  first  introduced  to 
Asian  Outreach  in  February 
1980,  through  an  article  about 
Paul  in  SOW  magazine.  Then 
we  discovered  one  of  the 
Singers'  father,  Dan  Winters, 
is  on  the  American  board  for 
Asian  Outreach.  Dan  gave  us 
further  information  about  the 
organization.  For  all  of  us,  our 
association  with  AO  and  an 
opportunity  to  help  deliver 
Christian  literature  into  Red 
China  was  an  event  to 
remember  forever. 

Exciting  results  have  already 
occured.  One  of  the  Singers  fiom 
North  Carolina  shared  the 
story  with  her  church  on  a 
Sunday  morning.  A  member 
was  so  touched  that  he  wept  all 
afternoon  and  returned  to  the 
evening  service  with  a  $100 
pledge  for  Bibles  for  China. 
Before  service  ended,  over 
$1,000  was  pledged. 

Praise  the  Lord! 

On  our  flight  home,  there 
were  two  other  Christian  groups 
who  had  traveled  to  Asia  for 
the  purpose  of  ministry.  One  of 
these  groups  had  also  taken 
literature  into  Red  China. 

Thank  you  and  Asian 
Outreach  for  providing  translated 
literature  for  Christians  in  that 
part  of  the  world  who  can't  go 
to  a  bookstore  and  purchase 
them. 

Our  prayer  is  always  to 
have  space  for  God,  both  in  our 
heart  and  in  our  luggage. 

Doris  and  Jim 


Reverend  Gerald  Holloway 
Educational  Director 
Manila,  Philippines 

Dear  Brother  Holloway: 

What  an  interesting  place 
Manila  is!  So  fascinating  to 
hear  Oriental  people  speak 
Spanish  and  see  how  the 
American  occupation  during 
World  War  II  has  left  such  an 
influence  on  city  life.  Those 
jeepneys,  made  from  salvaged 
army  jeeps,  were  so  original  and 
colorful.  Some  of  the  ladies 
and  I  enjoyed  riding — or  should 
I  say  whizzing  about  in  one. 
We  also  enjoyed  seeing  Fort 
Santiago,  the  Chinese 
cemetery,  and  especially  the 
American  Servicemen's 
Cemetery. 

Even  after  all  these  years, 
it  was  quite  sad  to  view  acres 
and  acres  of  over  fifty 
thousand  white  crosses.  I  feel  our 
college  students  grasped  the 
significance  of  the  moment. 

The  two  concerts  in  Manila 
were  very  meaningful.  An  older 
lady  at  the  Catholic  Center 
slipped  us  a  note  saying,  "The 
singing  made  me  feel  Jesus  in 
my  heart.  I  will  keep  Him  there 
always." 

The  plane  taking  us  into  and 
out  of  Manila  was 
appropriately  named  "The  Love 
Bug."  We  truly  fell  in  love 
with  the  Filipinos. 

Doris 

Reverend  Kazumoto 
Yatsuzuka 
Tokyo,  Japan 

Dear  Brother  Yatsuzuka: 

We  were  all  very  impressed 
by  the  dignity  and  industrious 
spirit  of  the  Japanese, 
especially  by  you  and  the  church 
people.  Thanks  for  the 
flowers,  food,  and  hospitality. 
And  the  beautiful  fan  clock. 


Many  of  our  group  invited  cab 
drivers  and  new  friends  to 
attend  the  concerts.  One  of  these 
guests  told  the  Singer  who 
invited  him,  "I  changed  my  mind 
about  Jesus  and  He  came  into 
my  heart." 

Our  guide,  Tomi  San,  took 
us  to  several  temples  and 
shrines.  We  could  not  help  but 
compare  the  peaceful  serenity  of 
our  Christian  friends  in  Japan 
to  those  who  were  worshiping 
and  searching  at  their  temples. 

One  thrilling  moment  was 
when  we  all  sang  together 
"How  Great  Thou  Art" 
in  Japanese.  How  much  the 
same  we  appeared  and  how 
small  our  world. 

Jim  and  the  Singers  made  it 
back  to  Cleveland  on  June  8, 
after  traveling  by  bus  from  Los 
Angeles.  The  last  words  in 
Jim's  journal,  "God  fulfilled  His 
promises." 

The  Singers 

Reverend  Lovell  Cary 
Superintendent  of  Far  East 
Church  of  God 
Hong  Kong,  China 

Dear  Brother  Cary: 

Your  help  in  making 
contacts  for  our  stops  in  Hawaii, 
Korea,  Hong  Kong,  the 
Philippines,  and  Japan  was 
invaluable.  We  also  enjoyed 
sight-seeing  with  you  in  Japan 
and  hearing  your 
thought-provoking  sermon.  We 
were  all  touched  and  changed 
by  the  whole  trip.  Each  country 
had  its  special  qualities  and 
special  people.  We  are  now 
richer  in  experience,  friends, 
and  especially  in  spiritual  growth. 

I  wrote  this  note  to  Jim 
during  one  of  the  first  services 
we  attended  back  in 
Cleveland: 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  15 


10 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


HOW  TO 


botage 

"JUR 

Artist/ Wtitffr:  Larry 'E.^ieagle; 


^^\- 


0  \— 

Imitate  the  Lone  Ranger — refuse  to  work  with  ^— ' 

others.  They  have  their  ideas;  you  have  better  ones.  Besides,  why 
share  the  glory? 


Go  to  FTH 

sessions 

unprepared.  It's 

exciting  not  to 

know  what  you're 

doing. 


Keep  the 
organization 
complex  and  your 
attitudes  inflexi- 
ble. That,  like  an 
old-fashioned 
corset,  ought  to 
choke  the  life 
out  of  almost 
anything. 


Play  watchdog  on 
the  youth 
leaders.  They  all 
make  mistakes 
sooner  or  later.  Be 
there,  ready  and 
waiting,  to  blow 
the  whisde  on 
them. 


Don't  "minister"  to  anyone.  You 

pay  the  pastor  for  that.  Who  wants  to 
get  involved,  anyway? 


Let  others 
witness.  You 
have  more 
important 
things  to  do. 


=    t  :        '  hitiiis 


A  long  with  other  departments 
/   \  and  in  keeping  with  a 
/       \    theme  emphasized  at  the 
past  General  Assembly,  the 
General  Youth  and  Christian 
Education  Department  has  moved 
forward  with  specific  efforts 
toward  internationalization  of  the 
church. 

Truth  of  the  matter  is,  young 
people  throughout  the  United 
States  have  much  in  common  with 
youth  all  over  the  world.  More 
than  most,  they  are  eager  to  key 
in  on  common  interests  rather  than 


cultural  differences. 

The  overwhelming  success  of 
this  year's  YWEA  project,  along 
with  continued  interest  in  STEP, 
underlines  the  point.  The 
enthusiasm  Lamar  Vest  and  his 
board  express  for  young  people  in 
Mexico,  Central  America,  the 
West  Indies,  South  America,  the 
Far  East,  and  Europe  but  further 
highlights  how  youth  accept  more 
easily  and  embrace  with  fewer 
inhibitions  our  Lord's  concept  of 
brotherhood. 

Despite  budgetary  cutbacks  and 


to  focus  on  world  problems  or  an  inflationary  economy  that 

Youth  Activities 
Around  the 


The  General  Youth  and  Christian  Education 
Department   is   moving  forward   with 
specific  efforts  toward  internation- 
alization of  the  church. 


threatens  to  cripple  some 
expansion  programs,  the  General 
Youth  and  Christian  Education 
Department  took  a  bold  step 
forward  during  its  April  meeting 
and  hired  Fidencio  Burgino,  from 
Mexico,  as  coordinator  of  Hispanic 
Ministries. 

Fidencio  will  work  part-time,  in 
conjunction  with  his  attendance  at 
the  School  of  Theology.  His  salary 
will  be  paid  by  voluntary 
contributions,  most  of  which  will 
come  personally  from  General 
Youth  and  Christian  Education 
Board  members.  Long  overdue, 
the  move  seems  to  be  paying 
dividends  already. 

Fidencio's  work  will  consist  of 
much  more  than  translating 
materials  from  English  to  Spanish. 
It  will  be  his  task  to  interpret 
ideas,  to  relate  programs  to  the 
needs  and  to  the  cultural  concepts 
of  people  in  Mexico,  Central  and 
South  America,  Puerto  Rico,  the 
Dominican  Republic,  and  Spain. 
He  will  also  aid  our  ministry  to 
pockets  of  Hispanics  in  the  United 
States  presently  concentrated  in 
New  York,  Chicago,  Houston,  San 
Antonio,  Los  Angeles,  and  Miami. 

Not  only  is  it  hoped  that  the 
position  of  coordinator  of  Hispanic 
Ministries  will  evolve  into  a 
full-time  ministry,  but  it  is 
speculated  that  coordinators  for 
other  world  population  centers 
may  soon  be  needed  as  well. 

Young  people  from  the  church 
in  Tokyo,  Japan — a  church  which 
originated  as  a  YWEA  project 
back  in  the  sixties — have 
contributed  $1,750  to  YWEA  this 
year.  They  raised  the  money 
themselves,  through  fellowship  and 
work  projects  just  like  their  United 
States  counterparts,  and  they  take 
pride  in  stretching  forth  a  helping 
hand  to  their  brothers  and  sisters 
in  India. 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 


Plan  to  At  tend ...  One  of  Two, 


Christian 
Writers' 
Seminars 


Cleveland,  Tennessee 
October  16  and  17 

Cincinnati,  Ohio 
November  6  and  7 


Write  for  a  free  detailed  program 


Mail  to:  O.  W.  Polen,  Editor  in  Chief  Church  of  God  Publishing  House 
1080  Montgomery  Avenue 
Cleveland,  TN  3731 1 

Yes,  register  me  for  the  Christian  Writers'  Seminar. 
Cost— $35.00  ($20.00  each  additional  family  member) 
Enclosed  is  my  $20.00  deposit. 

MY  NAME  ADDRESS 


CITY 

D  Cleveland,  Tennessee 
October  16  and  17 


STATE 


ZIP 


□  Cincinnati  (Fairfield),  Ohio 
November  6  and  7 


Sponsored  by  the  Editorial  Department 
of  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House  Cleveland,  Tennessee 
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7~\     i~4  hen  the  earnest 

i      ■   seeker  has  taken  the 

^J^J    previously-mentioned 
steps  in  good  faith  (July  and 
August  issues)  and  has 
demonstrated  his  willingness  to 
follow  Christ  wherever  He 
leads,  then  assurance  will  come 
to  him,  according  to  the 
promises  of  God's  Word.  There 
then  follows  the  important 
privilege  of  confessing  Christ 
before  men:  "Whosoever 
therefore  shall  confess  me  before 
men,  him  will  I  confess  also 
before  my  Father  which  is  in 
heaven.  But  whosoever  shall 
deny  me  before  men,  him  will  I 
also  deny  before  my  Father 
which  is  in  heaven"  (Matthew 
10:32,  33).  This  confession  is 
vital  to  every  seeker:  "For  with 
the  heart  man  believeth  unto 
righteousness;  and  with  the 
mouth  confession  is  made  unto 
salvation"  (Romans  10:10). 

Let  no  one  imagine  that 
faith  and  assurance  is  a  one-time 
experience.  No  one  should 
expect  a  momentary  visitation  of 
God's  Spirit  to  suffice  for  a 
lifetime.  The  Christian  journey  is 
ever  upward.  We  must 
continue  to  do  the  will  of  God 
as  He  provides  grace  to  know 
it.  As  one  continues  to  journey 
on  this  ever-upward  path,  he 
will  arrive  at  new  and  loftier 
plateaus  of  faith.  At  all  these 
points,  one  will  enjoy  a  renewing 
and  refreshing  experience  of 
the  knowledge  of  God. 

The  sum  of  the  foregoing  is 
that  saving  faith  comes  to  those 
who  open  their  heart  to  it. 
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This  is  true  for  those  who  have 
never  known  the  bliss  of 
salvation,  as  well  as  for  those 
who  have  lost  their  way  and 
wish  to  return  to  the  joyous 
fellowship  they  once  knew 
with  the  Lord. 

There  are  thousands  of 
sincere  souls,  both  in  and  out  of 
the  church,  who  do  not 
possess  the  inward  witness  of  the 
Spirit.  Some  have  never 
known  it.  Some  have  lost  out 
through  simple  negligence. 
Others  believed  because  of  the 
influence  of  parents  and  the 
church,  but  have  never  really 
been  born  again.  None  of 
these  can  heartily  sing,  "Blessed 
assurance,  Jesus  is  mine!  O, 
what  a  foretaste  of  glory  divine!" 

The  Master's  challenge  is 
simultaneously  presented  to  both 
the  unsaved  and  the  wayward 
wanderer. 

The  new  life  of  faith  is  like 
that  of  a  delicate  plant:  it 
requires  nurture  and  tender 
care.  Therefore,  the  seeker,  as 
well  as  the  seasoned  believer, 
should  endeavor  to  live  in  a 
climate  conducive  to  faith. 
Walking  "in  the  counsel  of  the 
ungodly"  or  sitting  "in  the  seat 
of  the  scornful"  is  an  inimical 
atmosphere  for  Christian  faith. 

On  the  contrary,  "Let  us 
consider  how  to  stir  up  one 
another  to  love  and  good  deeds, 
not  ceasing  to  meet  together, 
as  is  the  habit  of  some" 
(Hebrews  10:24,  25;  Moffatt). 

Every  believer  needs  the 
strength  he  can  receive  from 


fellowship  with  others  of  "like 
precious  faith."  He  needs  to 
be  present  for  hearing  the  Word 
of  God  proclaimed:  "Faith 
cometh  by  hearing,  and  hearing 
by  the  word  of  God"  (Romans 
10:17). 

The  disciples  once  besought 
the  Lord  to  increase  their  faith. 
Faith  will  be  increased  in  the 
assembly  of  believers  as  they 
pray  together.  We  should  read 
the  Word  and  we  should  speak 
one  to  another  of  Christ. 

Of  course,  public  worship  can 
never  take  the  place  of  the 
high  privilege  of  private 
devotion.  The  quiet  time  of 
meditation,  of  reading  the  Word, 
of  simple  prayer — this  is  fertile 
soil  in  which  faith  flourishes  and 
the  Christian  matures. 

There  is  something  particularly 
blissful  and  profitable  in  being 
where  no  eye  or  ear  perceives, 
other  than  that  of  the  "Father 
who  seeth  in  secret."  It  is  unlike 
public  worship,  where  one 
may  be  too  timid  to  be  heard, 
too  shy  to  express  his  inward 
feelings  or  his  deepest  thoughts, 
or  too  sensitive  to  vent  tears 
or  to  bare  the  secrets  of  the 
heart.  In  private  prayer  there 
is  no  cause  for  embarrassment. 
There  is  no  temptation  in  this 
silence  to  impress  others  with 
one's  piety,  or  with  flowery 
rhetoric.  Only  when  one  is  shut 
in  and  alone  with  God  does 
he  discover  this  highest  plane  of 
worship.  It  is  here  that  one 
prays  at  his  best.  Here  he  may 
be  calm,  confident,  and  at 
rest. 
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The  psalmist  laid  great 
stress  on  abiding  "in  the  secret 
place  of  the  most  High" 
(Psalm  91:1).  So  did  Jesus,  who 
became  the  great  example  of 
how  to  pray,  saying,  "But  thou, 
when  thou  prayest,  enter  into 
thy  closet,  and  when  thou  hast 
shut  thy  door,  pray  to  thy 
Father  which  is  in  secret;  and 
thy  Father  which  seeth  in 
secret  shall  reward  thee  openly" 
(Matthew  6:6). 

Here  is  the  testimony  and 
advice  of  a  friend  on  what 
prayer  meant  to  him  in  the 
hours  of  his  tormenting  trial  of 
faith: 

"As  one  who  has  known  this 
torture,  let  me  counsel  you  never 
to  quit  praying.  Even  when 
doubt  is  stronger  than  faith,  keep 
praying.  Even  when  you 
question  or  doubt  God,  keep 
trusting  Him.  Don't  worry  too 
much  about  working  your  way 
out  of  temptation.  Trust  God 
to  do  that.  He  will  not  suffer 
you  to  be  tempted  above  that 
which  you  are  able  to  bear  (1 
Corinthians  10:13).  Those  who 
turn  back  because  of  temptation 
to  doubt  have  been  defeated 
by  the  devil  just  as  surely  as 
those  who  turn  back  into  sins 
of  filth  and  uncleanness." — 
Reverend  Charles  W.  Conn, 
president,  Lee  College  D 

Lord,  what  a  change  within 
us  one  short  hour 

Spent  in  Thy  presence  will 
prevail  to  make — 

What  heavy  burdens  from, 
our  bosoms  take, 

What  parched  grounds  re- 
fresh, as  with  a  shower! 
— Anonymous 

F.  W.  Lemons, 
now  retired, 
makes  his  home  at 
14119  Randall 
Drive,  Woodbridge, 
VA  22191. 
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"When  Pastor  is  talking 
about  our  world,  I  no  longer 
think  in  terms  of  'my  small 
world.'  I  hear  strange 
languages.  I  see  teeming 
masses  of  people  with  light 
brown  skin  and  yellow  skin, 
almond  eyes,  black  hair,  and 
small  stature.  My  'world'  has 
changed!  How  do  I  handle  this 
knowledge  and  responsibility?" 
When  Jim  first  took  the 
responsibility  of  the  Singers, 
he  prayed  he  would  always  walk 
through  whatever  doors 
opened.  This  open  door  took  us 
25,000  miles,  across  12  states, 
five  foreign  countries,  through  14 
time  zones,  singing  to  5,400 
people  with  from  50  to  60 
decisions  for  Christ,  and 
opportunity  to  carry  1,592  Bibles 
and  pieces  of  Christian 
literature  into  Red  China. 

We  now  sing  a  new  song. 
He  is  the  Victor  (Psalm  98). 

Doris  and  Jim 
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From  a  distance,  I  almost 
didn't  recognize  her. 
She'd  done  something  to 
her  hair.  Shorter,  maybe? 
And  she'd  lost  weight.  Summer 
sun  and  exercise,  I  guessed. 
Whatever  it  was,  she  looked 
great.  Better  than  I 
remembered.  The  time  apart  had 
almost  made  me  forget  hov 
pretty  she  was.  Soft  auburn  hair. 
Clear  hazel  eyes.  Faintly 
freckled  skin.  Perfect  figure.  It 
was  all  coming  back. 

She  walked  from  her  dorm  to 
the  edge  of  the  street.  As  she 
started  across,  I  turned  away, 
pretending  I  hadn't  seen  her. 
It  was  an  old  game.  I  wondered 


if  she  would  still  play. 

"Hello,  Loo."  Her  voice  ran 
through  me  like  current.  I 
faced  her,  smiling. 

"Hello."  I  felt  awkward. 
"When  did  you  get  in?" 

"Last  night,"  she  said. 
"Late." 

"Looks  like  you  had  a  good 
vacation.  You  look  great." 

She  smiled.  "Thanks." 

Her  fragrance  was  the  same. 
Light.  Kind  of  spicy.  She'd 
used  the  same  perfume  ever 
since  we  started  dating.  She 
said  it  made  a  "statement,"  like 
her  clothes.  It  was  part  of 
projecting  the  right  image. 


Alan  Cliburn  Photo 

Things  like  that  were 
important  to  her. 

"How  long  have  you  been 
here?"  she  asked. 

"Since  yesterday  afternoon. 
I  spent  the  night  in  Atlanta." 

Small  talk  had  always  been 
hard  for  us.  She  liked  getting  to 
the  point,  and  I  was  easily 
bored.  The  first  couple  of  dates 
hadn't  been  promising.  Too 
awkward.  Too  many 
uncomfortable  silences.  Only 
on  our  third  night  out — she  was 
too  good-looking  to  give  up 
on — did  her  sense  of  humor 
surface.  We'd  finished  an 
elegant  dinner  at  an  exclusive 
restaurant,  walked  to  my  car 
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in  the  adjacent  lot,  and 
discovered  that  I'd  locked  the 
keys  inside.  Eventually  she  pried 
the  lock  up  with  a  coat 
hanger,  and  laughed  all  the  way 
back  to  campus. 

We  started  communicating 
after  that.  Somehow  a  barrier 
had  been  lifted,  and  the 
discoveries  began  to  flow. 
There  was  a  mutual  love  for 
music.  Her  voice,  my  piano. 
And  tennis.  She  was  very 
competitive.  When  we  played 
she  would  hit  the  ball 
passionately,  with  tremendous 
pace  and  depth.  Our  matches 
lasted  hours,  draining  every 
ounce  of  energy  from  us  both. 
Afterwards,  she  would  be 
silent.  Win  or  lose. 

She  admired  my  writing. 
"You  have  a  great  talent,"  she 
would  say  in  her  most  solemn 
voice.  She  wanted  to  read 
everything.  My  high  school 
newspaper  articles — my  first  short 
story,  my  poetry.  She  would 
take  a  stack  at  a  time  to  her 
room  and  stay  up  all  night 
reading.  The  next  day  there 
would  be  questions  and 
compliments  and,  sometimes,  a 
tear  in  her  eye.  I  questioned 
her  objectivity,  but  secretly 
savored  her  interest.  She  was 
perfect. 

Her  own  skills  were  equally 
impressive.  She  possessed  one  of 
the  qualities  I  envied  most,  a 
head  for  business.  She'd  taken 
several  business  courses  in 
high  school  and  had  worked 
part-time  in  an  executive's 
office  before  college.  Her  tuition 
was  covered  by  a  special 
corporate  scholarship.  She  could 
take  shorthand,  operate  any 
sort  of  office  machinery,  figure 
interest  rates  in  her  head  and 
type  eighty-five  words  a  minute. 
Her  efficiency  intimidated  me 
and  she  knew  it. 


After  prying  open  my  car 
door  with  a  coat  hanger  she 
managed  to  slip  past  several 
defenses.  Conversation  became 
lifeblood  for  us.  We  would 
meet  at  the  cafeteria  for  lunch 
and  dinner,  at  the  Student 
Center  in  the  evenings,  at  the 
fountain  on  the  front  lawn. 
We  talked  about  everything. 
Family.  School.  She  could 
make  me  laugh,  and  then  I 
would  forget  to  keep  secrets. 
Forget  how  private  a  person  I 
was.  I  laughed  a  lot. 

"We  have  fun  together,  don't 
we?"  she  said  once. 

I  was  surprised,  "Yeah,  we 
do,"  I  said,  searching  her  eyes 
for  hidden  meaning. 

There  was  much  more.  Our 
fathers  were  ministers.  Pastors. 
Church  was  a  way  of  life  and 
faith  was  part  of  everything.  We 
both  believed,  and  it  made  us 
close.  We  held  tightly  to  what 
we'd  been  taught,  what  we 
felt.  The  feelings  ran  deep.  We 
didn't  talk  about  them  a  lot, 
but  they  were  there. 

"You  know,  somehow  I 
always  thought  I'd  end  up  with  a 
preacher,"  she  said  to  me.  It 
was  a  joke.  She  knew  my 
ambitions  didn't  include  the 
pulpit. 

"Maybe  you  will,"  I 
laughed. 

We  had  our  "crossroads" 
discussion,  the  "where-do-we-go- 
from-here"  talk,  a  few  months 
after  the  first  date.  As  usual  I 
was  uptight.  We'd  finished  dinner 
and  were  sitting,  trying  to 
make  small  talk.  Always  a  bad 
sign.  She  wore  a  simple  white 
dress.  Her  silky  auburn  hair 
curled  softly  around  her 
shoulders.  Beautiful. 

"I  want  you  to  know  I 
really  like  you,"  I  blurted  out. 
"I've  enjoyed  our  times 


together.  I  think  what  we  have 
is  good." 

Her  eyes  were  shining.  "So  do 
I." 

"You  should  know,  though, 
that  I'm  not  ready  right  now 
for  anything  permanent.  A 
commitment.  I  can't  think 
about  marriage  or  .   .  ." 

"Loo,"  she  interrupted.  "I'm 
only  eighteen.  Marriage  is  the 
last  thing  on  my  mind  right 
now.  But  I  think  what's  between 
us  could  become  something 
special.  I  definitely  think  it's 
worth  seeing  through." 

The  sincerity  in  her  eyes  and 
her  voice  melted  any  trace  of 
doubt.  She  took  my  hand  and 
made  me  believe  our  hearts 
beat  alike,  that,  minds  in  accord, 
everything  would  be  all  right. 
I  was  relieved. 

She  was  perfect. 

The  weeks  and  months  since 
then — her  letters,  the  subtle 
mood  shifts,  finally  the 
announcement — they  dripped 
together  like  watercolors  as  I 
now  stood  listening  to  her 
voice  in  front  of  the  Student 
Center. 

"How  are  your  parents?" 

"Fine,"  I  said. 

"You  still  off  campus?" 

"Yes." 

Her  voice  was  the  same.  The 
delicate  fragrance  was  the 
same.  Her  hair  still  curled  gently 
around  her  shoulders.  Her 
eyes  still  sparkled.  She  could  still 
make  me  laugh.  But  as  the 
other  man's  engagement  ring  on 
her  fourth  finger  caught  the 
sunlight,  and  as  she  turned  to 
walk  away,  I  was  reminded 
once  again  that  nothing  was 
really  the  same.  No  one  is 
perfect.  □ 
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Jessica  tried  to  control  her 

jealousy,  tried  not  to  let  what 

she  saw  on  TV  influence 

her  attitude  toward 

Harold. 


Threatened 


■■■■■■■■■■■■mMi^^B 


by  LI  LA  REECE 


essica  tried  not  to  let  the  letter  bother  her.  Nevertheless, 
she  became  upset  and  very  suspicious  when  Harold 
started  working  late  on  Friday  nights. 
"I'm  sorry,  Dear,"  Harold  said  when  she  mentioned  Friday  was 
supposed  to  be  their  night  for  dinner  out,  "but  I  am  the  assistant 
manager,  you  know,  and  someone  has  to  run  the  market." 
"Every  Friday  night?" 

"Well,  Friday  seems  better  than  Saturday.  Mr.  Stanskie  does 
Saturdays.  That  means  he  has  to  clean  the  meat  cases  and  store 
everything  for  the  weekend.  This  way,  my  work  doesn't  interfere 
with  Sunday  school." 
Jessica  accepted  that  explanation  at  first.  After  all,  folks  down  at 
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Stanskie's  Supermarket  seemed 
to  like  Harold  a  lot.  In  less  than 
a  year  they  had  given  him 
two  raises.  There  was  even  talk 
of  Mr.  Stanskie  leasing  the 
old  Colonial  Store  building  on 
Southside;  and,  if  he  did, 
Harold  would  have  excellent 
chances  of  becoming  manager. 

Jessica  tried  to  control  her 
jealousy,  tried  not  to  let  what 
she  saw  on  TV  influence  her 
attitudes  toward  Harold.  She 
reminded  herself  that  she  and 
Harold  had  been  married  six 
years  now,  that  she  had  no 
reason  to  think  him 
unfaithful — after  all,  he  was 
from  a  good  Christian  home, 
he  never  missed  church,  and  he 
was  working  hard  in  order 
that  they  might  save  a  down 

payment  on  the  five-room 
house  they  were  now 
renting — but  all  this  arguing 
with  herself  became  lost  when 

she  saw  Angela,  the  blond 
cashier  who  also  worked  late  on 
Friday  nights. 

Normally,  Harold  drove  the 
car  to  work.  On  this  particular 
Friday  Jessica  had  dropped 
Harold  off  after  his  soup-and- 
sandwich  dinner.  She  needed  to 
help  decorate  the  church  dining 
hall.  Returning  to  pick  Harold 
up  at  closing  time,  she  parked 
in  front  of  the  store  and 
watched  Angela  check  out  the 
last  of  her  customers. 
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Angela  was  a  tall,  willowy 
blond  with  a  cover-girl  face. 
She  smiled  a  lot,  Jessica  noticed, 
and  the  store  uniform  she 
wore  was  at  least  two  sizes  too 
small. 

Jessica  turned  on  the  car 
radio.  She  watched  Angela 
count  up  her  cash  register 
receipts  and  prepare  for 
closing. 

Harold  walked  to  the 
counter,  choosing  to  come 
through  Angela's  checkout 
stand.  Harold  smiled  and  said 
something  to  Angela,  though 
Jessica  could  only  imagine  what, 
and  then  he  paid  for  a 
package  of  gum  and  walked  on 
out  to  the  car. 

"What  was  that  all  about?" 
Jessica  asked. 

"What?"  Harold  started  the  car 
and  backed  away  from  the 
curb. 

"You  know  what,  Harold.  So 
don't  give  me  that  old  innocent 
routine.  I  saw  you  flirting  with 
the  blond  at  the  checkout  stand." 

"You  mean  Angela?"  Light 
from  a  passing  car  flashed  on 
Harold's  face.  He  was  smiling. 
"I  wasn't  flirting.  Angela's  a 
friend.  We  went  to  school 
together.  Fact  is,  she's  just  about 
one  of  the  saddest  people  I 
know.  All  those  smiles  and  that 
joking  she  hands  out — it's 
nothing  but  a  front.  Angela  is 
miserable.  I  keep  telling  her 
she  needs  the  Lord  in  her  life. 
So  far  I  haven't  made  much 
progress." 

Jessica  didn't  say  anything 
more.  She  kept  thinking  about 
Angela  though;  and,  when 
home  watching  soaps,  it  kept 
coming  to  Jessica  that  Angela 
was  the  type  girl  who  wrecked 
homes  and  made  men  do 
foolish  things. 

A  week  later,  during  dinner 


on  Thursday  evening,  Jessica 
brought  up  the  subject. 

"How  are  you  and  the  blond 
doing?"  Jessica  asked  right 
after  a  silly  argument  and  while 
silence  hung  over  the  table 
like  a  cloud.  Harold  laid  his  fork 
down,  wiped  his  mouth  with  a 
napkin,  and  looked  at  her  with  a 
grin  playing  around  the 
corners  of  his  mouth. 

"You  mean  Angela?" 

"Of  course  I  mean  Angela.  Is 
there  another  blond  down  at 
the  store?" 

"Well  .  .  ."  Harold  shrugged 
his  shoulders.  "There's  not 
another  blond  working  there 
but  there  are  lots  of  them 
walking  around.  All  day  long, 
for  that  matter.  Blonds  all  over 
the  place.  Trouble  is,  it 
happens  I  don't  particularly  like 
blonds." 

"You  don't  fool  me,  Harold 
Bates  ..."  Jessica  always 
used  his  full  name  when  she  was 
angry.  "I've  been  doing  some 
checking  up  and  some 
investigating  of  my  own,  so 
don't  think  I'm  so  dumb  I  don't 
know  you  and  Angela  used  to 
be  sweethearts.  I  found  her 
picture  in  your  school 
yearbook,  right  along  with  the 
inscription,  'Love  always.'  Not 
to  mention  the  school  play  where 
she  starred  in  the  leading  role 
and  you  were  the  lover." 

Harold  laughed  out  loud  at 
her  outburst.  His  laughing  only 
angered  Jessica  more. 

"You  thought  I  didn't  know, 
didn't  you  .   .  ."  Jessica  shoved 
her  chair  back  from  the  table 
and  stood  up.  "But  I'm  on  to 
you,  Harold  Bates.  I  saw  the 
way  you  and  Angela  smiled  at 
each  other  when  you  came 
through  the  checkout  stand  the 
other  night.  The  way  she  looked 
at  you.  I'm  not  dumb,  Harold. 


Not  dumb  at  all.  And  I'm  not 
going  to  just  sit  around  and 
let  you  treat  me  like  Dad  did  .  .  . 
like  .  .  .  like  .  .  ." 

Bursting  into  tears,  Jessica 
turned  and  fled  to  the 
bedroom.  Harold  sat  at  the  table. 
He  heard  the  tick  of  the  big 
living-room  clock  and,  outside, 
the  drone  of  his  neighbor's 
lawn  mower.  Strange  how  at 
times  certain  sounds  were 
magnified. 

Harold  sipped  his  tea  and 
tried  to  figure  just  what  he  had 
said  or  what  he  had  done  to 
upset  Jessica  so.  Jessica's  anger 
was  irrational.  It  didn't  make 
sense.  Still,  he  didn't  know  what 
to  do  about  it. 

There  never  had  been 
anything  serious  between  him 
and  Angela  Davis.  Even  if  there 
had  been,  that  was  all  in  the 
past.  Angela  was  married  and 
the  mother  of  two  children. 
She  wasn't  a  Christian  and 
Harold  wanted  very  much  to 
have  her  and  Jim  attend  church, 
but  that  was  precisely  where 
the  matter  ended.  Angela  was 
friendly  with  everybody.  And 
a  good  worker. 

"Help  me.  Lord,"  Harold 
prayed  as  he  stood  up  and 
walked  toward  the  back  of  the 
house.  He  found  Jessica  stretched 
out  on  the  bed,  eyes  closed. 
Tears  had  streaked  her  face  and 
in  her  hand  was  a  letter 
Harold  recognized  as  having 
come  from  her  mother. 

Leaning  over,  Harold  kissed 
Jessica  on  the  cheek.  He  took 
the  letter  from  her  hand. 

"From  your  mother,  eh? 
Mind  if  I  read  it?" 

"You  won't  like  it."  Jessica's 
voice  was  but  a  whisper. 

"Something  wrong?" 

She  only  nodded.  Harold 
glanced  at  the  letter,  reading 
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YOU  AND  YOUR  HUSBAND'S 
MID-LIFE  CRISIS 

by  Sally  Conway 

The  wife  is  the  big  factor  in  whether  or 
not  marriages  stand  the  strain  of  the  hus- 
band's mid-life  crisis,  says  Sally  Conway. 

Conway  has  seen  many  marriages  that 
were  failing  during  mid-life  (her  own  in- 
cluded) gradually  rebuild  and  blossom,  most- 
ly due  to  the  wife's  determination  and 
self-sacrifice. 

Specialize  in  knowing  what  your  hus- 
band thinks,  feels,  values,  worries  over, 
and  fears  about  the  future,"  she  counsels. 
"You  need  to  know  what  pleases  him,  how 
he  views  himself — everything  that  makes 
him  what  he  is." 

Then  the  wife  must  commit  herself  to 
accepting  her  husband  just  as  he  is  at  the 
moment,  Conway  says. 

"One  of  the  most  helpful  things  you  can 
do  for  your  husband  is  to  free  him  so  he 
can  change.  You  do  this  by  forgiving  him 
for  all  the  ways  he  has  offended  you — 
even  if  he  doesn't  ask  to  be  forgiven." 

Often,  such  a  forgiving  attitude  is  followed 
by  a  genuine  attitude  of  love — often  miss- 
ing during  this  critical  mid-life  period — 
making  this  kind  of  unconditional  acceptance 
much  easier.  Conway's  rather  radical  view 
of  the  wife's  role  in  stabilizing  a  mid-life 
marriage  even  includes  praying  for  the  "oth- 
er woman,"  if  there  is  one. 

But,  she  points  out,  none  of  this  is  pos- 
sible without  the  inner  strength  that  comes 
from  a  relationship  with  God. 

"You  are  strongest  when  you  are  experi- 
encing inner  peace,"  she  says.  That  peace 
comes  only  from  being  in  touch  with  God." 
(David  C.  Cook  Publishing  Co.,  850  N. 
Grove  Avenue,  Elgin,  IL  60120) 


THERE'S  A  LOT  MORE  TO 
HEALTH  THAN  NOT 
BEING  SICK 

by  Bruce  Larson 

Bruce  Larson  believes  that  living  a  full 
and  exciting  life  is  our  best  protection  against 
disease  and  accidents.  Larson's  latest  book 
sends  us  on  an  eye-opening  journey  into 
the  new  world  of  "well-person  research." 


Each  chapter  in  this  book  asks  the  reader 
a  question  that  opens  up  an  area  of  life 
where  poor  health  often  begins.  And  each 
chapter  teems  with  practical  ideas  for  feel- 
ing good  about  life. 

Bruce  Larson  is  one  of  this  country's 
most  astute  analysts  of  human  behavior. 
He's  also  one  of  the  most  effective  com- 
municators of  the  good  news,  taking  the 
insights  of  Christ  into  the  hidden  reaches 
of  human  personality.  (Word  Books,  Waco, 
TX  Price:  $6.95) 


LIVING  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER 

by  Everett  L.  (Terry)  Fullam 

Living  the  Lord's  Prayer  can  move  you 
into  new  realms.  You  can  discover  how  to 
enter  into  an  intimate  relationship  with  God; 
the  eternal  priorities  that  will  give  clarity 
and  solid  footing  to  everything  you  do;  how 
to  be  guided  by  One  who  has  no  earthly 
limitations  and  is  never  baffled;  the  pur- 
pose and  victory  in  personal  suffering;  the 
source  of  provision  for  your  needs — physical, 
emotional  or  spiritual;  how  to  free  yourself 
and  others  by  forgiveness;  how  to  say  "Let 
it  be  so"  to  whatever  God  wants  for  your 
life. 

By  examining  the  richness  of  each  phrase 
Jesus  used,  Fullam  has  created  an  excel- 
lent study — a  guide  for  group  discussions 
or  for  personal  devotions.  Like  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  this  is  a  book  you  will  want  to 
come  back  to  again  and  again.  (Chosen 
Books,  Lincoln,  VA  22078) 


JEANNIE  C.  RILEY 

by  Jeannie  C.  Riley 
with  Jamie  Buckingham 

From  Harper  Valley  to  the  mountaintop, 
she  was  a  diamond  in  the  rough,  a  pretty 
girl  from  the  little  town  of  Anson,  Texas, 
certain  that  a  brilliant  flash  in  show  busi- 
ness was  all  her  heart  desired.  God  gave 
her  worldly  success,  but  more  than  that, 
He  gave  her  an  awareness  of  Himself.  He 
chiseled  away  her  rough  edges  and  put  a 
little  of  His  own  light  in  her  face.  The  hand 
of  God  clearly  shows  between  the  lines  in 
Jeannie  C.'s  book.  (Chosen  Books,  Lin- 
coln, VA  22078) 


THREATENED 
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quickly.  The  letter  was  well 
written,  with  apologies  and 
many  explanations,  but  the 
message  was  cold  and  blunt. 
Jessica's  dad  had  become 
involved  with  another  woman. 
Mrs.  Miller  was  suing  him  for 
divorce. 

"How  could  he,  Harold?" 
Jessica  asked.  "How  could  Dad 
treat  Mother  like  that?  After  all 
these  years.  I  always  thought 
we  had  a  happy  home.  That 
everything  was  fine." 

Harold  looked  at  the  letter 
again.  The  paper  was  wrinkled 
and  smudged  with  many 
readings.  Obviously  Jessica  had 
known  about  this  for  months. 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me, 
Jessica?" 

"I  ...  I  couldn't.  I'm  so 
ashamed." 

"Ashamed.  Come  on, 
Sweetheart,  there's  nothing  for 
you  to  be  ashamed  of.  That's 
your  mom  and  dad.  They've 
their  own  problems  to  work 
out.  It  has  nothing  to  do  with 
us.  We've  got  our  lives  to  live 
and  I'm  sure  God  is  going  to 
help  us  make  it." 

Jessica  looked  up  at  Harold, 
eyes  yet  moist.  She  swallowed. 
Leaning  over,  Harold  kissed  her. 

"May  as  well  tell  you  now," 
Harold  said,  seating  himself  on 
the  side  of  the  bed.  "I've 
already  asked  Mr.  Stanskie  for 
Friday  night  off.  Thought 
maybe  we'd  go  to  Mallory's, 
down  on  the  bay." 

"Mallo»-y's!  Oh,  Harold,  we 
can't  afford  that!" 

"Sure  we  can."  Harold  rubbed 
Jessica's  cheek,  pushing  back 
her  dark  brown  hair.  "You're 
looking  at  the  new  manager  of 
Stanskie's  Food  Store.  I  was 
going  to  tell  you  Friday,  since 
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that  would  be  nearer  to  our 
anniversary,  but  I  suppose 
good  news  is  good  anytime." 

For  a  long  moment  they 
both  looked  into  each  other's 
eyes. 

"I  love  you,"  Jessica  said. 

Both  laughed  together.  □ 

YOUTH  ACTIVITIES 
AROUND  THE  WORLD 

Continued  from  page  12 

There  is  a  strong  work  among 
young  people  of  the  Philippines, 
and  they  too  have  raised  money 
for  YWEA. 

While  it  is  customary  to  speak 
often  of  STEP,  and  of  the 
opportunity  for  young  people  here 
in  the  States  to  visit  and  get 
acquainted  with  other  cultures  and 
missionary  opportunities,  it  should 
be  noted  as  well  that  youth  from 
other  lands  have  been  visiting  our 
nation.  Not  too  long  ago,  the  youth 
choir  from  the  European  Bible 
Seminary  toured  the  United 
States.  Many  of  our  churches  have 
been  blessed  by  the  smiles  and  the 
lovely  singing  voices  of  students 
from  the  Korean  Bible  School. 

We  have  also  had  visitors  from 
Indonesia;  and,  from  the  New 
Testament  Church  of  God  in 
England. 

Last  year  young  people  of 
Europe  sponsored  the  second 
European  Youth  Convention  in 
Holland;  and,  presently,  we  as  a 
church  have  national  directors  of 
youth  and  Christian  education  in 
Germany,  France,  England,  and 
Yugoslavia. 

"By  this  shall  all  men  know 
that  ye  are  my  disciples,"  Jesus 
said,  "if  ye  have  love  one  to 
another"  (John  13:35). 

From  the  beginning,  He 
internationalized  the  Church.  □ 
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Fund  raising  is  a  piece  of  Benson's  fruit  cake.  In  fact,  if  you  sell  this  superb  prod- 
uct year  after  year,  you  can  expect  a  1 5%  increase  in  sales  annually.  Your  profits 
will  increase  significantly,  too. 

Benson's  sliced  Old  Home  Fruit  Cake  is  an  American  favorite.  A  product 
nationally  known  for  quality —  and  personally  guaranteed  by  Mr.  Benson. 

Call  our  toll-free  Action  Line  now  for  a  generous  sample  of  our  fruit  cake, 
free.  For  complete' information,  just  send  in  the  coupon. 
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This  is  the  story  of  a  mother  coping  with  a  handicapped  daughter.  Unlike  many,  it  s< 
that  Allene  Smith  has  not  only  coped;  but,  in  coping,  she  has  learned  to  share  with 
others  about  her  in  a  beautiful  manner. 


1 


by  Allene  Smith 


drove  my  four-year-old 
daughter,  Rhonda,  home  from 
her  school  late  one  afternoon. 
Rhonda  sat  very  still  and 
quiet.  As  we  turned  onto  the 
road  that  led  to  our  home,  I 
saw  that  fresh  gravel  had  been 
spread  on  the  road.  The  sound 
of  gravel  hitting  metal  did  not 
help  my  throbbing  headache. 

Rhonda  became  very  excited. 
She  heard  a  sound  she  had 
never  heard  before.  Standing  up 
in  the  front  seat,  her  head 
pressed  to  the  window,  she  said, 


over  and  over,  "Hear  it  .  .  . 
hear  it  .  .  .  hear  it.  .  .  .  Show 
me  .  .  .  show  me.  .  .  ." 

Rhonda's  sudden  outburst 
interrupted  my  thoughts  of  a 
sink  full  of  dishes  and  of 
unmade  beds.  Again  she  said, 
"Hear  it!  Hear  it!  Show  me!" 

"Oh  Rhonda,"  I  said.  "It's 
only  gravel  hitting  the  car." 

Then,  as  I  saw  the 
expression  on  her  little  face,  full 
of  excitement  and  wonder,  I 
forgot  all  about  dishes  and 
unmade  beds.  Other  things 
could  wait.  My  child  was  hearing 
a  strange,  new  sound! 


Steve  Gnder  Photo 

I  stopped  the  car  and  the 
moment  became  a  learning 
experience  for  Rhonda.  God  used 
gravel  to  give  Rhonda  the 
miracle  of  hearing  an  everyday 
sound  most  of  us  take  for 
granted. 

My  son  Ronnie  was  twelve 
years  old  when  Rhonda  was 
born,  December  4,   1965.  Not 
knowing  I  was  six  weeks 
pregnant,  I  had  cared  for 
Ronnie  during  his  bout  with 
German  Measles  and  had 
taken  the  measles  myself. 
Knowing  what  measles  could 
do  to  an  unborn  baby,  I  lived  in 
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fear  for  seven  months;  and, 
when  Rhonda  was  born,  rejoiced 
that  she  seemed  a  perfect 
child.  My  husband  and  I  were 
so  thankful.  We  felt  Rhonda 
was  a  miracle  baby,  and  we 
became  all  the  more  thankful 
after  the  doctors  told  us  we 
would  have  no  more  children. 

Rhonda  was  a  pretty  little  girl, 
and  a  good  baby.  She  was 
content  to  watch  me  as  I  worked 
and  she  never  demanded  my 
attention  so  long  as  she  could 
see  me.  The  phone,  radio, 
loud  noises — these  didn't  bother 
her  at  all. 

As  months  went  by,  I  noticed 
Rhonda  didn't  respond  to 
sounds  and,  time  and  again,  I 
questioned  her  doctor.  He  was 
sure  nothing  was  wrong  with  her 
hearing. 

By  age  two,  Rhonda  had 
never  talked. 

"Some  children  are  slow  in 
learning  to  talk,"  the  doctor 
said.  "Don't  worry.  When  she's 
ready,  she'll  talk." 

During  those  early  years 
Rhonda  seemed  to  have  a  lot 
of  throat  and  ear  infections. 
Once  when  the  Reverend  T. 
L.  Lowery  was  holding  a  revival 
in  Ferndale,  Michigan,  I  took 
Rhonda  for  prayer  and  she  has 
never  had  another  ear 
infection. 

But  why  couldn't  she  learn 
to  talk? 

By  the  time  she  was  three 
years  old,  Rhonda  could  say  four 
words.  Two  ear  specialists  had 
told  us  there  was  nothing  wrong 
with  her  hearing.  One  doctor 
said  I  was  just  looking  for 
something  to  be  wrong. 

Finally,  we  learned  the  truth. 
"Your  child  is  educationally 
deaf,"  an  audiologist  said.  "She 
is  profoundly  deaf  in  the  left 
ear,  with  eighty-five  decibels 


hearing  loss  in  the  right  ear. 
No  operation  will  help  because 
hers  is  a  nerve  loss." 

Tears  streamed  down  my  face. 
In  one  way,  though,  I  was 
relieved.  Rhonda  could  now  get 
the  help  she  needed.  My 
regret  was  that  time  had  been 
wasted.  She  had  developed  no 
language.  I  resented  all  those 
doctors  who  had  said  nothing 
was  wrong;  but,  in  time,  God 
touched  my  heart  with  His 
love,  making  me  realize 
everything  looked  all  right  to 
the  doctors.  They  couldn't  detect 
the  nerve  loss. 

My  husband  and  I  felt  totally 
unprepared  for  our  new  role 
as  parents  of  a  child  who 
couldn't  hear.  I  asked  God  for 
strength  to  accept  our  daughter's 
handicap;  and  I  knew  if  we 
could  accept  her  and  treat  her 
like  a  normal  child,  others 
would  do  the  same.  God  has 
answered  that  prayer. 

We  moved  from  Michigan  to 
Chattanooga  in  July  of  1969.  I 
enrolled  Rhonda  in  a  preschool 
hearing-impaired  class  which 
met  five  days  a  week  at  the 
Chattanooga-Hamilton  County 
Speech  and  Hearing  Center. 

I  made  a  promise  the  first 
day:  If  God  would  let  Rhonda 
learn  to  talk  and  to  lead  a 
normal  life,  I  would  dedicate 
myself  to  helping  other  such 
children.  The  audiologist  at  the 
Speech  and  Hearing  Center 
fitted  her  with  a  new  hearing  aid 
and  almost  immediately 
Rhonda  was  aware  of  new 
sounds  around  her. 

Learning  to  talk  was  painful 
for  Rhonda.  Each  sound  and 
each  word  was  a  struggle.  She 
had  no  language  base  and 
thus  could  not  learn  by  merely 
hearing  a  word.  We  never 
used  baby  talk  at  our  house  and 
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Ronnie  joined  Otis  and  I  in 
assisting  with  Rhonda's  education. 

Rhonda  couldn't  hear  d 
sounds.  Never  could  say 
"daddy ";  but,  with  the  love 
and  help  from  her  teacher,  at 
age  five,  she  finally  mastered 
that  beautiful  word. 

Otis  told  me  once  that  he 
knew  if  Rhonda  could  say 
"K-Mart,"  she  could  say 
"daddy."  One  morning  he  got  his 
wish.  As  he  went  out  the  door 
to  work,  Rhonda  tugged  at  his 
coat  and  said,  "Bye-bye, 
Daddy."  That  morning  my 
husband  was  like  a  new 
father. 

Rhonda  is  now  fifteen  years 
old.  This  fall  she  will  attend 
classes  in  a  regular  high 
school.  She  is  mainstreamed  in 
some  of  her  classes  with 
normal-hearing  children.  In  other 
subjects  she  is  in  a 


special-education  hearing-impaired 
classroom  with  other  deaf  and 
hearing-impaired  children.  In  her 
classroom  for  deaf  children,  a 
method  of  total  communication  is 
used.  This  includes  finger 
spelling,  signs,  and  speech  with 
the  signs. 

Rhonda  is  on  her  way  to 
becoming  a  normal,  productive 
adult.  She  is  well-adjusted, 
outgoing,  and  has  developed 
an  unusual  amount  of 
self-confidence.  Each  year  she 
joins  the  United  Way  in  helping 
to  raise  money.  She  goes  to 
industry  and  group  meetings, 
talking  and  sometimes  reciting 
the  Lord's  Prayer.  While  every 
word  does  not  always  come 
out  perfect,  what  she  says  is 
beautiful  to  me;  and  we  thank 
God  for  giving  Rhonda  two  of 
life's  greatest  gifts — hearing 
and  the  ability  to  talk.  D 


Epilogue 


This  story  doesn't  end  with  Rhonda.  Allene  Smith  truly  believes 
God  had  purpose  in  permitting  her  to  be  the  mother  of  a 
hearing-impaired  child.  For  eleven  years  now,  she  has  kept  her 
promise  to  the  Lord  and  has  been  constantly  involved  in  telling 
Rhonda's  story  to  a  hearing  world. 

Allene   is  a   member  of  the   Church   of  God,   Middle    Valley, 
Tennessee.   She   works   as   a   volunteer  at  the   Chattanooga — 
Hamilton  County  Speech  and  Hearing  Center.  In  1979  she  be- 
came the  first  woman  in  the  history  of  the  local  Sertoma  Club  to 
be   given   the   Service   to   Mankind   Award.   One   of   her    latest 
ventures  is  raising  money  and  collecting  old  and  now  unused  hearing  aids  for  distribution 
to  elderly  people  who  cannot  afford  to  purchase  their  own. 
She  had  a  few  words  especially  for  Church  of  God  folks: 

"Many  of  our  churches  are  failing  to  meet  the  needs  of  the  deaf  in  their  communities. 
Twenty  million  Americans  suffer  from  deafness  or  some  form  of  hearing  impairment.  Many 
Church  of  God  families,  not  only  in  and  around  Chattanooga  but  all  over  the  country,  are 
attending  other  churches  because  their  own  church  offers  nothing  to  the  deaf. 

"It  hurts  when  my  daughter  says  she  doesn't  understand  what  the  pastor  is  saying.  How 
many  more  are  like  her?  How  many  elderly  people  in  your  church  can't  afford  a  $350 
hearing  aid? 
"Young  people,  that  would  be  a  good  project  for  FTH  or  for  your  Sunday  school  class."  □ 


j — t  t  happened  in  1975,  while  I 
/    §  was  pastoring  in 
/    m    Portsmouth,  Ohio. 

On  a  Saturday  evening,  after 
coming  in  from  visiting,  I 
noticed  a  group  of  boys  playing 
basketball  in  the  alley  behind 
the  church.  For  some  reason  I 
walked  over  to  them. 

"Hey  fellows,"  I  said,  "if  I 
beat  you  in  basketball,  one  at 
a  time,  will  you  come  to  Sunday 
school  in  the  morning?" 

They  all  agreed  they  would. 

I  went  into  the  house, 
changed  my  clothes,  and  came 
back.  These  were  the  rules. 
We  were  to  play  each  game  to 
twenty-two  points,  the  winner 
having  to  win  by  four  points. 
There  were  eight  boys.  The 
games  began. 
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I  beat  the  first  seven  boys. 

For  some  reason,  when  it 
came  time  to  play  the  last 
boy,  he  was  the  tallest  and 
largest  one  of  them  all.  He 
was  also  good,  soon  getting 
ahead  of  me,  sixteen  points  to 
four.  "I'm  not  going  to  Sunday 
school,"  he  then  said  to  the 
other  boys.  "I'm  going  to  win 
this  game." 

From  that  point  on  he  could 
not  make  a  basket.  It  seemed 
that  everything  I  threw  up  went 
through  the  hoop.  I  tied  the 
score  and  the  other  boys  started 
cheering  like  it  was  a  state 
tournament  game.  Finally  I  beat 
him. 

All  those  boys  started  cheering, 
"Barry's  going  to  Sunday  school! 
Barry's  going  to  Sunday  school!" 


I  make  more  money 
by  being  my  own  boss- 
so  can  you." 

part-time  Christian  business  re- 
H*  quiring  no  investment,  and: 

1|  •    You  can  choose  your  own 

W  m  hours. 

1  •    You  can  build  your  own  busi- 

'"  i       jmst&*  ness  without  leaving  your 

'-  "    m  present  work. 

m  •    You  can  earn  as  much  as  you 

»  want. 

fill  •     You  can  create  vour  own  fi- 

nancial security. 
^Sj ■.-  •     You  can  establish  yourself  in  a 

/  career  that  offers  management 

level  opportunities. 
•    You  can  receive  free  Medical 
and  Life  Insurance  without 
examination  plus  many  other 
benefits. 

Please  send  today  for  your  Free 
Booklets  with  complete  infor- 
mation on  how  to  get  started  in 
this  unusual  Christian  business 
opportunity. 


B.H.  Price 


Tennessee 


After  seven  years  of  develop- 
ment The  Zondervan  Corpora- 
tion is  now  offering  a  new  and 
rewarding  opportunity  to 
people  just  like  yourself  who 
wish  to  be  their  own  boss  and  be 
well-paid  for  their  time  invested 
in  a  program  that  serves  the 
Lord. 

As  a  Zondervan  representa- 
tive, you'll  bring  to  your 
fellow-Christians  this  newly- 
developed,  Bible-centered  pro- 
gram that  meets  the  needs  of 
today. 

This  unusual  opportunity 
offers  men  and  women  a  full-  or 


Clip  and  mail  this  coupon  NOW 
for  your  FREE  Booklets! 

The  Zondervan  Corporation  Dept.  LP-  91 

P.O.  Box  6130 

Grand  Rapids,  MI  49506 

Please  rush  my  FREE  Booklets. 

I  understand  I  am  under  no  obligation 

and  no  salesman  will  call. 

Name 
Address 


City 


State 


Zip 


L. 


Mail  this  coupon  today! 

(Offer  limited  to  U.S.  residents  only) 


.J 


The  next  day,  all  of  them  at- 
tended Sunday  school  and  church. 

From  then  on  I  was  able  to 
minister  to  those  boys.  They 


kept  their  word. 

God  still  has  some  great  young 
people  and  we  need  to  win 
them  by  all  means.  O 
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Tonight  I  sit  on  my  front  porch.  The  house  is 
a  bit  stuffy  and  warm.  The  coolness  of  the 
evening  beckons.  I  cannot  refuse. 

In  a  matter  of  moments,  I  find  myself  looking 
for  something.  It  is  as  though  I  have  been 
gently  compelled  to  a  search.  Before  I  can  ask 
what  to  look  for,  I  sense  if  I  sit  there  quietly 
and  patiently,  I'll  find  it. 

Soon  my  ears  tune  to  one  of  the  purest 
orchestras  I've  ever  heard.  The  repertoire  is 
simple.  The  musicians  play  the  same  melody 
over  and  again,  with  slight  variations  or  even  a 
solo  now  and  then.  Quite  peculiar,  this  little 
orchestra.  Its  members  harmonize  naturally.  In 
stereo.  Funny  thing,  during  the  entire  concert  I 
never  see  one  of  the  orchestra  members,  but  I 
imagine  them  wearing  their  best  shiny,  black 
suits.  Orchestra  members  always  wear  black,  you 
know.  A  deep  breath,  a  sigh,  and  I  abandon  my 
search  for  the  mysterious  orchestra. 

With  the  deep  breath  comes  a  hint  of  evening 
dew,  mingled  with  a  mild  scent  of  freshly  cut  hay. 


Summer.  I  can't  inhale  enough  of  Mother 
Nature's  perfume  to  satisfy  me.  I  sit  up  straighter, 
hoping  to  expand  my  capacity,  hoping  to  hold 
more  of  this  invigorating  aroma.  My  only 
disappointment  is  its  brevity.  I  breathe  in,  only 
to  exhale  again.  Finally  I  decide  to  inhale  more 
than  I  can  hold  and  thus  keep  it  forever.  I 
throw  back  my  head  ...  to  take  it  all  in  .  .  . 

That's  when  I  see  the  most  delicately  woven 
lace  imaginable.  On  a  midnight  blue  background, 
fragile  crystal  threads  adorn  the  heavens. 
Shimmering,  the  stitches  laugh  and  frolic  in  the 
sky  like  children  on  a  playground.  The  lace 
blanket  lies  on  the  town  as  comforting  and  secure 
as  Grandma's  quilt. 

All  at  once,  I  know  I'm  not  seeking  exquisite 
lace,  but  rather  the  Weaver.  I'm  not  searching 
for  expensive  perfumes,  but  rather  the  Perfumer. 
I'm  not  looking  for  the  finest  orchestra,  but 
rather  the  Maestro. 

I  submit  to  God's  beckoning  call.  I  respond  to 
an  invitation  delivered  in  person  and  my  spirit 
soars.  □ 
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Presumption  or 


Faith  is  not  negated,  faith 
produce  the  fruit  we  imag 

It  is  easy  for  young 
people — and  for  many  of  us 
not  so  young — to  confuse 
presumption  with  faith. 

This  is  especially  true  when 
one  thinks  of  faith  in  its  daring, 
courageous,  risk-everything 
aspect,  as  so  often  exemplified 
in  the  Bible. 

Presumption  is  not  faith. 

Jesus  wrestled  with  the 
devil  in  the  wilderness.  He  was 
tempted  to  cast  Himself  down 
from  a  pinnacle  of  the  Temple. 
The  devil  even  quoted  Him  a 
scripture  which,  upon  casual 
observance,  might  seem  to 
justify  such  a  risky  venture 
(Matthew  4:5-7).  But  Jesus 
answered,  "Thou  shalt  not  tempt 
the  Lord  thy  God." 

For  most  of  us  the  question  is 
one  of  knowing  when  and  where 
to  draw  this  line.  We  do  not  wish 
to  be  men  and  women  who  claim 
faith  but  who  never  act.  We  do 
not  wish  to  be  powerless, 
impotent,  professing  Christians 
only.  Most  of  us  aspire  to  that 
discipleship  which  triumphs,  which 
overcomes  odds,  which  leaves  a 
trail  of  miracles  in  its  wake. 


is  not  made  ineffective, 
ine  or  dream  about. 

How,  then,  are  we  to  know 
the  difference? 

One  principle  seems 
important.  Scriptures  command 
that  we  obey  and  submit  to 
the  will  of  God.  The  Bible  also 
encourages  us  to  resist  and 
to  rebuke  the  devil.  We  must 
never  confuse  these  two. 

It  is  sometimes  easy,  though 
foolish,  for  us  to  think 
everything  unpleasant,  everything 
painful,  is  of  the  devil.  But  the 
chastisements  of  God  are  also 
unpleasant.  The  judgments  of 
God  are  painful,  as  witness  what 
happened  to  David  and  his 
house  following  his  terrible  sin.  It 
is  one  thing  to  stand  up  in 
defiance  of  the  devil — sin  and 
evil — and  quite  another  to 
resist — or  to  presume  to 
resist — the  will  of  almighty 
God. 

The  familiar  story  of  the 
three  Hebrew  children  is  a  good 
example  (Daniel  3:16-18). 
They  were  not  defying 
circumstances,  or  Providence. 
They  never  for  a  moment 
thought  of  telling  the  king  his 
furnace  would  not  burn  them. 
They  did  defy 


just  because  it  doesn't 

Nebuchadnezzar's  claim  to 
divinity.  They  did  risk  all  in 
their  allegiance  to  God — an 
allegiance  for  which  they  were 
willing  to  die — and  God  chose  to 
immunize  them  from  the 
flames. 

It  may  even  be  difficult  to 
determine  whether  one  is  acting 
altogether  in  faith. 

For  example,  I  know  a  young 
man  who  packed  his  things 
and  headed  west,  thinking  he'd 
do  a  great  work  in  a  strange 
land,  but  who,  later,  returned 
home  disillusioned. 

What  motivated  him  to  go? 
Did  he  go  in  faith? 

He  sometimes  wonders 
himself,  although  he  now 
pastors  a  successful  church. 

However,  faith  is  not 
negated,  faith  is  not  made 
ineffective,  just  because  it 
doesn't  produce  the  fruit  we 
imagine  or  dream  about. 
Today  that  young  man  is  wiser. 
He  is  humble.  He  is 
committed.  He  is  much  more 
aware  than  previously  that 
success  depends  on  God. 

The  miracle  of  faith  often 
springs  up  from  strange  soil. 

"Trust  in  the  Lord."  □ 
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CONFERENCES  ON 


Reservations  for  the  conference  will  be  made  through  the  General 
Offices.  Each  minister  should  complete  a  reservation  form  and  mail  it  with 
a  $25  deposit.  The  total  cost  is  $155.  This  price  includes  three  nights 
lodging,  eight  meals,  registration  fees  and  printed  materials.  All  rooms  will 
be  double  occupancy.  If  you  have  a  preferred  roommate,  write  the  name  in 
the  provided  space.  Where  pos- 
sible, requests  will  be  honored. 
Address  your  reservation  form 
to:  Church  of  God  General  Of- 
fices, Gonferences  on  Pastoral 
Ministries,  Keith  at  25th,  N.W., 
(Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311. 


Regions  and  Dates: 

1.  Southern — September  1-4 
Sheraton-Twin  Towers,  Orlando.  FL 

2.  Western — September  15-18 

El  Rancho  Resort.  Sacramento,  CA 

3.  South  Central — September  22-25 
North  Park  Inn,  Dallas.  TX 

4.  Northeast — September  29-October  2 
Downinglown  Inn,  Downingtown.  PA 

5.  Northern — October  6-9 
French  Lick  Springs.  French  Lick.  IN 

North  Central — November  17-20 
Howard  Johnson's,  Rapid  City,  SD 


Name 


D   Pastor 
□  Other. 


Address 
City 


State 


Zip. 


I   will  attend 


Conference  cost — $155 — (Three  nights,  double  occupancy,  eight  meals) 
I   prefer   to  loom   with 


regional  conference 


Enclosed  $25  deposit        LJ    Total  amount  included  I 
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CONGRATULATIONS ! 

To  young  people  throughout  the  Church  of  God  who, 

this  past  year,  raised  a  total  of  $1,000,000  for  YWEA. 

It  is  a  milestone. 

Some  of  us  remember  well  when  YWEA  was  launched,  in  the 

early  60's,  and  we  take  joy  in  Christ  that  so  many  of  His  youth 

love  and  care  for  the  lost  of  India. 

Hoyt  E.  Stone 
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The  Girl  Who  Almost  Didn't  Have  a  Wedding  Day: 


irl 


It's  been  three  years  now  .  . 
Three  long  years  since  that 
terrible  morning  of 
September  17,  1978,  when 
tragedy  struck  a  group  of  Lee  College 
students  on  a  fog -shrouded  highway  near 
Gadsden,  Alabama  .  .  . 

Three  years  since  Pam  Trotter,  her  back 
broken  already  from  one  accident,  lay 
in  a  grassy  medium  near  a  road 
construction  site  and  realized  one  split 
second  before  impact  that  more  was  to 
come  .  .  . 

Ann  Thacker  was  killed  instantly  by 
that  runaway  Volkswagon.  Pam'sface 
was  crushed  by  the  left  front  wheel. 
Carried  to  the  hospital,  she  heard 
herself  pronounced  dead.  .  .  . 


Less  than  a  year  ago,  February  14, 
1981,  Pam  Trotter  marched  down  the  aisle 
and  became  wife  to  Robert  C. 
Varnadore,  a  wedding  most  people  felt 
Pam  would  never  live  to  see. 

The  memory  of  her  accident  is  still  vivid 
to  Pam  ...  a  kaleidoscope  of  horrible 
and  fast-changing  scenes  .  .  .  but  she  has 
survived. 


She  has  survived  physically  . 
scars  .  .  . 


without 


She  has  also  survived  spiritually  .  .  . 
stronger  in  her  faith  .  .  .  more  certain 
than  ever  that  God  is  love,  even  when  we 
can't  understand  why  some  things 
happen. 

This  is  Pam's  story.  □ 
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I've  always  loved  to  sing.  That's  why  being  part  of  "Second 
Edition"  meant  so  much  to  me  and  why  I  got  up  that  Sunday 
morning  and  headed  for  Steve  Wesson's  church  in  Prattville, 
Alabama,  with  unabated  enthusiasm. 

We  traveled  in  two  vans,  one  driven  by  director  Danny  Murray 
and  the  other  by  Tony  Buczek.  Plans  called  for  us  to  have 
cinnamon  buns  for  breakfast.  On  the  bus. 

Clumsy  me.  I  dropped  the  buns  in  the  dirt  while  coming  out  of 
the  dorm,  and  found  myself  irritated  as  I  climbed  into  the  van, 
third-seat  back,  where  I  was  to  ride. 

Oh  well  .  .  . 

Everyone  took  the  loss  of  the  buns  philosophically.  We  settled 
into  our  respective  seats,  chatted  for  awhile  as  Danny  got  us  through 
a  Sunday-morning-quiet  downtown  Cleveland  and  out  onto 
Interstate  75.  Ann  Thacker  sat  in  front  of  me,  sharing  the  third  seat 
with  Karen  Benefield.  That  left  two  of  us  in  the  fourth  seat  and 
one  in  the  fifth.  With  Danny's  wife  up  front,  seven  in  all. 

Within  an  hour  and  after  we  passed  Chattanooga  and  headed 
down  1-59  toward  Birmingham,  talk  faded  out  and  we  snuggled  in 
for  sleep.  It  was  foggy.  Not  a  lot  of  traffic.  If  I  awakened  when 
the  van  slowed  at  a  construction  site  south  of  Gadsden,  I  don't 
remember  it. 

I  do  remember  a  jarring  impact  and  the  van  rolling  over  .  .  .  and 
over  .   .  .  coming  to  rest  upside  down  .  .  . 

I  remember  screams  and  screaming  .  .  . 

Then  the  calm  of  recognizing  it  was  over.  In  my  back,  an 
excruciating  pain.  Tony  and  one  of  the  boys  from  the  other  van 
came  to  help  me  out  and  I  remember  telling  them  to  help  Ann. 
She  seemed  badly  hurt. 

Slowly  the  picture  took  shape  in  my  mind.  We  had  been  hit 
head-on  by  a  young  man  in  a  car.  The  road  was  narrow.  Fog  thick. 
We  needed  to  move  quickly,  lest  someone  else  get  hurt.  The 
medium  seemed  the  logical  place.  The  boys  carried  Ann  and 
stretched  her  out  in  the  grass.  They  helped  me  get  to  the  medium 
as  well  and  I  lay  down  near  Ann.  It  seemed  the  young  man  who  hit 
us  was  kiiled  instantly. 

Even  amid  all  the  confusion,  all  the  pain,  I  began  praying, 
thanking  God  for  sparing  our  lives.  While  I  was  yet  praying, 
someone  yelled,  "Look  out!" 

The  second  car  came  as  suddenly  as  the  first!  A  blur  right  out 
of  the  fog!  I  saw  it  for  a  second!  Knew  I  should  move.  Couldn't! 
Closed  my  eyes  .  .  . 

As  the  left  front  wheel  of  the  Volkswagon  ran  over  me,  I  felt  the 
crush  of  bones  in  my  face.  Blackness  engulfed  me.  I  floated  in  a 
sea  of  pain  but  I  didn't  lose  consciousness  and  I  slowly  came  to 
realize  it  was  not  unbearable  pain. 

My  head  was  numb.  It  felt  unreal.  Detached  from  my  body.  I  was 
to  learn  later  that  the  VW  had  been  driven  by  a 

nineteen-year-old  boy.  His  brakes  had  failed.  Ann  Thacker  had  been 
killed  instantly.  It  had  been  my  inability  to  move — my  back  was 
broken — which  had  saved  my  life.  Doctors  speculated  later,  as  well, 
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that  Ann  had  suffered  fatal  injuries  in  the  first  wreck.  She  would 
never  have  lived,  even  without  the  VW  accident. 

I  remember  the  sirens.  Riding  to  the  hospital.  Hearing  someone 
say  repeatedly  that  I  had  no  pulse. 

By  the  time  I  arrived  at  the  hospital  my  head  had  swollen  to 
approximately  the  size  of  a  basketball.  My  own  brother  Rick  didn't 
recognize  me.  I  felt  as  if  someone  had  chopped  the  front  of  my 
face  off.  My  teeth  were  all  loose,  floating  around  in  my  mouth. 

And  yet  .  .  .  even  in  all  that,  I  was  conscious  of  the  presence 
of  God  and  of  His  Holy  Spirit.  I  remember  praying,  "Lord,  if  it's 
my  time  to  go,  I'm  ready,  but  I  do  want  to  live."  I  thanked  God 
for  His  nearness.  That's  when,  also,  I  had  a  strange  and 
unexplainable  assurance  that  I  was  going  to  live.  It  was  as  if  God 
reached  down  and  whispered  it  in  my  ear.  Later,  while  the  doctors 
talked  and  while  the  nurse  told  others  in  my  presence,  "This  one 
is  not  going  to  make  it,"  I  knew  better. 

My  injuries  were  assessed.  Things  didn't  look  good  at  all. 
Bruises-  on  my  face.  Whiplash  in  my  neck.  All  facial  bones  broken. 
Three  ribs  broken,  with  right  lung  punctured  and  collapsed.  Back 
broken. 

They  waited  for  five  days  for  the  swelling  to  go  down 
somewhat.  Then  they  wired  my  jaws  back  together.  The  surgeons 
reconstructed  my  face,  using  fifteen  feet  of  gauze  in  each  cheek  to 
give  it  shape. 

Altogether  I  was  in  the  intensive  care  unit  twelve  days.  In  the 
hospital  three  weeks.  Then  at  my  mother's  in  Mobile,  Alabama,  for 
thirty-four  days  before  returning  to  the  hospital  for  the  wires  to 
be  removed. 

It  was  on  the  third  day  of  my  intensive  care  stay  that  Sister 
Mary  Graves  visited  me.  I  couldn't  talk  but  I  listened  and  I 
remember  Mary  leaning  over  and  saying,  "Pam,  you're  going  to 
be  all  right.  God  is  going  to  see  you  through.  He's  going  to  make 
you  more  beautiful  than  ever." 

When  I  got  out  of  the  hospital  I  couldn't  sit.  Had  to  be  taken  to 
Mobile  in  a  rescue  squad  van.  For  a  moment,  when  I  saw  that 
van,  I  froze  with  fear.  There  were  flowers  with  me  in  the  van,  all 
confirming  the  fear  Satan  kept  trying  to  put  in  my  heart.  By  the 
time  I  had  arrived  home,  however,  the  chorus  of  a  song  was  forming 
in  my  mind  and  I  knew  God  was  giving  me  victory. 

My  days  at  home  were  the  longest  and  the  most  trying.  While  in 
the  hospital  I  had  a  constant  string  of  visitors.  Kids  down  from 
Lee.  Friends.  At  home  I  was  left  more  to  myself.  It  was  a  natural 
thing,  but  difficult. 

In  my  room  at  home  alone  one  day,  somewhat  discouraged,  I 
opened  my  Bible  and  read  Psalm  118:13-17.  What  beautiful 
words!  That's  when  I  knew  I  had  to  finish  my  song. 

On  the  day  before  Thanksgiving,   1978,  I  said  goodbye  to  the 
doctor's  care  and  took  off  my  back  brace.  I  also  traveled  to 
Cleveland  for  homecoming  activities  and  sang  with  the  Singers  at 
the  Fall  Music  Festival.  On  Friday  I  gave  my  testimony  in  chapel  at 
Lee  and  introduced  my  song  for  the  first  time. 

(CONT.) 
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Hell  Bring  You  Out 

Have  you  ever  been  discouraged? 

When  your  days  ahead  looked  gloomy, 

Has  it  ever  seemed  like  you  were  at  the  end? 

When  you've  fallen  to  your  lowest, 

That's  when  Jesus  shows  He  cares; 

As  He  whispers  words  you  just  can't  comprehend. 

I'll  bring  you  out  in  ways  that  you  don't  know  of, 

111  give  you  strength  to  face  whatever  comes  your  way; 

And  when  you  stand  before  my  people, 

Tou  will  tell  them  what  I've  done; 

So  they  can  lift  their  voices  high  and  give  Me  praise. 

When  it  seems  there  is  no  answer, 

To  the  problems  you  are  facing; 

When  the  pace  of  this  life  seems  to  get  you  down. 

If  you'll  turn  to  God  and  listen, 

For  His  voice  to  calm  your  sea; 

You  will  find  sweet  peace  like  you  have  never  found. 

Hell  bring  you  out  in  ways  that  you  don't  know  of, 

Hell  give  you  strength  to  face  whatever  comes  your  way; 

And  when  you  stand  before  my  people, 

You  will  tell  them  what  I've  done; 

So  they  can  lift  their  voices  high  and  give  Me  praise. 

God  has  been  good  to  me.  Robert  and  I  are  happy,  working  with 
young  people,  Pastor  M.  H.  Kennedy,  and  the  other  fine  people 
at  the  Church  of  God  in  Jesup,  Georgia. 

As  I  think  back  on  the  accident,  I  have  to  say  it  wasn't  much 
to  go  through  for  my  Lord.  I  feel  honored  that  God  considered  me 
worthy  to  suffer.  Maybe  somehow  I  can  help  others  understand 
just  how  good  He  is.  □ 

Pam  (Trotter)  Varnadore 
Jesup,  GA 


Wafley  E.  Shulz 
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ou  blew  it! 

Just  when  you  were  on 
the  verge  of  achieving 
all  you'd  wanted  so  badly — the 
good  job,  the  fellowship,  the 
respect  of  your  peers,  the 
right  spouse,  the  good 
grades — you  sabotaged  your 
own  success. 

It  happens  all  the  time. 
While  functioning  successfully 
as  the  No.  2  man,  a 
vice-president  of  a  large 
company  had  eyed  the  No.    1 
job  for  years.  Finally  the  boss 
retired  and  he  was  given  the 
top  spot. 

Within  a  week,  the  new 
president  tried  to  kill  himself. 
Deep  anxieties  surfaced  only 
after  he  had  achieved  his  goal. 

Many  people  unconsciously 
fear  success.  At  least  they  have 
mixed  feelings  about  it.  So 
much  so  that,  when  they  near  a 
long-sought  goal,  they  get 
anxious  to  the  point  of  panic, 
begin  procrastinating,  have 
trouble  making  decisions,  become 
depressed,  and  develop  an 
illness. 

After  graduating  from 
college  and  professional  school, 
one  young  man  found  himself 
hailed  as  a  whiz  at  his  job.  His 
superiors  said,  "You're  the 
best  guy  ever  to  come  through 
here."  Immediately  the  young 
man  became  so  anxious  he 
couldn't  perform.  In  the  course 
of  psychiatric  treatment  a  doctor 
discovered  the  man  felt  guilty 
about  success  because  he  was  the 
first  in  his  family  to  complete 
both  college  and  graduate  school. 

"Thorough  studies  give 
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Fear: 


strong  indication  that  fear  of  success  is  prevalent  in 
a  wide  variety  of  people,"  says  psychologist 
Katherine  Garner.  "It  seems  to  affect  men,  women 
and  young  people  alike." 

But  the  unsuspecting  fear  of  success — a 
circumstance  behind  so  many  failures — is  only 
one  of  a  number  of  things  which  breed 
consternation  in  the  human  mind. 

Will  Rogers  once  quipped  that  we  are  all 
ignorant,  but  in  different  subjects.  The  same 
reasoning  might  apply  to  fear.  We  are  all  scared  of 
something.  Those  who  know  about  such  things 
say  down  through  the  ages  man  has  been  able  to 
accumulate  six  basic  fears  to  keep  him  company 
through  sleepless  nights. 

These  are  fear  of  criticism,  fear  of  sickness, 
fear  of  poverty,  fear  of  love  lost  (or  lack  of  love), 
fear  of  old  age,  and  fear  of  death. 

A  lot  of  greedy  hypochondriacs  can't  even  settle 
for  these — they  insist  on  smuggling  in  extra 
qualms  which  always  lurk  in  the  shadows,  ready  to 
be  drafted.  For  example,  the  National  Health 
Institute  recently  reported  that  in  a  survey  of  more 
than  2,500  people,  some  40  percent  said  they 
feared  speaking  in  public.  Others  were  afraid  of 
heights,  insects,  deep  water,  and  flying. 

The  institute  also  says  that  people  from  ages 
thirteen  to  eighteen  and  from  sixty  to  eighty-five 
comprise  the  most  fearful  groups.  Adolescents  and 
the  elderly  are  generally  most  insecure.  The 
institute  also  reports  that  smokers  are  generally 
more  fearful  than  nonsinokers. 

If  you  shake,  shudder,  and  shiver  when  asked  to 
speak  before  a  group,  you  are  in  a  distinguished 
assemblage.  Tenor  Enrico  Caruso  suffered  so 
severely  from  stage  fright  that  he  once  told  a 
reporter,  "Each  time  I  sing,  I'm  convinced  there  is 
someone  waiting  to  destroy  me." 

Yet,  instead  of  using  his  terror  as  an  excuse  for 
quitting,  Caruso  poured  the  increased  adrenaline 
and  excitement  fear  generated  into  performances  so 
magnificent  that  his  name  has  become  immortal 
in  the  world  of  music. 

The  biographies  of  Daniel  Webster,  Henry 
Clay,  Abraham  Lincoln,  and  countless  others  reveal 
it  was  their  desire  to  overcome  fear  of  public 
speaking  that  forced  them  to  talk  at  every 
opportunity.  Verbal  fluency  was  the  reward  of 
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all  their  effort.  Without  such  fear,  they  might  have 
remained  just  dull  conversationalists. 

Fear  can  cause  an  otherwise  mature  person  to 
lose  enthusiasm,  initiative  and  self-reliance.  It 
can  make  him  degenerate  into  a  spineless 
caricature  of  his  real  self,  shriveled  by 
discouragement  and  timidity. 

The  first  seeds  of  fear  are  born  in  indecision. 
Indecision  gives  way  to  doubt:  the  two  combine  to 
produce  dread  and  anxiety. 

Today,  demands  upon  our  nervous  energy  keep 
pace  with  the  speed  we  must  generate  just  to 
keep  up.  From  the  time  we  arise  in  the  morning 
until  we  go  to  bed  at  night  we  are  exposed  to 
tensions:  a  new  outbreak  of  racial  intolerance,  the 
history  test  tomorrow  morning,  tryouts  for  the 
football  team.  We  live  under  pressures  which  strain 
every  physical,  mental  and  emotional  structure 
built  up  over  the  years. 

We  constantly  meet  deadlines.  We  have  our 
toes  stepped  on  in  crowded  buses.  We  worry  about 
writing  a  term  paper.  High-speed  behavior  has 
become  our  way  of  life. 

Is  it  any  wonder  we  are  continually  keyed  to 
a  pitch  that  prohibits  relaxation  and  causes  us  to 
go  around  draped  in  an  aura  of  anxiety? 

The  peculiar  thing  is  that  most  of  our  phobias 
are  mental.  Sixteen  million  Americans  suffer 
from  persistent  irrational  fears.  They  come  in  all 
shades. 

John  F.  Kennedy  feared  small,  crowded  rooms. 
Sigmund  Freud  feared  open  spaces. 

Anxieties  may  be  most  difficult  to  understand. 
Some  persons  suffer  from  what  is  known  as  "marital 
claustrophobia."  Elliott  Sparrow  was  a  New  York 
City  bachelor,  past  forty,  when  he  fell  in  love 
and  married.  A  year  later  he  was  seeking  a 
divorce.  "I  love  my  wife,"  he  explained  to  his 
lawyer.  "I  really  do.  But  the  moment  the  marriage 
ceremony  was  over,  I  got  terribly  depressed.  I 
feel  like  a  child  locked  in  a  closet.  I  desperately 
want  to  escape.  The  marriage  has  me  trapped; 
I've  got  to  get  out." 

Many  Hollywood  stars  and  leading  politicians 
are  members  of  the  "white-knuckle  brigade" — those 
terrified  air  travelers  who  desperately  clutch  the 
armrests  of  their  seats  during  a  plane  ride.  Tony 
Curtis  won't  fly  without  sedation.  Jackie  Gleason, 
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Joan  Baez  and  Bob  Newhart  travel  only  on  boats 
and  trains.  Baseball  stars  Jackie  Jensen  of  the 
Boston  Red  Sox  and  John  Blanchard  of  the 
Yankees,  who  weren't  afraid  to  crowd  the  plate 
and  flirt  with  brush-back  pitches,  nevertheless  had 
to  quit  baseball  because  they  were  afraid  to 
travel  by  air.  Even  President  Reagan  would  prefer 
to  be  on  the  ground  at  all  times. 

Of  the  six  previously  mentioned  basic  fears,  the 
anguish  brought  on  by  fear  of  poverty,  fear  of 
criticism,  and  fear  of  ill  health  seems  most 
widespread. 

Since  the  beginning  of  civilization,  man  has  been 
plagued  by  the  fear  of  losing  what  he  has 
acquired.  During  the  reign  of  Rehoboam,  son  of 
Solomon,  the  sorely  taxed  tribes  of  Israel 
revolted  at  the  poverty  forced  on  them  by  an 
avaricious  government.  They  rose  up  and  stoned 
Doram,  the  chief  tax-gatherer.  Individually  and 
collectively  we  have  been  fighting  to  hold  onto 
our  money  ever  since. 

Fear  of  poverty  is  probably  the  most 
destructive  of  the  six  basic  fears.  It  is  the  most 
difficult  to  overcome.  Nothing  brings  quite  so 
much  suffering  and  pain  to  the  average  man  as 
being  poor,  and  nothing  is  so  exasperating  to  his 
wife  as  being  unable  to  keep  up  with  the  Joneses. 

The  anxiety  of  becoming  poor  is  sometimes  all 
that  is  needed  to  ruin  any  chance  for  achievement. 
It  can  confuse  one's  reasoning,  dull  the 
imagination,  and  destroy  enthusiasm.  It  leads  to 
misery  and  unhappiness  and  beckons  disaster  in 
a  hundred  forms.  All  in  spite  of  the  perfectly 
obvious  fact  that  we  live  in  a  world  of 
superabundance,  with  nothing  between  us  and  our 
dreams  except  lack  of  faith  and  a  definite  goal. 

Then  there  is  the  vast  army  of  persons  allergic 
to  criticism.  Criticism  almost  always  leaves  a  bad 
taste  in  the  mouth  and  too  often  costs  the  donor  a 
friend.  Yet  we  all  need  criticism  at  times,  even 
if  it  is  self-imposed.  It  is  helpful  to  ease  the 
pressure  on  ourselves  by  admitting  we  can't  be 
a  success  by  every  standard,  we  can't  always  be 
right,  we  aren't  immune  to  setbacks.  Many  of 
our  tensions  stem  from  trying  to  be  superman. 

Criticism  may  have  built  more  inferiority 
complexes  than  any  other  scheme  devised  by  man. 
I  know  of  no  instance  where  criticism  created 


love  and  affection.  A  wise  person  employs  a 
different  tactic.  He  knows  that  a  kind  word  and 
pat  on  the  back  will  accomplish  more  than  all  the 
criticism  in  the  world. 

Apprehension  over  ill  health  is  probably  the 
most  universal  of  fears.  We  are  scared  of  what 
we  do  not  understand.  People  often  wonder  how  a 
doctor  can  come  in  contact  with  dozens  of 
patients  daily,  all  of  them  suffering  from  various 
ailments,  and  not  catch  something  himself.  The 
answer  is  simple.  A  physician  builds  an  immunity 
to  disease  because  he  does  not  fear  it.  Faith  and 
prayer  are  the  great  antidotes  available  to  all  of  us 
when  it  comes  to  combatting  illness. 

Possibly  our  most  absurd  fear  is  preoccupation 
with  aging  and  death.  It  shouldn't  be,  since  such 
worry  is  an  exercise  in  futility.  Aging  and  dying 
are  events  which  none  of  us  can  avoid.  Life  is  a 
loan  which  should  be  accepted,  embraced,  and 
lived  joyfully.  God  expects  us  to  be  good 
stewards  of  the  blessings  He  gives. 

When  we  see  life  in  this  perspective,  we 
become  new  and  alive,  enabled  to  accept  the 
wonders  and  ecstasies  as  well  as  the  demands 
and  trials  of  life  without  bitterness  or  complaints. 
Such  faith  is  a  triumph  enabling  us  to  live 
positively  and  abundantly. 

It  is  unfortunate  that  all  of  us,  one  way  or 
another,  are  at  the  mercy  of  our  phobias.  Almost 
everyone,  that  is.  For  once  in  every  generation 
or  so,  the  world  produces  a  person  who  is  virtually 
without  fear. 

Such  a  man  was  John  Muir,  the  naturalist. 

Although  brought  up  in  near-poverty,  John 
Muir  walked  away  from  two  fortunes  and  lived  on 
tea  and  bread  crumbs  while  tramping  thousands 
of  miles  through  America's  wildernesses 
seventy-five  years  ago.  He  spent  years  hiking 
along  obscure  trails  in  distant  Siberia,  Manchuria, 
Japan,  India  and  Australia.  This  citizen  of  a 
world  where  most  men  are  scared  and  uncertain 
was  responsible  for  much  of  this  nation's 
program  of  conservation  of  natural  resources. 
Oblivious  to  danger  .  .  .  unafraid  of  hardship,  of 
wildness,  of  being  alone,  of  facing  death  .  .  . 
immune  to  public  opinion  .  .  .  John  Muir  was 
altogether  happy. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 
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STEP:  Overview 

Again  this  summer,  just  as 
they  have  for  the  past  two 
years,  young  people  from  all 
across  the  United  States  set 
forth  on  one  of  the  most 
innovative  programs  yet  to 
come  from  the  General  Youth 
and  Christian  Education 
Department  of  our  church. 

Objectives  of  the  program: 

1.  Youth  involvement  in  world 
evangelism — 

2.  Youth  exposure  to  other 
cultures  and  to  the  many 
facets  of  missionary  endeavors — 

3.  Youth  adventure  in 

travel;  an  opportunity  to  see  new 
places,  to  hear  new  voices, 
and  to  experience  new  realities 
in  terms  of  the  church's  work 
today — 

4.  Youth  commitment  and 
sacrifice  for  the  sake  of  the 
gospel,  first  in  terms  of  the 
immediate  venture  but  also  in 
terms  of  the  future  and 
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serious  thought  as  to  one's  call 
and  ministry  for  Christ. 

Four  groups  were  involved  in 
STEP  this  year,  traveling  to 
Mexico,  Honduras,  Haiti,  and  the 
Far  East  (Hawaii,  Japan,  and 
Korea).  There  were  ninety-five 
participants,  counting 
counselors  and  chaperons,  and 
STEP  coordinator  Marcus 
Hand  describes  each  of  the  four 
trips  as  a  glowing  success. 

Plans  are  now  underway  for 
next  year's  STEP  venture, 
time  for  which  will  be  on  us 
almost  before  we  know  it. 
Some  of  you  need  to  be  making 
early  plans. 

Not  just  anyone  can  be 
involved  with  STEP! 

However,  if  you  are  a  young 
man  or  woman  between  the 
ages  of  16  and  24  ...  if  you 
would  really  like  to  know 
what  it's  like  to  work  for  God 
outside  your  own  little  world 
...  if  you  are  willing  to  raise 
or  earn  your  own  money  .  .  . 


and  if  you  can  furnish  references 
from  your  pastor  and  your 
church  .  .  .  then  chances  are 
good  that  you  can  be  chosen 
as  a  member  of  STEP  next 
year.  .  .  . 

One  more  if  ...  if  you  will 
start  making  plans  early. 

Five  trips  are  scheduled  for 
next  summer.  One  to  England 
and  Scotland.  A  trip  to  the  Holy 
Land,  which  will  include 
Egypt  and  perhaps  Jordan.  A 
trip  to  Alaska  for  work  among 
the  Eskimos.  Or  to  Jamaica 
where  the  Church  of  God  has 
had  for  years  one  of  its  strongest 
works.  There  will  even  be  a 
STEP  team  going  to  work 
among  the  American  Indians 
on  a  reseivation  in  the 
Southwest  U.S.A.,  a  first. 

Point  is,  it's  not  too  early  for 
you  to  begin  making  plans 
and  preparation  for  your  role  in 
STEP.  Applications  are 
available  through  the  General 
Youth  and  Christian  Education 
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Department.  Or,  contact  your 
state  youth  and  Christian 
education  director  and  ask  him 
how  you  can  become  a  part  of 
STEP  next  summer. 

It's  a  great,  big,  beautiful 
world  out  there!  You  ought  to 
see  it!  You  may  find  that  God 
has  your  special  place  for 
ministry  already  mapped  out. 
For  sure,  you'll  learn  to  love  and 
appreciate  your  neighbors 
around  the  world  a  little  better. 

STEP  forth!  □ 
H£.S. 

STEP:  The  Far  East, 

by  Grant  McClung 

The  1981  STEP  mission  to 
the  Far  East  was  conducted  from 
June  22  to  July  13  and 
included  twenty-eight  STEP 
participants  and  counselors. 
The  mission,  led  by  YWEA 
Coordinator  Marcus  Hand, 
brought  together  Summer 
Training  and  Evangelism 
Partners  (STEP)  from  over 
sixteen  states  in  the  U.S.  and 
from  the  province  of 
Saskatchewan  in  western 
Canada. 

After  an  initial  three-day 
orientation  on  the  campus  of 
West  Coast  Christian  College 
in  Fresno,  California,  the  STEP 
team  boarded  a  Korean 
Airlines  jumbo  jet  in  Los  Angeles 
and  headed  toward  Asia. 

In  Hong  Kong  we  were  met 
and  hosted  by  the  Reverend 
and  Mrs.  Lovell  R.  Cary, 
veteran  missionaries  in  Asia 
for  over  twenty-seven  years. 
Hong  Kong,  with  over  5.2 
million  inhabitants,  is  not  only 
the  most  concentrated  urban 
center  of  Asia,  but  also  the  most 
densely  populated  area  in  the 
world.  With  over  10,000  people 
per  square  mile,  Hong  Kong 
has  a  population  density  ten 


times  greater  than  the  city  of 
Tokyo. 

Many  of  the  STEP  team 
visited  the  district  of  Mongkok 
in  Hong  Kong,  a  two-  to 


three-square  mile  area  that  is  the 
most  densely  settled  spot  on 
earth.  It  only  served  to  remind 
us  that  of  over  4.2  billion 
people  in  the  world  2.7  billion  of 
these  have  still  never  heard 
the  name  of  Jesus. 

The  STEP  team  was  also 
able  to  participate  in  an 
international  worship  service  at 
the  Furama  Hotel  located  on  the 
shore  of  Hong  Kong  harbor. 
With  worshipers  from  numerous 
countries,  cultures,  and 
denominations,  the  international 
worship  service  was  an 
enriching  experience.  Over  four 
hundred  people  were  gathered 
in  one  of  the  large  ballrooms  on 
the  third  floor  of  this 
international  hotel.  For  those 
who  had  been  reared  in  one 
town  or  church  or  region,  it  was 
a  broadening  and  meaningful 
event.  We  all  learned  that  God 
is  not  limited  to  one  particular 
nationality  or  denomination  or 
even  to  a  conventional  church 
building. 


After  a  brief  airport  interval 
in  Taipei,  Taiwan,  the  team 
went  to  Osaka,  Japan.  Here 
we  boarded  the  famous  "bullet 
train"  bound  for  Tokyo,  where 
we  enjoyed  a  two-day  visit  with 
Church  of  God  congregations  in 
Tokyo  and  Yokohama. 

Aboard  the  ultramodern 
commuter  train  (traveling  over 
120  miles  per  hour),  we 
quickly  learned  that  there  was 
more  to  Japan  than  rice 
paddies  and  bonsai  trees.  Japan 
is  a  technological,  urban 
society  and  one  of  the  most 
advanced  industrial  nations  in 
the  world  today.  With  99 
percent  literacy  (more  than  the 
United  States),  Japan's  people 
are  industrious,  cultured,  and 
progressive.  Witnessing  to 
university  students  in  Tokyo 
only  served  to  confirm  that 
impression. 

The  Japanese  Church  of  God 
is  vibrant,  alive,  and  growing. 
Most  new  converts  are  young 
people  who  are  career 
oriented.  The  STEP  team  was 
overwhelmed  with  the 
ingenuity,  talent  and  organization 
of  the  youth  group  at  the 
main  church  in  Tokyo.  They  had 
worked  out  every  detail  of  our 
visit  with  precision. 

Together,  our  prayers  and 
outreach  brought  a  harvest  of 
souls.  A  number  of  young 
people,  most  of  them  from 
Buddhist  or  nonchurch 
backgrounds,  confessed  Christ  as 
Lord  during  the  altar  service. 

Most  of  the  Far  East  mission 
was  spent  in  Korea  where  the 
Reverend  Yung-Chul  Han  leads 
the  work  of  the  Church  of 
God.  Brother  Han,  formerly  a 
Presbyterian  minister,  told  the 
group  how  he  was  baptized  in 
the  Holy  Spirit  in  1959  and 
subsequently  became  the  first 
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ordained  minister  in  the 
Church  of  God  of  Korea. 

The  Korean  church  now  has 
over  6,700  members  and  is  part 
of  the  larger  Chnstian  Church 
which  is  growing  ten  times  faster 
than  the  nation's  population. 

The  team  was  comfortably 
housed  and  fed  in  the  facilities 
of  the  Church  of  God  Bible 
College  of  Korea.  The  school, 
built  as  a  YWEA  project  in 
1977,  has  enjoyed  phenomenal 
growth  and  has  been  blessed 
with  a  competent  staff  and 
dedicated  student  body. 

The  STEP  team  witnessed  a 
historic  moment  in  Asian  Church 
of  God  history,  when  on 
Sunday,  July  5,  they  attended  a 
special  celebration  worship 
service  on  the  Bible  school 
campus.  The  service  was  in 
commemoration  of  the  official 
government  licensing  and 
recognition  of  the  school.  Tnis 
had  been  a  special  matter  of 
prayer  for  months  following  the 
government  announcement  that 
only  seven  schools  in  the  entire 
country  would  be  licensed.  Out 
of  183  schools,  63  were 
nominated  and,  from  the  63, 
only  seven  were  chosen.  There 
was  a  "jubilee  spirit"  of  praise 


when  the  announcement  was 
given:  the  Church  of  God 
Bible  College  was  among  the 
final  seven! 

Although  Korea  is  32  percent 
Christian  and  has  a  growing, 
dynamic  Christian  Church,  the 
team  discovered  a  great  need 
for  Christ  in  remote  country 
villages.  We  were  able  to  see 
the  sprawling  megalopolis  of 
Seoul,  where  eight  million 
people  live;  but  we  also  went  to 
the  villages,  where  it  is 
estimated  that  there  are  still 
fifteen  million  unreached 
persons. 

Our  team  of  twenty-eight 
divided  into  four  separate  groups. 
In  two  days  of  door-to-door 
witnessing  and  evening 
evangelistic  crusades,  some 
seventy  persons  were  saved  and 
two  baptized  in  the  Holy 
Ghost.  (In  all,  some  117  people 
came  to  Christ  during  the 
entire  STEP  mission  in  four 
countries.) 

Our  lives  were  touched  and 
our  vision  broadened.  After 
visiting  Asia,  we  knew  we  would 
never  be  the  same. 

Thank  God  for  STEP  and  for 
our  brethren  in  the  Far  East. 


Let  us  continue  to  hold  up  all  of 
Asia  in  prayer.  □ 

Editor's  note: 

The  Reverend  Grant 
McClung,  former  mission- 
ary educator  at  the 
European  Bible  Seminary 
in  West  Germany,  now 
serves  as  the  director  of 
the  Los  Angeles,  California, 
extension  of  West  Coast 
Christian  College.  He  is  a 
doctoral  student  in  the 
School  of  World  Mission  at 
Fuller  Theological 
Seminary  in  Pasadena, 
California,  and  has  served 
with  STEP  in  Europe  and 
the  Far  East.  □ 

STEP:  1981  Mexico 

Team,  by  Sonjia  Lee  Hunt 

For  most  of  the  ten  young 
people  and  five  counselors  who 
made  up  the  Mexico  team, 
STEP  was  a  first  venture  outside 
the  United  States.  It  turned 
out  to  be  an  exciting  adventure. 
Cultural  and  language 
differences  dissolved  as 
Americans  (one  Jamaican)  and 
Mexicans  joined  in  worship  and 
ministry  together. 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  24 
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uccess  seems  paramount  in  our  culture. 
Everyone  wants  to  succeed.  Not  only 
that,  but  most  of  us  want  to  do  it  with 
minimal  effort. 

Perhaps  the  curse  of  our  day  is  mediocrity. 

Mediocrity  is  a  great  painter  spending  his  time 
white-washing  fences.  It  is  a  forty-gun  battleship 
using  only  ten  guns.  Where  excellence  is  possible, 
mediocrity  must  surely  be  viewed  as  sin. 

Many  people  give  only  minimal  effort  because 
they  are  lazy.  They  are  like  the  rooster  who 
was  so  lazy  that,  every  morning,  he  waited  for 
another  rooster  to  crow.  Then  he  nodded  his 
head. 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow  stated:  "The 
talent  of  success  is  nothing  more  than  doing  what 
you  can  do  well;  and  doing  well  whatever  you 
do,  without  a  thought  of  fame." 

Some  suggestions  on  how  we  can  know  real 
success — 

First,  we  must  learn  what  life  really  is. 

Life  is  a  pilgrimage.  It  is  made  up  of  valleys 
and  mountains,  darkness  and  light,  ups  and 
downs.  Life  is  both  tragic  and  tremendous.  There 
come  hours  of  grief  as  well  as  days  of  laughter. 
Times  when  you  tread  the  depths  of  suffering  and 
walk  into  nights  of  difficulty.  We  learn  to  love, 
and  at  times  to  love  deeply,  only  to  find  that  to 
love  deeply  means  to  suffer  deeply.  Always  we 
discover  that  at  the  heart  of  life  is  love  and 
suffering. 

Life  is  also  a  mixture  of  the  pleasant  and  the 
painful.  Both  are  real.  We  must  remember  that 
a  photographic  plate,  from  which  comes  beautiful 
pictures,  is  developed  in  darkness. 

Fletcher  Spruce  wrote  an  article  entitled,  "Every 
Dog  Needs  a  Few  Fleas."  A  dog  with  fleas  is 
active,  moving,  doing  something.  A  dog  without 
fleas  may  be  lifeless,  lazy,  uninvolved.  Every 
dog  needs  a  few  fleas  to  keep  him  alert,  awake, 
and  useful. 

Problem  moments  are  the  fleas  of  life.  All  of  us 
need  them! 

God  intends  that  life  have  balance:  a  balance 
between  theory  and  practice,  word  and 
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experience,  intellect  and  spirit.  Overemphasis  in 
any  single  area  will  produce  a  warped  existence. 

Jesus  came  to  teach  us  about  life  (John  10:10). 
In  Him  we  learn  to  live  abundantly. 

Second,  we  must  live  one  day  at  a  time. 

The  psalmist  noted,  "This  is  the  day  which 
the  Lord  hath  made;  we  will  rejoice  and  be  glad 
in  it"  (Psalm  118:24). 

Many  of  us  try  to  live  yesterday,  today,  and 
tomorrow  all  at  once.  Such  efforts  create 
confusion  and  bring  meaninglessness  into 
our  days. 

Others  have  adopted  an  installment  plan 
for  life.  They  say,  "As  soon  as  I  graduate, 
I  will  find  happiness  and  success  .  .  ." 

"As  soon  as  I  get  married,  I  will  find  meaning 
to  life  .  .  ." 

"As  soon  as  I  get  a  new  job,  I  will  find  purpose 
for  living  ..." 

On  and  on  they  go,  attributing  unhappiness  to 
unrealized  dreams.  Such  people  cannot  enjoy 
today  because  of  impatience  for  the  joys  of 
tomorrow.  They  are  not  content  today  because 
they  fret  over  the  future. 

An  unknown  writer  said:  "Yesterday  is  a 
cancelled  check,  tomorrow  is  a  promissory  note. 
Today  is  the  only  cash  you  have;  spend  it 
wisely." 

Living  today  means  we  forgive  our  past 
mistakes  and  strive  to  improve.  Charles  Spurgeon 
reminds  us,  "We  are  prone  to  write  our  failures 
in  brass  and  our  victories  in  water."  We  are  not  to 
be  slaves  of  the  past.  We  are  to  use  the  past  as 
a  stepping-stone,  not  a  stumbling  block. 

Third,  we  are  to  light  our  paths  with  purpose. 

John  Wanamaker  wrote  that  "a  man  is  not  doing 
much  until  the  cause  he  works  for  possesses  all 
there  is  of  him." 

Last  year  when  Congress  decided  to  register 
nineteen-year-olds  for  the  draft,  a  photo  in  a  news 
magazine  pictured  a  young  woman  carrying  a 
placard  at  an  antidraft  rally  at  Princeton 
University.  The  placard  read,  "There  is  nothing 
worth  dying  for." 

Pity  the  generation  which  believes  that! 

Lighted  Pathway,  October,  1981 


Problem  moments  are  the  fleas  of  life. 
All  of  us  need  them! 

a  purpose  recognized  by  yourself  as  a  mighty 
one;  being  thoroughly  worn  out  before  you  are 
thrown  out  on  the  scrap  heap;  being  a 
force  of  nature  instead  of  a  feverish,  selfish 
little  clod  of  ailments  and  grievances 
complaining  that  the  world  will  not 
devote  itself  to  making  you  happy." 
So  light  your  path  with  a  purpose. 
Focus  on  a  need.  Commit  yourself  to 
meeting  that  need.  Believe  in  your 
ability  to  succeed,  through  Christ,  and  you 
can  be  a  winner. 
Napoleon  Hill  writes: 
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Life  becomes  monotonous  when  it  has  no 
meaning.  If  a  person  has  nothing  to  live  for,  or 
die  for,  then  he's  headed  for  trouble. 

As  Garibaldi  recruited  troops  to  assist  him  in 
freeing  Italy  from  outside  domination,  he  told 
youthful  Italians:  "I  offer  you  neither  pay  nor 
quarters  nor 'provisions.  I  offer  hunger,  thirst, 
forced  marches,  battle,  death.  Let  him  who  loves 
his  country  in  his  heart,  not  with  his  lips  only, 
follow  me." 

By  the  hundreds,  those  young  people  followed 
Garibaldi. 

Jesus  said:  "He  that  findeth  his  life  shall  lose  it: 
and  he  that  loseth  his  life  for  my  sake  shall  find 
it"  (Matthew  10:39).  Multiplied  thousands  have 
followed  Him. 

Life  is  meaningful  when  it  has  a  purpose, 
purpose  which  involves  others  and  which  forbids 
our  living  strictly  for  self. 

Erich  Fromm  commented:  "The  deepest  need 
of  man  is  the  need  to  overcome  his  separateness, 
to  leave  the  prison  of  his  aloneness.  The  full 
answer  to  the  problem  of  existence  lies  in  true  and 
natural  love,  caring  for  others." 

George  Bernard  Shaw  challenged  us  when  he 
said:  "This  is  the  true  joy  of  life,  being  used  for 
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"If  you  think  you  are  beaten,  you  are. 

If  you  think  you  dare  not,  you  don't. 
If  you  like  to  win,  but  you  think  you  can't. 

It  is  almost  certain  you  won't. 
If  you  think  you'll  lose,  you're  lost. 

For  out  of  the  world  we  find, 
Success  begins  with  a  fellow's  will — 

It's  all  in  the  state  of  the  mind. 
If  you  think  you  are  outclassed,  you  are. 

You've  got  to  think  high  to  rise, 
You've  got  to  be  sure  of  yourself  before 

You  can  ever  win  a  prize. 
Life's  battles  don't  always  go, 

To  the  stronger  or  faster  man. 
But  sooner  or  later  the  man  who  wins 

Is  the  man  who  thinks  he  cant" 
From:  Think  and  Grow  Rich 


Finally,  we  must  attach  ourselves  to  divine 
power. 

"Whoso  trusteth  in  the  Lord,  happy  is  he" 
(Proverbs  16:20). 

"Happy  is  that  people,  whose  God  is  the 
Lord"  (Psalm  144:15). 

"Behold,  the  fear  of  the  Lord,  that  is  wisdom; 
and  to  depart  from  evil  is  understanding"  (Job 
28:28). 

To  be  a  real  success  we  must  know  God.  He  is 
the  fountainhead  of  all  knowledge,  the  spring  of 
all  truth,  life  itself.  When  we  cut  off  our  fellowship 
with  Him,  life  begins  to  die,  becoming  dull, 
worthless,  and  uninteresting.  When  we  live  near 
God,  when  God  becomes  real,  then  life  too 
becomes  real,  exciting,  and  vital.  □ 
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"I  was  mad  at  God  ...  if  He  even  existed  .  .  . 

and  at  everyone  else.  Life  wasn't  fair.  Why  did  my  father 

have  to  die  so  young?" 


Iwas  dazzled  when  I  met 
Katy.  She  had  transferred 
to  Willow  Glen  High  from 
upstate.  I  don't  know  if  love  at 
first  sight  is  possible,  but  I'd 
never  felt  that  way  before. 

I  was  a  junior,  anxious  to 
get  school  behind  me.  I'd 
probably  have  quit  and  split 
before  that  if  I  hadn't  promised 
my  father  I'd  finish  high 
school.  I'd  made  that  promise  to 
him  in  the  hospital.  He  had 
fallen  off  the  scaffolding  of  a 
building  he  was  painting. 
Internal  injuries.  He  didn't  make 
it. 

That's  when  I  first  felt  the 
rage  that  became  such  an 
overwhelming  part  of  me.  I  was 
mad  at  God  ...  if  He  even 
existed  .  .  .  and  at  everyone 
else.  Life  wasn't  fair.  Why  did 
my  father  have  to  die  so  young? 
And  I  was  mad  at  Mom  for 
going  out  with  other  men  several 
months  later.  To  me  that 
proved  she  never  really  loved 
my  father. 

"Hey,  Richard!"  I  heard 
Walter's  familiar  voice.  I  some- 
times thought  Walter  copied  my 
assignments  because  my  stuff 
was  always  in  a  mess. 

"Don't  close  the  door.  I 
need  my  history  book,"  Walter 
said. 

My  gaze  focused  again  on  the 
red-haired  girl  standing  at  the 
locker  a  few  feet  away.  She 
looked  at  me  and  smiled,  then 
she  walked  away. 

"Who's  the  new  chick?"  I 
asked. 


"Name's  Katy,  I  heard. 
Why?" 

"She's  beautiful." 

"Ah,  she's  just  another  girl." 

It  was  the  way  Walter  said 
it  that  rankled  me,  like  he  had 
girls  chasing  him.  I  happened 
to  know  that  he'd  never  even 
had  a  date  before,  despite  all 
his  bragging. 

Katy  was  in  my  first  period 
class.  American  lit  was  my 
favorite  subject.  I  wasn't  that 
hot  about  school,  but  I  liked  Mr. 
Hill. 

Now,  there  was  a  strange 
fellow.  I  wondered  how 
someone  as  smart  as  he  wound 
up  teaching  in  a  little  town 
like  Willow  Glen.  He  often 
called  on  me  to  recite  in  class 
and  I  found  myself  liking  to 
respond.  Sure,  the  stories  we 
discussed  were  good  but  it  was 
something  more.  Mr.  Hill  was 
interested  in  helping  students 
learn.  Let  me  tell  you,  the 
rest  of  my  classes  were  a  drag. 

Since  Katy  arrived  a  couple 
weeks  after  the  spring  semester 
started,  she  had  some  catching 
up  to  do.  Mr.  Hill  asked  me  to 
help  her,  right  in  front  of  the 
rest  of  the  class. 

Katy  was  easy  to  talk  to. 
She  was  a  lot  smarter  than  she 
acted.  In  time,  I  felt  she  could 
help  me  more  than  I  could  help 
her  with  homework. 

Then  Walter  started  with  his 
razzing.  As  much  as  I  tried  to 
avoid  him,  I  couldn't.  It  was  as 
though  he  hung  out  in  front  of 
our  locker  all  the  time  just  to 
annoy  me. 


"You're  really  stuck  on  the 
new  girl,  aren't  you?" 

"I'm  helping  her  catch  up." 

"I'll  bet  that's  not  all  you're 
helping  her  with.  Are  you 
making  any  time?" 

"C'mon,  get  off  my  case." 

I  slammed  the  locker  door 
and  left. 

Truth  was,  I  really  liked 
Katy.  There  was  something 
different  about  her.  I  couldn't 
put  my  finger  on  it.  Her  fiery 
red  hair?  Green  eyes?  The 
way  she  wore  her  clothes?  Yet 
...  it  was  something  more. 

One  day  I  finally  asked  Katy 
to  go  to  a  concert  with  me. 
When  she  accepted,  I  was  on 
cloud  nine.  This  meant  she 
liked  me  as  a  person,  not  just 
for  helping  her  catch  up  in 
English. 

To  my  surprise,  Mom  was 
just  as  bad  as  Walter  with  the 
teasing. 

"Now  I'm  no  longer  your 
favorite  girl,"  she  said.  "I 
don't  know  what  I'll  do." 

"You  could  start  by  fixing 
dinner  once  in  awhile." 

I  felt  bad  about  saying  that. 
I  knew  how  hard  Mom  worked 
as  a  waitress  to  keep  us  going. 
She  was  saving  the  insurance 
money  from  Dad's  accident  for 
my  education.  I'd  worked  last 
summer  as  a  busboy  at  the 
restaurant,  and  it  was  hectic. 

"It  hasn't  been  easy  since — " 
Tears  filled  Mom's  eyes. 

Well,  you've  had  plenty  of 
boyfriends  since,  I  thought.  I 
really  couldn't  understand  the 
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anger  I  felt  inside.  I  didn't  know 
what  to  say,  so  I  just  went  for 
a  walk. 

The  date  with  Katy  was  a 
disaster.  Walter  was  in  line  at 
the  auditorium  and,  to  my 
horror,  he  sat  near  us.  Katy 
didn't  seem  to  mind  his 
company  but  I  was  furious.  The 
concert  was  crummy.  I  sulked, 
determined  to  ditch  Walter 
afterwards. 

That  wasn't  necessary,  because 
Walter  wasn't  interested  in 
going  to  the  restaurant  where 
Mom  worked.  Small  wonder, 
since  he'd  stuffed  himself  all 
through  the  concert  with 
candy,  popcorn  and  soda.  I  think 
Walter  made  more  trips  to  the 
snack  bar  than  the  rest  of  the 
crowd  put  together. 

Mom's  restaurant  was  busy.  I 
could  tell  that  Mom  approved 
of  Katy.  We  had  hamburgers 
and  cokes  and  talked  about 
the  singing  groups,  most  of 
whom  had  meant  little  to  me, 
what  with  Walter's  chatter  and 
munching  sounds.  I  had  almost 
hoped  he'd  choke. 

On  the  walk  home,  Katy 
slipped  her  hand  inside  mine. 
Her  hand  was  soft.  And  she 
was  pretty  and  smelled  good.  If 
love  exists,  this  is  it,  I  kept 
thinking. 

"Why  are  you  always  so 
uptight?"  Katy  asked. 

"I'm  not." 

"You  don't  have  to  be,  you 
know." 

I  was  confused  at  what  she 
meant. 


The  night  was  breezy.  We 
lingered  at  her  doorstep. 

"I  had  fun,"  she  said. 

"So  did  I."  Although  I  was 
still  fuming  over  Walter's 
intrusion.  "Maybe  next  Friday, 
huh?  Walter  might  stay  home 
and  watch  TV." 

"Oh,  Walter's  OK.  He  told  me 
what  good  friends  you  used  to 
be.  Before — "  she  hesitated, 
"your  father's  accident.  I'm 
sorry,  Richard.  Your  mom's  a 
nice  person  and  she's  really 
pretty." 

"Yeah,  well — " 

"Will  you  go  to  church  with 
me  this  Sunday?" 

"Uh,  I  don't  go." 

"I'd  like  you  to,"  she  said. 

"I'll  call  you  tomorrow,"  I  said. 
That's  when  she  kissed  me, 
right  on  the  cheek.  I'd  never  felt 
a  sensation  like  that  before. 

The  air  became  chilly  on  my 
walk  home.  Go  to  church?  I 
hadn't  been  inside  a  church  since 
Dad's  funeral.  All  the  kind 
words  people  said  about  him 
didn't  help  much.  My  father 
was  dead,  which  meant  he  was 
gone  forever.  I  was  still  angry. 
We'd  go  fishing  together.  He'd 
promised  to  help  me  fix  up  an 
old  car  when  I  turned  sixteen 
and  got  my  license.  All  those 
dreams  were  now  buried  with 
him. 

On  Sunday  I  went  to  church 
with  Katy.  At  least  Walter 
isn't  here,  I  thought.  They  had  a 
young  preacher.  Really 
interesting.  What  he  said  made  a 
lot  of  sense. 


At  the  end  of  the  service,  they 
had  an  altar  call  and  prayer 
for  healing.  I  found  myself  going 
forward.  I  was  physically  OK, 
but  my  heart  was  full  of  sorrow, 
anger,  hatred.  I  needed 
healing  of  a  special  nature. 

Afterwards,  I  felt  a  peace 
I'd  never  felt  before.  As  though 
a  burden  had  been  lifted  from 
my  shoulders.  The  rage  was 
gone.  I  suddenly  felt  joyous 
inside. 

Katy  explained  to  me  about 
how  Christ  can  change  a  life. 
She  prayed  with  me.  We  read 
and  studied  the  Bible  together  at 
youth  meetings. 

I  accepted  Christ  into  my  life 
and  became  a  different  person. 
Before,  religion  seemed  like 
empty  promises.  Now  I'm  no 
longer  mad  at  the  world.  I've 
come  to  accept  that  my  father 
was  taken  home  by  Christ  and  I 
believe  the  promise  of  eternal 
life. 

A  year  has  now  passed 
since  my  conversion.  I've 
graduated  from  high  school.  I 
don't  call  Walter  insulting  names 
any  longer.  We're  friends 
again,  like  old  times.  Mom-  got 
married.  I'm  really  happy  for 
her  to  have  a  new  life. 

Katy's  going  away  to  Bible 
college  upstate.  So  am  I.  We 
both  know  our  futures  will  be 
together.  I  never  thought  it  was 
possible  to  be  happy  again 
after  Dad's  death. 

Anything  is  possible  when 
you  walk  with  the  Lord.  □ 
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by  Wanda  Catti  Bruit 


hen  October 
comes  around,  I 
remember  the  year  I 
knew  Maria.  Pictures 
click  by  slowly  in  my  mind 
and  freeze  frame  by  frame. 
Falling  leaves  and  damp 
mists — they  cause  me  to 
remember  winter  came  early 
Ithat  year  for  me.  It  lasted 
until  spring.  It  all  comes 
back  to  me  now  in  clear 
blocks  of  time. 

It  was  a  cold,  rainy 
October.  I  was  happy  in  my 
last  year  of  college,  caught 


up  in  the  routine  of  classes, 
picnics,  dating,  annuals,  and 
exams.  Of  course,  I  had  time 
for  Maria. 

Maria  Eleana  Lopez,  a 
Spanish-speaking  girl  from 
Argentina,  assigned  to  me  on 
the  tutorial  program.  I  was 
an  English  major  and  her 
records  indicated  she  had 
plight  trouble  with  English. 
That's  putting  it  mildly. 
Actually,  she  spoke  four 
English  phrases:  hello, 
good-bye,  thank-you,  and 
good. 


Poor  Maria! 

We  put  our  heads  and  our 
notes  together  and  somehow 
stumbled  along.  It's  a  good 
thing  we  had  a  sense  of 
humor.  Between  my  Spanish 
and  her  English,  we  got  into 
some  hilarious  situations.  In 
spite  of  the  language  barrier, 
we  quickly  became  friends. 
Sometimes  you  do  not  need 
words  to  be  friends. 

The  year  would  have  gone 
along  quite  normally,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  Tommy. 
Tommy  was  my  best  friend  at 


A  Church  of  God  Youth  Publication 


§T©IMIIil 


home,  the  kind  of  guy  you  will 
never  marry  because  he  lives 
next  door,  but  the  nicest  guy 
you  could  ever  meet.  You  go 
to  school  together.  And  to  town. 
To  church.  Suddenly  you  are 
all  grown  up,  but  you  stay  in 
touch. 

That  was  Tommy. 

Nothing  bad  ever  seems  to 
happen  to  people  like  Tommy. 
They  are  just  always  there. 

That's  why  I  couldn't  believe 
it  when  the  phone  call  came 
...  an  accident  .  .  .  the  other 
driver  had  been  drinking  .  .  . 
Tommy  was  dead. 

I  hung  up  the  phone  and 
walked  back  to  my  room.  I 
scribbled  a  note  on  my  door. 
Felt  strange.  Numb.  I  wanted  to 
get  out  of  the  dorm.  Away 
from  staring  eyes  and  murmurs 
of  sympathy.  I  took  my  coat 
and  went  for  a  walk  in  the 
yellow-red  October  leaves.  I 
tasted  rain  and  grief;  and  I 
looked  in  the  night  sky  to 
count  stars. 

I  didn't  cry.  I  didn't  speak. 
I  don't  know  how  long  I 
wandered  aimlessly  around  the 
campus  but  I  was  sitting  beside 
the  big  fountain  when  Maria 
found  me. 

Maria.  All  of  a  sudden  I 
was  glad  to  see  her.  She  must 
have  heard  people  talking  or 
asked  someone  about  me.  She 
spoke  quietly  in  Spanish. 
When  I  didn't  answer,  she 
looked  worried,  took  my  arm 
and  led  me  to  the  dorm. 

We  arrived  long  after 
midnight.  I  fell  across  the  bed 
and  stared  at  four  green  walls. 
Maria  tried  to  force  hot  soup 
down  my  throat  but  I  covered 
my  face  with  a  pillow  .  .  . 
prayed  for  the  long  night  to 
pass. 

Maria  pulled  up  a  chair  .  .  . 


talked  to  me  in  Spanish. 
Finally  I  slept — an  angry, 
restless  sleep  of  shadows  and 
troubled  dreams. 

When  I  woke  it  was  4  a.m. 
Maria  still  sat  beside  my  bed. 
She  smiled  and  took  out  a  worn 
Spanish  Testament.  The  words 
she  read  were  soothing,  "En  la 
casa  de  mi  Padre  ..."  I 
knew  those  words.  She  was 
reading  from  John  14,  "In  the 
house  of  my  Father  there  are 
many  mansions."  For  the  first 
time,  I  began  to  cry.  Deep, 
heaving  sobs,  as  if  I'd  never 
stop.  Still  Maria  read,  "En  la 
casa  de  mi  Padre  muchas 
moradas  hay."  Over  and  over 
the  words  flowed,  healing 
words.  I  didn't  understand  all  of 
them,  but  I  understood  grief 
was  grief  in  any  language,  in 
any  country.  I  understood  my 
friend  Tommy  had  become 
Maria's  friend. 

Perhaps  too  many  of  us  have 
lost  the  art  of  really  caring. 
But  when  Jesus  said,  "Blessed 
are  they  who  mourn,  for  they 
shall  be  comforted,"  He  talked 
about  me  and  He  surely  sent 
Maria.  When  Jesus  wept  for 
Lazarus  and  the  people  around 
his  grave,  I  believe  He  wept  for 
all  of  His  children.  Jesus  knew 
the  art  of  caring. 

I  cried  hot  tears.  Cried  until 
I  had  no  more  tears.  Somewhere 
during  that  time  I  realized 
Maria  was  crying  with  me. 
When  I  cried,  she  cried. 
When  I  talked,  she  listened. 
When  I  slept,  she  waited. 
Always,  she  read  from  her 
Spanish  Testament,  "Yo  soy  la 
resurreccion  y  la  vida."  Strange 
words  from  another  language. 
Gentle,  healing  words.  When  you 
are  friends,  you  don't  always 
need  words.  Not  if  you're  willing 
to  break  barriers — the 
language  barrier,  the  social 


barrier,  the  race  barrier.  If 
you  give  it  time,  you  can  tear 
down  Jericho's  walls.  I  guess 
time  was  on  my  side. 

Kind  people  and  concerned 
friends  tried  to  talk  me  into 
attending  Tommy's  funeral.  I 
chose  not  to  go.  Maybe  it  was 
cowardly  of  me,  but  I  wanted 
to  remember  Tommy  as  my 
friend — laughing,  vibrant, 
alive.  Only  Maria  even  vaguely 
understood.  She  never  said  a 
word. 

Later  I  found  that  Maria 
had  missed  two  days  of  class, 
two  nights  of  sleep,  but  she 
never  left  my  side.  Gradually 
my  numbness  and  shock  wore 
off  and  I  reentered  the  everyday 
world.  The  harshness  and  the 
pain  was  lessened  by  Maria's 
concern. 

One  day  I  went  into  my  room 
and  discovered  bright  flowers 
spilling  from  vases  everywhere. 
My  favorite  yellow  dress  was 
thrown  across  a  chair.  There  was 
a  white  card.  Pinned  to  it  was 
one  word,  "Maria." 

She  was  right.  It  was  time 
to  go  on  living.  Time  for  the 
brightness  to  come  back. 

I  went  to  Maria's  room  to 
thank  her.  She  was  amazed. 
"Why  do  you  thank  me?  Every 
day  you  teach  me  English. 
Show  me  way  to  a  better  life.  I 
owe  you  thanks.  You  are 
friend.  I  do  nothing.  Me,  I  only 
cry  with  my  friend.  That  is 
all." 

I  said  no  more.  Maria  could 
be  very  bossy  when  she  felt  like 
it.  OK. 

You  don't  always  need 
words — or  the  same 
language — to  be  friends.  □ 
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V^\/  ith  a  smirk  on  his  face  the  professor  walked  around  his  desk  and  began  his 
lecture.  I  "During  the  course  of  this  semester,  all  who  have  the  desire  to  remain  in  this 
section  of  Anthropology  201  will  learn  the  truth.  In  learning  this  truth  you  will  find  every 
belief  you  ever  held  about  God,  or  religion  in  general,  destroyed."  H  What  he  said  did 
not  sink  in  until  later.  It  was  incredible.  But  all  semester  long  he  would  never  miss  an 
opportunity  to  criticize  any  religious  beliefs  which  came  up  in  class.  And  during  the  last 
class  period  before  the  Christmas  holiday,  as  usual,  he  gave  his  yearly  lecture  "proving" 

prayer  was  a  fallacy.  He  put  on  such  a  performance  and  was  so 
effective  that  by  the  end  of  the  period  his  entire  class  was 
literally  "falling  to  its  knees"  in  laughter.  ■  He  finished  his 
mocking  attack  and  stood  before  us  in  jeans,  sneakers,  and  a 
tee  shirt  which  read,  "Jesus  is  coming  again,  and  boy  is  He 
peeved."  Glaring  at  the  auditorium  full  of  students,  he 
defiantly  inquired,  "After  two  months  in  this  class,  is  there 
anybody  here  who  still  believes  in  the  ridiculous  notion  of 
religion  and  prayer?"  H  Then  he  walked  around  to  the  front  of 
his  desk.  He  stood  gloating.  In  his  upraised  right  hand  he 
held  a  new  piece  of  chalk.  The  classroom  had  a  concrete 
o         .  i\    floor.  All  eyes  were  glued  on  Professor  Davis.  There  was 
utter  silence.  I  With  a  mocking  jeer  he  continued,  "If 
there's  anyone  who  still  believes,  I  ask  you  to  stand  up 
and  pray.  Pray  that  when  I  drop  this  piece  of  chalk 
from  my  hand  it  will  not  break.  In  fact  I 
welcome  you  to  invoke  all  the  prayers  of  your 
parents  and  the  prayers  of  your  friends  and  the 
prayers  of  your  Sunday  school  teachers.  And,  if 
you  want,  your  ministers.  You  can  bring  them 
here  to  pray  with  you.  Not  all  their  prayers, 
not  all  your  religions,  not  even  your 
so-called  God  himself,  can  stop  this  piece 

of  chalk  from 
breaking  when  I 
drop  it.  I 
defy  anyone  to 
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prove  me  wrong."  H  Year  after  year  the  professor 
put  on  this  demonstration.  As  one  who  passed 
through  his  class,  I  had  almost  forgotten  the 
incident  until  last  fall.  I  was  sitting  in  my  office  at 
work  when  one  of  my  part-time  employees 
knocked  on  my  door.  ■  *'In  one  of  my  classes,"  he 
said,  "our  professor  got  up  and  told  us  he  would 
destroy  ALL  our  beliefs  about  God.  It's  only  an 
anthropology  class  but  I  was  talking  with  one  of 
the  guys  I  share  a  ride  with  and  he  told  me  about 
what  this  professor  does  during  the  last  class 
before  Christmas.  It  really  hurt  me.  I  know  it 
hurts  God."  B  I  remembered  what  he  was  talking 
about.  B  "Well,  I'm  angry,"  he  retorted.  "But  I 
came  to  ask  you  to  pray  for  me.  Pray  that  I 
will  have  the  courage  to  stand  up  when  he  gives 
that  lecture.  Pray  that  the  chalk  won't  break 
when  he  drops  it.  I'm  asking  that  every  time  you 
pray,  you'll  mention  this  to  God.  Every  time!" 
■  Then  he  stood  up  to  leave.  B  I  could  feel 
moisture  form  in  my  eyes.  H  "All  right,"  I  said. 
"But  before  you  go  let's  have  just  a  brief  moment  in 
silent  prayer."  ■  We  both  bowed  our  heads.  I 
really  wanted  to  believe  he  could  do  it.  But  I  had 
seen  that  demonstration!  B  That  night  he  called 
me  at  home  and  asked  me  if  I  had  been  praying. 
I  told  him  yes. 

B  The  weeks  went  by  rapidly.  I  happened  to  be  on 
campus  the  last  day  of  class  before  Christmas 
break.  My  stomach  was  tied  in  knots.  I  was 
actually  perspiring.   What  if  it  doesn't  work?  I 
asked  myself.  Then  I  shook  my  head,  trying  to  rid 
it  of  that  oft-hagging  doubt.  H  Finally,  the 
moment  came.  H  Memories  flooded  my  mind.  Up 
stood  the  infamous  Dr.  Davis,  wearing  what 
looked  like  the  same  tee  shirt  and  jeans  I  had 
seen  him  in  as  his  student  seven  years  earlier. 
He  asked,  "After  two  months  in  this  class  is  there 
anybody  here  who  still  believes  in  the  ridiculous 
notion  of  religion  and  prayer?"  B  Then  he  walked 
around  to  the  front  of  his  desk.  He  had 
rehearsed  his  part  many  times  before.  And  he  was 
gloating.  In  his  right  hand  he  held  a  new  piece 
of  chalk.  He  looked  at  the  chalk.  There  was  utter 
silence.  B  Again  he  taunted,  "Is  there  anyone 
here  who  still  believes  in  God  and  prayer?"  B  My 
young  employee  was  sitting  near  the  right  side 
of  the  auditorium.  There  were  over  five  hundred 
students  in  the  class.  In  fact  it  was  one  of  the 
largest  classes  on  the  entire  campus.  Slowly,  he 
stood  up  and  walked  toward  the  front.  He 
stopped  near  the  instructor.  "Dr.  Davis,"  he  said  in 
clear  confident  tones,  "I  do."  B  "Well,  hew  about 


this,"  remarked  the  professor  sarcastically.  "We 
have  here  before  us  a  young  man  who  claims 
he  believes  God  can  answer  his  prayer.  Is  that 
right?"  B  "I  know  God  will  answer  my  prayer." 
B  "Well,"  the  professor  continued.  "But  just  in  case 
you  misunderstood,  I'll  explain  to  you  again 
exactly  what  I'm  going  to  do."  B  He  went  through 
the  well-known  sequence  step  by  step.  Again  he 
chided,  "Do  you  still  want  to  pray?"  B  David  said, 
"Yes,  Professor,  I  do."  B  The  professor  reveled  in 
this  glorious  moment  of  victory.  B  "All  right.  Class, 
I  want  you  all  to  be  real  quiet  and  reverent 
while  this  boy  prays.  B  He  almost  spewed  the  word 
prays  from  his  lips.  Then  he  turned  back  to 
David.  "Are  you  ready?"  B  "Professor,"  David 
replied,  "I  have  been  preparing  for  this  moment 
all  my  life."  B  "All  right  then,  pray!"  the  instructor 
said.  B  David  turned  his  face  heavenward,  closed 
his  eyes,  and  said,  "God,  I  know  You  are  real, 
and  I  pray  in  the  name  of  Jesus  and  for  honor 
of  Your  Son.  I  pray  for  myself  and  for  all  these 
listening.  If  it  be  Your  will,  do  not  let  this  piece 
of  chalk  break.  Amen."  B  The  professor  grasped  the 
chalk  in  his  right  hand,  held  it  up  above  his 
head  defiantly,  then  let  it  fall.  A  miracle 
happened.  The  chalk  tumbled  against  the  leg  of 
the  professor's  jeans.  It  toppled  down  onto  his 
canvas-covered  sneakers.  Then  with  a  muffled 
tinkle  it  rolled  to  a  stop  on  the  concrete  floor. 
UNBROKEN!  B  The  silence  was  thick.  Then  a 
student  burst  into  laughter.  Soon  another  joined  in 
and,  within  seconds,  the  entire  auditorium  was 
laughing  at  the  red-faced  professor. 
B  I  smiled  and  shouted  at  the  top  of  my  voice, 
"You  did  it,  David."  He  turned,  looked  up  at  me 
and  only  smiled  back,  one  of  those  disciplining 
grins.  B  Then  David  simply  pointed  upward. 
B  I  understood,  immediately!  □ 


\   1/ 


"I  tell  you  those  instruments  are  off. 
We  shouldn't  be  flying  so  high." 
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MANIPULATING  LIFE  by  Duane  T.  Gish,  Ph.D.,  and  Clifford  Wilson,  Ph.D. 

There  was  a  time  when  Christians  would  have  said  it's  impossible.  God  would  never 
permit  man  (or  science,  if  you  prefer)  to  go  so  far  toward  violating  the  sanctity  of  life  .  .  . 
but  now  they  have  done  it,  so  what  are  we  to  believe?  Is  this  manipulation  of  Gods 
created  beings  scriptural— or  even  just  morally  ethical? 

This  book  deals  with  a  topic  about  which  thinking  Christians  have  been  concerned  for  a 
long  time  ...  the  laboratory  manipulation  of  life  .  .  .  either  "test-tube"  babies  or  surrogate 
mothers  or  genetic  engineering  ...  or  cloning.  Cloning!  Now  there's  a  subject  that's 
supposed  to  be  strictly  science  fiction!  Yet  they've  cloned  plants  for  years,  and  in  recent 
years  even  frogs  ...  but  we  were  so  confident  that  God  would  draw  the  line  before  they 
achieved  further  success  .  .  .  only  now  they  have  cloned  mammals,  so  what  makes  us 
think  humans  aren't  next?  Is  it  only  a  matter  of  time?  How  should  Christians  handle  it,  if 
and  when  they  do? 

Dr.  Duane  T.  Gish,  a  top  biochemist,  and  Dr.  Clifford  Wilson,  a  psychologist  and 
outstanding  scholar  from  Australia,  have  collaborated  to  sort  out  fact  from  fiction  and  give 
us  a  Christian  perspective  on  such  subjects  as  Hitler's  early  genetic  experiments;  the 
bizarre  prospects  and  biological  dangers  of  cloning;  whether  or  not  the  Bible  speaks  to 
these  issues;  recombinant  DNA;  the  difference  between  artificial  insemination,  test-tube 
babies  and  surrogate  motherhood;  abortion;  and  euthanasia. 

This  excellent  book  runs  the  gamut  on  these  subjects.  It  is  clinically  accurate  and 
biblically  and  morally  sound.  For  both  laymen  and  clergy,  as  well  as  scholars.  (Master 
Books,  San  Diego,  CA  92115)  □ 

REASONS  by  Josh  McDowell  and  Don  Stewart 

Reasons — Why  Skeptics  Ought  to  Consider  Christianity  is  a  brilliant  addition  to  an 
already  impressive  library  of  best  sellers  by  world  renowned  author  and  lecturer  Josh 
McDowell. 

Joining  Answers,  Evidence  That  Demands  a  Verdict,  More  Evidence  That  Demands  a 
Verdict,  The  Resurrection  Factor,  and  others,  Reasons  is  bound  to  become  an  indispen- 
sable tool  for  pastors  and  laymen  alike  in  addressing  the  very  real  questions  concerning 
the  Christian  faith. 

As  with  all  of  McDowell's  works,  Reasons  presents  clear,  commonsense  answers  to  the 
questions  most  often  asked  by  searching  skeptics.  In  simple  language,  McDowell  and  his 
coauthor — California  pastor  Don  Stewart — lower  the  barriers  separating  the  probing 
intellect  from  informed  faith  in  Christianity. 

As  one  of  the  most  popular  and  effective  thinkers  in  contemporary  Christianity,  Josh 
McDowell  has  touched  millions  of  lives  with  his  series  of  concisely  reasoned  books  on  the 
historical  and  scientific  truth  of  Christianity.  Reasons  deals,  in  three  sections,  with 
questions  of  biblical  infallibility,  the  controversy  surrounding  the  existence  of  Noah's  Ark 
and  the  current  debate  revolving  around  creation-verses-evolution  theories.  Along  the  way 
it  touches  on  a  diverse  array  of  vital  topics  from  the  nature  of  Jesus  Christ  to  the  writings 
of  Paul  to  an  invaluable  guide  on  every  significant  Bible  translation  in  existence.  (Here's 
Life  Publishers,  Inc.,  San  Bernardino,  CA  92402)  □ 

WINTERFLIGHT  by  Dr.  Joseph  Bayly 

Winterflight  grapples  in  fictional  form  with  some  chilling  implications  of  the  culturally 
conditioned  moral  attitudes  of  the  past  decade.  In  reading  Winterflight,  you  may  find 
yourself  asking:  Could  this  kind  of  society  become  a  reality  in  my  lifetime?  To  what  extent 
should  I  accommodate  my  Christian  conviction  to  subtle  trends  in  our  culture?  How  long 
should  I  as  a  Christian  obey  the  civil  law  unquestioningly,  when  it  contradicts  God's  moral 
law? 

Dr.  Joseph  Bayly  is  vice-president  of  David  C.  Cook  Publishing  Company.  Since  1961 
he  has  been  a  monthly  columnist  for  Eternity  Magazine.  (Word.  Waco,  TX)  □ 

AWAKENING  IN  ASIA  by  Bailey  Marks 

Something  supernatural  is  happening  in  Asia.  Now,  amidst  incredible  poverty,  an 
epidemic  of  starvation,  the  brutal  horrors  of  war  and  political  upheaval  comes  news  of  a 
different  kind  .  .  .  one  of  hope  and  not  despair,  of  spiritual  rebirth  and  not  degeneration. 

In  his  latest  book,  Awakening  in  Asia,  Bailey  Marks,  international  coordinator  of  affairs 
for  Campus  Crusade  for  Christ,  tells  the  eye-witness  story  of  this  new  birth. 

The  incredible  harvest  is  the  result  of  Christians  from  all  across  Asia,  America  and 
Europe  joining  hands  to  do  the  work  of  Christ. 

Marks  lived  this  story  and  participated  in  many  of  the  events  leading  to  the  vast  harvest 
of  1980  when  millions  of  Asians  came  to  know  Christ  in  a  personal  way. 

Donald  McGavran  has  called  this,  "One  of  the  most  significant  books  on  world 
evangelism  to  come  off  the  press  in  many  years."  (Here's  Life  Publishers,  Inc.,  San 
Bernardino,  CA  92402)  D 
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STEP 

Continued  from  page  12 


Philip  Gendreau.  NY  PHoto 

Mexico  STEP  Team 

Norma  Brooks,  Paterson,  New  Jersey 

Dana  Gammill,  North  Canton,  Ohio 

David  Herring,  Dade  City,  Florida 

Cynthia  Martin,  St.  Charles,  Missouri 

Jimmy  McClure,  Hugo,  Oklahoma 

Linda  Miller,  Humble,  Texas 

Amanda  Rhodes,  Indianola,  Mississippi 

Joy  Williams,  Columbia,  Mississippi 

Angie  Hayden,  Belton,  South  Carolina 

Damaris  Betancourt,  Houston,  Texas 

The  Rev.  Jerry  Millwood,  leader 

Mrs.  Rebecca  Millwood,  counselor 

Dr.  Martin  Baldree,  counselor 

Mr.  Walter  Hunt,  counselor 

Mrs.  Sonjia  Hunt,  counselor. 


Concluding  four  days  of 
orientation  (at  the  Church  of 
God  Spanish  Institute  of 
Ministry  in  Houston)  on 
Thursday,  the  team  left 
Friday  for  Mexico,  landing  first 
in  Concum,  on  the  southern 
peninsula.  After  passing  through 
immigration,  the  team  again 
boarded  the  Aeromexico  DC-9 
and  flew  on  to  Mexico  City. 
The  vastness  of  that  city,  now 
one  of  the  world's  largest,  was 
impressed  upon  STEP  members 
as  we  approached  and  circled 
before  landing  at  the 
international  airport.  STEP 
team  leaders  were  very  happy  to 
focus  on  the  smiling  faces  of 


Carlos  and  Percy  Moran  from 
the  Church  of  God  Bible 
School  in  Hermosillo.  These  two 
were  to  be  interpreters  for  the 
team  during  the  length  of  the 
mission. 

Highlights  of  the  mission 
included  visiting  the  YWEA 
church  in  Mexico  City,  shopping 
at  the  San  Juan  market  in 
Guadalajara,  participating  in  a 
youth  camp  in  Los  Mochis, 
breakfast  by  the  sea  in 
Mazatlan,  a  sixteen-hour  bus 
trip  from  Guadalajara  to  Los 
Mochis  (at  night  in  the  rain 
through  the  mountains),  testifying 
and  singing  in  many  small 
churches,  demonstrating  the  Teen 
Talent  Bible  Quiz  program  in 
Obregon  and  Hermosillo  (another 
YWEA  project),  and  enjoying 
the  fellowship  of  the  members  of 
the  Church  of  God  in  Mexico. 

STEPers  rated  the  love  and 
hospitality  of  the  Mexican 
members  of  the  Church  of  God 
as  one  of  the  fond  memories 
they  would  always  cherish.  Those 
who  shared  their  homes, 
prepared  meals,  and  provided 
transportation  were  most 
gracious. 

Not  only  does  STEP 
purpose  to  give  youth 
opportunity  to  observe  life  in 
another  culture,  it  also  involves 
young  people  actively  in 
sowing  the  seed  and  in  reaping 
the  harvest  of  souls  for  Christ. 
Seven  souls  were  saved  during 
the  services  conducted  by  the 
team. 

As  they  returned  to  Houston 
to  disperse  to  their  homes  across 
the  United  States,  the 
STEPers  were  quite  naturally 
tired  and  glad  to  be  going 
home. 

Each  also  knew  the  mission 
had  been  a  success  and  that  his 
or  her  life  would  never  quite 
be  the  same  again.  □ 


FEAR:  Don't  Be  Afraid  of  It 

Continued  from  page  9 

Fear  is  an  expensive  luxury.  It 
is  born  of  the  unknown  and 
nurtured  by  uncertainty. 
Whatever  your  fear  may  be, 
bring  it  into  the  open.  Expose  it 
for  what  it  is.  Fear  is 
vulnerable  and  yields  quickly  to 
forces  of  courage,  knowledge 
and  self-confidence.  Don't  make 
fear  the  penalty  for  living.  In 
other  words,  don't  be  afraid  of 
phobophobia,  the  fear  of  fear 
itself. 

There  is  unlimited  beauty  in 
going  through  life  without  fear.  □ 
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SPEND  TIME  TOGETHER  TO  BE  HAPPY 

PROVO,  Utah  (UPI) — Couples  can  have  a  happy  marriage  and  children,  says  Dr. 
Boyd  C.  Rollins,  a  professor  at  Brigham  Young  University,  even  though  most  family 
studies  indicate  marital  satisfaction  on  the  average  begins  to  decline  with  the  birth  of 
the  first  child.  Rollins  says  studies  he's  examined  suggest  that  the  quality  of  a 
marriage  won't  be  affected  if  couples  spend  a  lot  of  time  together.  D 

1.  What  can  you  do  to  help  your  family  spend  more  time  together? 

BETTER  RED  THAN  DEAD 

BONN,  West  Germany  (AP) — Nearly  half  the  West  German  public  would  rather 
submit  to  Soviet  domination  than  defend  democracy  and  risk  nuclear  war,  the 
respected  Allensbach  Institute  says  in  a  report  on  a  public  opinion  poll. 

The  institute  reported  48  percent  of  1,300  persons  questioned  in  May  said  it  was 
more  important  to  preserve  peace  than  risk  a  nuclear  holocaust  in  defense  of 
democracy. 

1.  What  does  being  "Red"  really  mean? 

2.  If  given  a  choice  between  (1)  submitting  to  a  government,  which  might  demand  a 
denial  of  your  faith  in  Christ  and  (2)  not  submitting,  which  might  mean  death,  which 
would  you  choose? 


PARENTS  LOSE  BID  TO  BLOCK  THEIR  EVICTION 

LOS  ANGELES  (AP) — The  parents  of  a  six-month-old  girl  lost  the  first  round  in  a  bid 
to  prevent  the  mobile  home  park  where  they  live  from  evicting  them  because  of  an 
"adults  only"  policy.  Superior  Court  Judge  Robert  Weil  noted  that  state  law  clearly 
allows  mobile  home  parks  to  impose  restrictions  on  residents,  including  a  policy 
excluding  children.  An  "adults  only"  policy  in  apartment  buildings  has  been  ruled  legal 
by  the  state  Court  of  Appeals.  Ms.  Allred,  attorney  for  the  couple,  said  it  is  unfair  that 
the  park  doesn't  allow  children,  because  it  does  allow  pets,  u 

1.  Some  people  feel  this  trend  toward  restricting  children  from  residential  areas  is 
one  indicator  among  many  of  the  decreasing  value  which  our  society  places  on  the 
importance  of  children.  What  do  you  think? 

2.  Laws  can  be  changed,  and  many  times  they  are.  What  does  the  Bible  say  is  the 
Christian's  response  to  the  law?  (Read  Mark  12:14-17.) 

3.  Is  there  ever  a  time  or  situation  in  which  the  Christian  might  be  justified  in 
disobeying  the  law? 


On   Clean-cut   Cowboy 


ROY   ROGERS   REFLECTS   .   . 
Image 

NEW  YORK  (AP) — Roy  Rogers'  clean-cut  cowboy  image  and  his  thirty-four-year-old 
marriage  to  costar  Dale  Evans  have  survived  the  transition  from  country-western 
singer  to  actor,  from  television  personality  to  businessman. 

The  sixty-nine-year-old  former  farm  boy,  who  worked  picking  peaches  during  the 
Depression  and  proposed  to  Miss  Evans  on  horseback  before  a  show,  talks  a  lot 
about  survival  and  "traditional  values.  "Money  is  nice,  but  if  the  whole  thing  fell  apart 
today,  I  would  survive,"  he  says. 

Rogers  was  a  widower  with  three  children  when  he  married  Miss  Evans  in  1947. 
"She  had  to  be  a  brave  soul  to  marry  anybody  with  three  kids,  one  a  baby.  But  we 
loved  one  another,  and  it  looked  like  it  would  work  out,"  he  said.  To  have  a 
successful  marriage,  both  sides  need  to  give  90  percent  and  take  10  percent."  □ 

1.  Is  it  surprising  to  you  that  such  a  clean-cut  guy  would  still  be  popular  today? 

2.  What  do  you  think  about  his  attitude  toward  money  and  marriage? 

3.  Use  a  concordance  to  find  and  read  several  scriptures  concerning  marriage  and 
money.  You  may  need  to  look  under  such  terms  as  husbands,  wives,  love,  giving, 
treasure,  silver,  and  gold. 
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How  to. 
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Ignore  them.  Hear  their  words, 
but  not  their  meaning.  Most  adults 
haven't  said  anything  worth  hearing 
in  years  anyway. 
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Threaten  their  self-esteem.  Keep- 
ing* them  off  balance  and  on  the 
defensive  diverts  their  eyes  from 
your  own  peculiar  faults. 


Treat  them  like  children.  Adults 
love  this.  It  makes  them  feel  young 
again. 


Interrupt  frequently.  After  all,  what 
you  have  to  say  is  undoubtedly  more 
important  than  what  they're  already 
saying.  They  just  haven't  realized  it 
yet. 


Give  them  the  benefit  of  your 
knowledge.  Correct  their  grammar. 
If  they  say  something  dumb,  tell 
them  so.  Let  them  know  how  the 
cow  ate  the  cabbage.  After  all,  you 
aren't  going  to  school  for  nothing. 


©Laetw  E  Hew*.1 


Push  them  to  change.  Adults  are 
set  in  their  ways,  you  know.  WARN- 
ING: some  adults  strangely  resent 
these  suggestions  and  might  seek 
ways  to  retaliate! 


Belittle •,  Demean, 

Frustrate 

Adults 
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HOW  YOU 


It's  important. 
In  fact,  few  things  are  more  important. 
Your  physical  strength,  your  environment, 
your  encouragement  from  relatives  and 
friends — these  will  influence  your  success  and 
happiness  but  none  will  influence  you  more  than 
the  set  of  your  mind.  Attitude  colors  both  what 
you  see  and  how  you  evaluate  it. 

Yet  .  .  .  we  don't  often  think  .  .  .  about  how 
we  think  ...  or  what  we  think. 

Consider  these  observations. 

Weight  lifters  can  press  many  pounds  more 
when  concentration  is  keen. 

Runners  tire  when  they  think  of  themselves,  of 
their  blisters,  or  of  their  aching  muscles. 

Though  beaten  and  bruised,  ball  players  often 
go  through  an  entire  game  without  feeling  pain. 
They  have  their  mind  on  winning.  Once  the  game 
is  over,  the  pain  is  excruciating. 

Men  and  women  serious  about  losing  weight  or 
breaking  bad  habits  discover  they  first  must  win 
the  battle  of  the  mind.  Isn't  the  same  true  with 
spiritual  battles?  And  doesn't  this  circle  closely 
around  the  word  we  use  most  often  in  Christian 
living,  faith? 

As  a  boy  I  used  to  walk  the  steel  rails  of  the 
railroad.  I'd  walk  for  miles  without  a  slip  of  the 
foot  and  with  little  worry.  Yet,  place  that  same 
three-inch  rail  over  a  fifty-foot  gorge  and  things 
wou'd  change.  Physically,  there  would  be  no 
difference — a  three-inch  rail  is  a  three-inch  rail — 
but  in  my  mind  there  would  be  a  great  deal  of 
difference. 

I  wouldn't  try  to  walk  a  rail  across  a  deep 
gorge.  I'm  afraid.  If  I  tried,  I'd  fall.  I  would  fall 
precisely  because  of  my  fear. 

Now,  if  I  could  first  conquer  my  fear — and  if 
there  were  reason  enough,  I  probably  could — then 
I  could  likewise  conquer  that  rail  across  the 
gorge. 


Think 


Too  often  we  tackle  life's  problems  without 
determining  the  arena.  We  plow  into  some 
physical  expression  of  the  problem  or  we  move 
against  the  personified -enemy  when  the  real 
enemy  is  inside  us. 

First  we  must  win  the  battle  of  the  mind.  First 
we  must  conquer  the  fear  that  will  inevitably 
shadow  the  outcome.  Otherwise,  we  have  lost 
before  we  begin. 

Dark  thoughts,  negative  thoughts,  evil 
thoughts — these  are  of  the  devil.  These  are  of 
this  present  world.  They  will  only  harm  and 
destroy. 

Positive  thoughts,  good  thoughts,  loving 
thoughts,  light  thoughts — these  are  of  God  and 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  They  will  make  our  hearts  sing. 
They  will  brighten  our  paths  and  light  the  way 
for  others. 

Why  not  think  the  best?  Good  thoughts 
require  no  more  effort  and,  for  the  Christian,  they 
have  the  blessing  and  the  aid  of  God's  Holy 
Spirit. 

"Whatsoever  things  are  true  .  .  .  honest  .  .  . 
just  .  .  .  pure  .  .  .  lovely  ...  of  good  report  .  .  . 
[virtuous,  praiseworthy]  .  .  .  think  on  these 
things"  (Philippians  4:8).  □ 
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PROGRAM  OUTLINE 

WEDNESDAY  EVENING — October  7,  Family  Training  Hour 

Distribute  "Using  Our  Gifts"  booklets. 

WEDNESDAY  EVENING— October  14,  Family  Training  Hour 

Review  and  discuss  "Using  Our  Gifts"  booklet. 

FRIDAY  EVENING— October  16,  Prayer  Meeting 

A  youth  prayer  meeting  which  is  devoted  to  praying 
for  God's  direction  in  discovering  and  using  gifts.  Special 
prayer  should  be  made  for  next  Sunday's  activities. 

SATURDAY — October  17,  Visitation  and  Social 

Young  people  should  be  encouraged  to  spend  at  least 
two  hours  on  Saturday  visiting  for  the  Sunday  school. 
Assignments  should  be  made.  The  visitation  activity 
could  be  followed  by  a  pizza  feast  or  a  cookout. 


SUNDAY  MORNING— Youth  Sunday,  October  18 

Youth  leadership  emphasis. 

SUNDAY  AFTERNOON— Youth  Sunday,  October  18 

Parents  and  youth  covered  dish  fellowship  meal. 

SUNDAY  EVENING— Youth  Sunday,  October  18 

Special  pastoral  message  to  youth.  Involve  youth  in 
special  singing,  as  ushers,  in  devotions,  and  allow  sev- 
eral to  testify  as  to  their  appreciation  to  the  church 
for  caring  for  them. 


Sponsored  by  the 

General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education 


Theme: 

USING 
OUR  GIFTS 
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THIS  MONTH 

We  present  the  essence  of  Thanksgiving  in  a  more  subtle  way 

than  usual,  featuring  poetic  verse  from  the  heart  of 

Charles  W.  Conn.  My  Sparrow.  It's  better  to  hear  Dr. 

Conn  recite  these  verses,  better  to  see  his  eyes  and  to  get 

caught  up  in  the  lilt  of  his  voice,  but  the  message  is  still 

there,  even  on  paper.  Especially  poignant  for  those  of 

us  with  loved  ones  gone  on. 


FEATURE 

My  Sparrow,   Charles  W.  Conn  
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Trek  to  Australia,   Barbara  Campbell 

It's  Not  Enough  to  Believe,  Stephen  Hail 

The  Saturday  Morning  Show,  Van  Henderson 

STORIES 

Thoughts  on  Thanksgiving,  Wanda  Cato  Brett. 
The  Bible  Is  a  Lie?  Ronald  S.  Combs 


NEWS  AND  ACTIVITIES 

How  to  Make  a  Lousy  First  Impression,  Larry  e.  Neagie 

Youth  Update:  Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism   

Alcohol  Use  Among  Teens 
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by&arbam  Campbell 


Editor's  Note:  More  than  six  years  ago  John  and  Barbara  Campbell — he, 
a  brickmason  and  contractor;  and  she,  a  Lee  alumna,  homemaker,  and 
mother  of  six — sold  their  house  near  Richmond,  Virginia,  and,  with  all  the 
kids,  trekked  to  the  continent  down  under. 

Why? 

I  put  that  question  to  John  and  Barbara  in  a  letter:  they  answered  with 
the  following  story  on  cassette  tape.  We  have  edited  the  material 
somewhat,  but  it  remains  the  saga  of  their  journey,  a  tribute  to  the 
human  spirit,  and  one  we  believe  our  readers  will  enjoy.  □ 

Hoyt  E.  Stone 


MJ  erhaps  the  idea  seemed  far-out.  My  dad 

thought  so.  Said  we'd  be  back  within  six  months. 
But  it  was  an  idea  which,  once  implanted  in  our  minds, 
just  wouldn't  go  away. 

John  and  I  wanted  to  move  to  Australia. 

We  didn't  have  any  instructions  from  the  Lord,  or 
anything  like  that,  nor  were  we  thinking  of  a  missionary 
tour,  or  a  lengthy  visit.  We  wanted  to  sell 
everything,  home  and  all;  leave  everything,  John's 
brick-contracting  business  and  all;  pack  our  earthly 
belongings  in  a  few  trunks;  take  the  six  children — three 
boys  and  three  girls,  ages  four  to  twelve — and 
emigrate  to  Australia. 

There  were  reasons,  of  course.  John  had  always 
worked  hard,  made  good  money  as  a  brick-contractor, 
and  built  for  us  a  home  just  outside  Richmond, 
Virginia,  which  many  would  have  envied;  but  inflation 
and  the  overhead  costs  of  doing  business  were  going 
wild.  There  seemed  no  end  in  sight. 

We  saw  things  happening  in  the  public  school 
system  which  didn't  please  us,  nor  conform  to  our 
religious  and  moral  concepts. 

Besides,  our  world  seemed  suddenly  to  be  a  very 
crowded  place.  John  and  I  liked  the  countryside, 
open  spaces,  and  we  kept  reading  that  Australia 
accepted  immigrants.  Australia — just  slightly  smaller 
than  the  United  States  geographically,  but  with  a 
population  of  fourteen  million — was  a  land  of 
opportunity. 

For  two  years  John  and  I  read  and  studied 
everything  we  could  find  on  Australia.  Through  a 
magazine  we  were  introduced  to  an  Australian 
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sheepherder  who  had  offered  to 
swap  hospitality  with  U.S. 
farmers.  The  sheepherder  had 
visited  the  United  States,  had 
been  warmly  received  and  given 
a  tour  of  the  farm  belt,  but 
had  had  no  visitors  from 
America  to  Australia.  When 
John  and  I  contacted  him,  he 
said  he  owed  it  to  Americans 
in  general  to  help  us  all  he 
could  but  that  he  would  knock 
off  the  romantic  glow,  for  he 
wanted  us  to  come  to  his 
country  with  a  realistic  concept 
of  what  Australia  was. 

It  was  this  sheepherder  who 
informed  us  of  employment 
opportunities,  wages,  living  costs, 
and  so  forth.  He  also  invited 
us  to  visit  him  on  a  fourteen-day 
tour  packet.  We  stayed  with 
him  as  houseguests  on  a  farm 
in  Western  Australia  where  he 
tended  over  two  thousand  sheep 
and  raised  potatoes. 

The  glow  of  our  excitement 
did  not  go  away.  We  liked  it 
so  well  that  John  took  an 
on-the-spot  option  for  a 
business.  We  returned  to  the 
United  States.  Never  heard 
from  the  real-estate  agent.  The 
business  deal  fell  through. 
John  and  I  learned  later  that  the 
agent  mailed  the  contract  with 
an  ordinary  stamp,  rather  than 
airmail,  and  that  takes  three 
months  for  delivery. 


Still,  we  were  more 
interested  than  ever  in 
moving  to  Australia.  The 
children,  too,  were 
excited  about  the  idea. 

We  applied  for  visas 
and  were  turned  down. 
This  made  it  necessary 
for  us  to  go  to  the 
Australian  Embassy  in 
Washington.  They  would 
take  no  action  until  we 
brought  the  children  for 
a  personal  interview. 
They  wanted  to  make  sure  the 
children  were  also  interested. 

Finally  the  visas  came  through. 
We  sold  our  property  in  the 
States.  Everything!  Cutting  every 
string,  we  boarded  a  plane 
and  landed  on  the  continent 
down  under,  in  Sydney, 
Australia. 

The  newspapers  got  hold  of 
our  story.  They  took  pictures 
and  made  quite  a  publicity 
matter  of  our  arrival. 

We  were  in  eastern 
Australia  and  our  destination  was 
the  western  side.  This  meant 
a  cross-continent  trek  which  John 
and  I  both  thought  would  be 
great  for  the  children  and  us. 
What  better  way  to  learn 
about  Australia?  John  bought  a 
Toyota  land-cruiser  and  a 
fifteen-foot  caravan,  or  pull 
trailer,  and  we  set  out  to 


drive  from  Sydney  to  Geographe 
Bay,  2,600  miles. 

Well  .  .  .  what  a  drive  it  was! 
We  had  250  miles  of  dirt 
road,  full  of  potholes  and  oil 
banks  you  wouldn't  believe. 
Seven  hundred  miles  of  desert, 
known  as  the  Nullarbor  Plain. 
No  trees.  Just  barren  wasteland. 
We  saw  lots  of  dingos  (wild 
dogs),  emus  (big  birds  like  an 
ostrich)  and  kangaroos.  Also  a 
few  aboriginals. 

Three  times  John  broke  a 
spring  on  the  trailer,  each  time 
having  it  welded  back. 
Although  we  carried  our  own 
water  and  petrol,  having  been 
warned  that  service  stations  were 
125  miles  apart,  we  still  ran 
out  of  petrol  once  because  we 
drove  into  a  headwind. 

For  me,  water  was  the  worst 
problem.  Out  on  the  plains 
there  are  no  wells,  only  cisterns. 
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When  we  did  find  water,  it  was 
salty.  Once  John  showered  in 
it  and  his  hair  was  left  standing 
straight  up.  We  boiled  water 
for  drinking. 

We  made  the  trip  in  seven 
days  and  nights,  driving  straight 
to  our  friend's  sheep  farm 
where  we  stayed  in  the  trailer 
only  long  enough  for  John  to 
negotiate  for  the  purchase  of  a 
house  on  the  beach. 
Geographe  Bay,  on  the  Indian 
Ocean,  is  surely  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  spots  on  earth, 
white  sand  stretching  as  far  as 
the  eye  can  see. 

For  a  year  we  lived  there 
in  the  beach  house.  Then  John 
bought  160  acres  of  land  and 
built  us  a  house  on  it.  At  first 
we  worshiped  with  the  Church 
of  Christ  people.  Then  we 
located  a  Pentecostal  church, 
Church  of  the  Foursquare 


Gospel.  Finally,  World  Missions 
Representative  Jim  O. 
McClain  established  a  Church  of 
God  in  our  home. 

We  were  fitting  into  the 
community  quite  well.  John 
was  laying  brick.  The  children 
were  in  school  and  the 
neighbors  permitted  their 
children  to  attend  our  youth 
group  sessions.  So  far  as  church 
was  concerned,  though,  they 
visited  and  that  was  about  all. 

The  Missions  Department 
purchased  a  piece  of  property  in 
Busselton,  the  nearest  town, 
and  there,  with  our  children,  we 
managed  to  conduct  services 
for  five  years. 

Those  were  memorable 
years.  While  John  was  building 
our  new  house,  we  put  the 
beach  house  up  for  sale.  It  was 
immediately  bought.  This 
forced  us  to  live  temporarily  in  a 


John  Campbell  (center,  background) 
and  wife  Barbara  (right)  pose  with  their 
six  children  in  their  church  in  Australia. 


shed  John  had  built.  Kangaroos 
had  been  using  that  particular 
route  for  their  migration  and 
they  kept  coming  through, 
getting  caught  in  the  chicken 
wire,  and  tearing  things  up. 

Once  we  had  a  cyclone  which 
did  a  lot  of  beach  damage  and 
tore  up  the  wooden  jetty  where 
people  fished.  During  the 
storm,  John  felt  he  should  move 
his  truck.  No  sooner  had  he 
moved  the  truck  than  a  tree  fell 
right  across  that  spot.  We 
knew  again  that  the  Lord  was 
looking  out  for  us. 

Spiritual  things  had  always 
been  important  to  John  and 
me,  but  they  soon  became 
paramount.  John  and  I  both 
felt,  more  than  anything  else, 
that  we  would  like  to  make 
some  sort  of  spiritual  contribution 
to  the  lives  of  those  around 
us.  We  started  praying  for  the 
Lord  to  guide  us  and  to  show 
us  what  He  wanted  us  to  do. 
Although  we  had  not  come  to 
Australia  for  this  purpose,  it 
suddenly  dawned  on  us  that 
we  were  willing  to  stay  in 
Australia  only  for  this  purpose. 
Nothing  else  seemed  to  matter. 

God  works  in  mysterious 
ways. 

It  was  while  we  were  in  this 
quandary,  puzzling  over  what  to 

CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  14 
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^^ithin  a  wood  I  chanced  to  see 
A  wounded  bird  beneath  its  tree; 
And  as  it  fluttered,  seeking  rest, 
I  pressed  it  gently  to  my  breast. 
I  took  the  fledgling  home  with  me — 
Far  beyond  its  woodland  tree. 


My 


Sparrow 


by  Charles  W»  Conn 

^^lthough  I  nursed  it  through  the  sprii 
My  sparrow  kept  her  wounded  wing; 
She  never  soared  upon  the  breeze 
Or  sailed  the  skies,  abandoned,  free. 
She  never  flew,  but  she  could  sing — 
And,  oh,  how  she  did  sing. 


O 


ne  day  I  watched  her  test  the  sky 
And  for  a  moment  soar  on  high; 
Her  feeble  flight  then  faltered,  failed, 
Because  her  wings  were  fragile,  frail. 
I  watched  her  tumble  from  the  sky — 
I  watched  my  sparrow  sink  and  die. 


N, 


ow,  in  some  distant  paradise 
My  lovely  bird  at  last  can  rise 
On  mended  wing  into  the  air, 
And  lift  her  lovely  music  there. 
And  deep  inside,  my  glad  heart  cries — I 
"She  flies,  she  flies! 
At  last,  she  flies." 
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Xwas  twenty-four  years  old. 
My  job  as  an  electronics 
commissioning  engineer 
gave  me  immense  satisfaction. 
My  company  made  control 
systems  for  customers  all  over 
the  world,  so  I  was  able  to 
travel  extensively  in  Britain  and 
overseas. 

I  had  a  high  salary  for  my 
age  and  good  prospects  for  the 
future.  My  wife  Kathleen  worked 
hard  at  her  own  career  as 
private  secretary  to  an 


economist.  We  had  everything 
going  for  us — our  own  home,  a 
nice  car,  an  expense  account, 
and  a  good  marriage — 
everything,  in  fact,  that  makes 
for  a  "happy  life."  We  were 
aware  that  we  would  probably 
never  lack  anything.  But  I 
wasn't  satisfied.  Something  kept 
gnawing  at  my  mind.  Surely 
there  was  more  to  life  than  this. 

While  working  on  a  job 
assignment  in  Scotland,  I  met  a 
man  who  seemed  to  have  a 


kind  of  tranquility  and  peace 
which  impressed  me.  His 
religion  was  far  different  from 
the  old,  boring  sermons  I'd 
heard  as  a  child.  I  became 
fascinated.  No,  he  wasn't  a 
Christian;  he  was  a  Buddhist. 

Unknown  to  me,  my 
problem  had  been  diagnosed: 
spiritual  starvation.  The 
emptiness  I  was  experiencing  had 
nothing  to  do  with  worry  or 
stress;  it  was  because  I  was 
trying  to  live  my  life  without 
any  point  of  reference. 


Believe! 


by  STEPHEN  H/LL 
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Believing  Buddhism  to  be  the 
answer,  I  started  to  meditate 
and  empty  my  mind.  I  read 
everything  I  could  get  my 
hands  on  about  the  new  way  I'd 
found.  I  stopped  eating  meat 
in  order  to  reach  "higher  levels 
of  consciousness."  I  gained  a 
keener  sensitivity  for  others  and 
a  new-found  love  for  God's 
creation. 

Then  just  when  I  thought  I 
had  arrived,  a  time  of  limbo  set 
in.  For  three  weeks  I  had 
trouble  sleeping.  I  lost  my 
appetite.  One  night,  while 
lying  in  bed  in  my  hotel  room,  I 
had  the  feeling  I  was  in  a 
dark  tunnel.  I  remember  badly 
wanting  to  know  the  meaning 
of  a  light  that  I  could  sense  at 
the  other  end. 

The  next  morning  I  woke  up 
with  a  jump.  I  was  aware  of  a 
presence  in  the  room.  It  was 
Jesus  Christ,  the  one  I  thought 
I  had  left  behind  in  my 
"gullible"  youth.  It  was  not  a 
vision,  but  a  distinct  awareness 
of  His  presence,  accompanied 
by  what  seemed  to  be  word 
images  of  fire. 

Suddenly,  I  heard  the  words, 
"I  am  the  way,  the  truth,  and 
the  life;  no  one  comes  to  the 
Father  except  through  Me." 

But  that's  not  the  end  of  the 
story.  It  took  nine  months  and 
another  miraculous  set  of 
circumstances  before  I  became 
a  Christian. 

I  went  back  to  work  and 
told  my  friends  that  Jesus  was 
alive.  They  thought  I  was 
raving  mad.  "You've  flipped  your 
lid,  Steve!"  was  all  they  could 
say.  Nevertheless,  I  started  to 
read  the  Bible,  especially  the 


STEPHEN  HALL  HAD 
EVERYTHING  GOING 
FOR  HIM.  HE  SHOULD 
HAVE  BEEN  THE 
HAPPIEST  MAN  ON 
EARTH.  BUT  SOME- 
THING KEPT  GNAWING 
AT  THE  BACK 
OF  HIS  MIND  .  .  . 


teachings  of  Jesus,  and  no  longer 
found  it  difficult  to  follow. 

Another  work  assignment  took 
me  to  Israel,  where  I  spent 
three  months  on  a  power  station 
in  Ashdod.  Kathleen  flew  out 
to  be  with  me  for  a  month,  and 
when  I  wasn't  working  we 
traveled  around  Israel.  Just 
before  she  was  to  leave,  I 
took  a  day  off  work  and  asked 
her  what  she  would  like  to  do. 
"Let's  go  to  the  Garden  Tomb.  I 
have  a  strange  feeling  I'll 
regret  it  for  the  rest  of  my  life 
if  I  don't,"  she  said.  (Six 
months  later,  Kath  surrendered 
her  life  to  Christ.) 

Sitting  there  in  the  empty 
tomb  in  Jerusalem,  I  sensed 
something  was  not  quite  right. 
Although  I'd  met  Jesus,  I  had 
no  real  relationship  with  Him.  In 
my  fumbling  way  I  asked  Him 
to  help  me  to  be  at  peace  with 
Him. 

Life  went  on  as  usual.  I 
remember  telling  a  friend 
about  Jesus  for  a  couple  of  hours 
as  we  sat  at  a  pavement  cafe 
in  Rome,  where  we  stopped  for 
a  short  stay  on  our  way  home 
from  Israel.  I  was  witnessing  for 
Christ,  but  didn't  know  Him 
myself. 

On  my  return  to  England,  I 
took  a  short  camping  trip  to  the 
Lake  District  in  Cumbria.  I 
recall  hearing  the  village  church 


bells  chiming  out  the  song 
"Amazing  Grace."  Tears  came 
to  my  eyes.  I  knew  the  promise 
was  true,  but  didn't  know  how 
to  embrace  it.  (For  those  reading 
this  who  are  thinking  I  was 
slow  on  the  uptake,  I  want  to 
say  that  there  was  no 
Christian  involved  in  my  search, 
and  nobody  ever  told  me  how 
to  accept  Jesus  Christ.  I  honestly 
thought  it  was  enough  to 
believe  that  He  was  alive  and 
acknowledge  the  fact.  I 
wonder  how  many  more  Steve 
Halls  there  are  who 
desperately  need  to  be  told  the 
simple  truth?) 

At  work,  things  went  on  the 
same  as  usual.  I  drank  as 
much  as  ever,  was  a  reasonably 
heavy  smoker,  and  used  less 
than  acceptable  language.  Then 
something  happened  that 
changed  the  course  of  my  life: 
my  car  broke  down!  This 
meant  that  I  had  to  travel  long 
distances  to  work  by  bus.  I 
occupied  the  time  reading  a  book 
about  Christianity.  On  that 
day,  a  sentence  just  seemed  to 
leap  out  at  me:  "It  is  not 
enough  to  believe  in  Christ;  you 
must  commit  your  life 
unreservedly  to  His  keeping  and 
for  His  service."  There  it  was 
in  black  and  white. 

On  getting  off  the  bus  I  had 
a  twenty-minute  walk  from  the 
bus  stop  to  work.  As  I 
walked,  negative  suggestions 
flooded  my  mind.  "You'll  have 
to  stop  smoking  and  swearing 
and  having  a  good  time."  On 
the  other  hand,  Jesus  was 
offering  me  Himself  and 
eternal  life. 

I  stopped  walking,  shoved 
the  negative  thoughts  to  the 
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They  thought  I  was  raving 
mad.  "You've  flipped  your 
lid,  Steve,"  they  said. 

back  of  my  mind,  looked  up  into  the  sky,  and  said 
simply,  "Jesus,  I  give  You  my  life."  I  had  done 
it. 

Flashing  lights?  Bliss  of  bliss? 
Angel  choirs?  You'd  think  so,  considering  how  long 
it  took  me  to  reach  this  decision.  But  nothing 
unusual  happened.  Maybe  I  haven't  done  it  right. 
I'll  try  again  later,  I  thought. 

I  went  back  to  the  office,  back  to  the  friends  I 
had  been  talking  to  the  night  before.  They  were 
talking  about  the  same  old  things,  using  the  same 
old  language.  Suddenly,  I  couldn't  listen 
anymore.  It  hurt  me  so  much  that  I  had  to  leave. 
Walking  away  through  the  factory,  I  realized 
that  Jesus  had  kept  His  word.  I  had  opened  the 
door  of  my  life  and  He  had  come  in  and  made 
me  a  new  creation. 

God  started  to  guide  Kathleen  and  me.  About 
a  year  after  my  conversion,  He  asked  me  to  give 
up  the  very  thing  that  had  been  my  security: 
my  job.  Now,  instead  of  being  looked  up  to  and 
called  "Mister  Hall,"  I  wear  a  boiler  suit  and 
work  to  the  orders  of  other  people.  God  has  been 
working  on  my  ego,  but  I  can  say  I'm  far 
happier  now,  doing  His  will,  than  I  was  before.  I 
am  complete  in  Christ  and  can  honestly  say,  "I 
am  not  ashamed;  for  I  know  whom  I  have 
believed,  and  am  persuaded  that  He  is  able  to 
keep  that  which  I  have  committed  unto  Him 
against  that  day." 

Kathleen  and  I  are  active  in  the  Fort  William 
Church  of  God  in  Scotland,  and  have  just  been 
accepted  at  the  Church  of  God  School  ofi  Theology 
in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  USA.  What  then?  We 
don't  know,  but  we  are  excited  about  being  in  the 
ministry  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  □ 

Reprinted:  European  Action  Report 
Editor:  Lambert  DeLong 
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Ann  Bellamy 


"1 

^^The  sun  is  up,  but 
hot  high  enough  at 
this  hour  to  cast 
shadows  on  the 
streets  of  downtown 
Cleveland,  Tennessee. 

About  the  only 
activity  seen  during  a 
one-block  walk  from  the 
Townhouse  Bakery  to  the  old, 
brick  building  that  houses  the 
city's  newest  and  fastest 
growing  radio  station  is  a 
delivery  truck  unloading  and  a 
splash  of  coffee  landing  on  the 
sidewalk. 

The  glass  door  is  recessed  in 
the  wall  of  the  building  as  if 
it  wants  to  sleep  in  a  while 
longer.  Once  inside,  the  long, 
steep  stairs  add  to  one's  feeling 
that  the  early-morning 
tranquility  is  not  to  be 
interrupted. 

At  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  to 


Photos 

the  right  is  a  large  window- wall. 
Behind  it  is  a  young  blonde 
whose  dancing  eyes  seem  to  be 
doing  the  work  of  the  sun, 
and  a  petite  brunette  whose 
pixieish  curls  are  bent  over 
the  microphone  into  which  she 
appears  to  be  whispering. 

They  simultaneously  motion 
their  visitor  into  the  control 
room.  The  door  is  timidly 
opened  and  the  visitor  is 
startled  by  the  rush  of  rhythm 
and  sound  that  comes 
cascading  out  of  the  room. 
Grinning  sheepishly,  he  closes 
the  door  and  feels  his  pulse  rate 


quicken.  Both  women  stay  bent 
over  the  control  board  as 
they  wave  again,  and  the 
visitor  realizes  it  was  the 
insulated  walls  that  made  it 
seem  like  they  were 
whispering. 

"You're  listening  to  Q98,  th 
Music  Force,  with  Karen  .  . 

"and  Lindy  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  on  'The  Saturday 
Morning  Show,'  "  they  quip 
into  their  mikes  as  the  vibrant 
beat  of  a  gospel-rock  album 
reverberates  around  the  room. 

As  the  introduction  of  the 
song  continues  over  the 
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monitor  speakers.  Karen 
rocks  her  shoulders  as  if 
urging  a  concert  audience  to 
do  the  same.  Lindy  sings  out 
a  soulful  "woo-oh-yeah." 

Cleveland  is  definitely 
awake  in  the  minds  of  these 
two  early-bird  Lee  College 
disc  jockeys.  In  the  nearly 
six  weeks  since  they  went  on 
the  air  with  "The  Saturday 
Morning  Show,"  Karen  and 
Lindy  have  received 
enthusiastic  response  to  their 
five-hour  format  of  music, 
interviews,  advice,  and 
spontaneous  humor. 

Only  once  did  they  get  a  less-than-all-out- 
favorable  reaction,  and  that  was  a  word  of 
caution  from  WQNE  general  manager  Dave 
Robinson.  He  told  the  pair  they  should  back  off 
on  some  of  their  air-time  zaniness  until  their 
audience  got  used  to  it  a  little  bit  at  a  time. 
Robinson  was  concerned  that  some  listeners  might 
not  have  been  able  to  keep  up  with  the 
fast-pitched  one-liners  the  heavily  accented  South 
African  and  the  fluid-voiced  Kentuckian  bounced 
off  each  other. 

Robinson  is  no  longer  worried.  He  first 
allowed  the  women  to  do  the  show  on  a  trial  basis. 
It  is  now  a  featured  program. 

"The  Saturday  Morning  Show"  is  Lindy 
Stuthridge's  initial  break  into  radio  broadcasting. 
As  a  communications  major  at  Lee  College,  she  did 
her  practicum  last  spring  at  the  station.  Karen 
Renfro,  a  communications  graduate  from  Lee  who 
has  been  on  the  staff  of  WQNE  since  its  first 
broadcast  almost  two  years  ago,  was  in  charge  of 
supervising  the  communications  students  doing 
class-credit  work  there. 

Both  women  quickly  realized  they  had  much 
in  common. 

"Not  culturally,  but  mentally,"  Lindy 
interjects. 

Karen  says,  "The  two  of  us  have  this  uncanny 
instinct  for  anticipating  what  the  other  is  about  to 
say,  so  a  lot  of  our  conversations  are  mostly 
glances  at  each  other,  nodding  of  our  heads  and 
quick  laughter." 

Karen  began  to  teach  Lindy  all  she  had  learned 
since  her  first  broadcast  (as  announcer  on  the 
"Life  at  Lee"  program)  and  Lindy  began  to  work 


on  public-service  announce- 
ments and  commercials  in 
the  production  room. 
When  the  visitor's 
questioning  comes  back  around 
to  the  Saturday  program, 
both  women  become  visibly 
more  excited. 

"We  were  driving  down  the 
street  one  day,  talking 
about  how  neat  it  would  be  to 
do  a  double  air  shift," 
Karen  says,  gesturing  with  her 
hands  toward  her  counterpart. 
"We  mentioned  the  idea  to 
Dave  (Robinson),  and  he  said, 
'Yeah.'  " 

"Inspiration  comes  from  some  of  the  most  bizarre 
incidents,"  Lindy  says.  "And  then  we  work 
about  two  hours  each  day,  trying  to  fit  them  into 
the  program." 

"We  don't  try  to  be  funny,"  Karen  adds.  "We 
just  try  to  be  entertaining.  As  a  contemporary 
gospel  music  station,  we  reach  people  who  don't 
usually  attend  church  or  tune  in  to  Christian 
stations." 

Karen  points  out  that  contemporary  gospel 
music  usually  has  an  upbeat  rhythm  that  sounds 
like  the  rhythm  of  some  rock  music.  "So  what 
happens  as  someone  turns  his  radio  dial  across  our 
frequency  is,  he's  probably  going  to  leave  it 
there  because  he  likes  the  beat.  Then  the  seed  (or 
Christian  message)  is  planted  in  his  mind  when 
the  lyrics  stick  with  his  subconscious." 

Besides  having  a  lot  of  fun  in  the  studio  with 
"The  Saturday  Morning  Show,"  Karen  Renfro  and 
Lindy  Stuthridge  also  meet  a  lot  of  interesting 
people  in  their  work  as  news  reporters.  "I've  met 
Govna  Alexanda,"  Lindy  says,  hardly  hiding  her 
South  African  accent,  "and  Steve  Bivens  and  Ben 
Longley!" 

"And  we've  talked  by  phone  with  entertainers 
like  the  Wall  Brothers  Band,  Bonnie  Bramlett, 
and  the  Archers,"  Karen  adds. 

The  women  already  have  been  influential  in 
bringing  major  entertainers  to  Cleveland.  They 
were  involved  with  the  Malcolm  Greenwood 
Agency  of  Atlanta  in  staging  a  Wall  Brothers 
concert  at  the  Conn  Center  last  fall,  a  concert 
taped  for  production  of  a  live  album  soon  to  be 
released. 

You're  sure  to  hear  the  album  on  "The  Saturday 
Morning  Show"!  □ 
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How  to  make.. 


3.  Brag.  Let  them  know 

how  great  you  are.  If  you 

don't  tell  them,  they  might 

not  be  bright  enough  to 

discover  it  for  themselves. 


4.  Be  bitter  and 
contentious. 

Pick  a  quarrel. 

Argue.  Insist  on 

being  right  even  if 

you're  wrong. 


l.  Be  silent  and  unfriendly. 

Wait  for  others  to  speak  first, 
then  ignore  them. 


2.  Concentrate  on 
forgetting  names.  People 
are  flattered  when  you  take 
the  time  to  learn  their 
name.  Don't  be  a  lickspittle. 
Such  toadying  is  beneath 
your  ethical  standards. 


5.  Make  compari- 
sons to  old 
friends,  school,  or 
church.  If  they 
don't  measure  up, 
tell  them  so.  Don't 
be  a  hypocrite. 
Besides,  they 
really  ought  to  learn 
how  to  accept 
helpful  criticism. 


6.  Be  negative, 
closed,  and 
removed.  You  are 

a  rock,  an  invulnerable 
island.  You  don't 
need  them;  they  need 
vou. 


First 
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TREK  TO  AUSTRALIA 


Continued  from  page  5 


do  next,  that  John  received  a 
phone  call  from  the  overseer 
of  the  Church  of  God  in 
Australia.  He  wanted  to  know 
if  John  would  move  back  to 
Sydney  and  pastor  the  church 
there.  Said  he  felt  John  was 
needed. 

Once  again  we  sold  everything. 
We  drove  back  across  the 
continent — this  time  getting 
caught  in  a  heat  storm,  with 
temperatures  of  115°  Fahren- 
heit— and  we  are  now  finally 
getting  adjusted  to  city  life. 

Metropolitan  Sydney  has  a 
population  of  approximately 
three  million.  Things  here  are 
quite  different  from  the 
slower-paced  life  we  lived  in 
Western  Australia.  Sometimes 
in  the  traffic,  if  we  aren't 
careful,  we  tend  to  revert  to 
driving  on  the  wrong  side  of  the 
road.  The  teachers  in  school 
note  that  our  children,  under 
stress,  will  fall  back  into  their 
American  accents. 

The  Lord  is  blessing  our 
church.  Our  son  John  Mark  (19) 
is  the  Sunday  school 
superintendent.  Surrenda  (18) 
plays  the  piano,  Janet  (15)  the 
guitar,  and  Luke  (17)  the  bass. 
The  other  two  children,  Sarah 
(14)  and  Benjamin  (10),  are  also 
active  in  church.  Friday  nights 
we  have  youth  services,  usually 
with  something  like  48  in 
attendance.  We  average  33  in 
Sunday  school. 

The  overseer,  Brother 
McAlpine,  has  asked  us  to 
assist  in  putting  together  the  first 
youth  camp  ever  to  be  held  in 
Australia.  We  are  praying  for  its 
success. 

One  of  the  most  wonderful 
things  about  working  for  the 
Lord  in  Australia  is  having 


visitors  from  the  States.  Not  long 
ago  Brother  Frank  Lemons 
visited  us.  Even  at  this  writing, 
we  have  Brother  Samuel 
Sellick  as  our  guest. 

It's  been  six  years  now  and, 
looking  back  on  them,  I  confess 
they  have  been  six  of  the 
happiest  of  my  life.  Not  because 
things  have  been  easy  and  not 
because  there  hasn't  been  reason 
for  discouragement  and 
disappointment  but  because, 
through  it  all,  we  have  felt 
the  blessings  and  the  approval  of 
God  upon  our  lives. 

I  come  from  a  family  of  eight 
children,  raised  in  the  Church 
of  God,  and  am  very  close  with 
my  parents,  brothers,  and 
sisters.  I  was  such  a  homebody 
that,  when  I  went  to  Lee 
College,  I  cried  for  almost  a 
month.  It  took  God's  Holy 
Spirit  to  give  me  peace — inner 
peace  in  terms  of  this  move; 
and  I  must  attribute  our 
happiness  to  Him.  We  haven't 
seen  growth  as  we  would  like, 
and  John  and  I  cannot  report 
large  statistical  results  from  our 
labors,  but  this  does  not  take 
from  the  joy  of  knowing  we  are 
living  in,  and  doing,  God's 
will. 

When  any  of  us  are  faithful 
in  doing  what  God  wants  us  to 
do,  there  are  rewards  which 
go  beyond  human  expression.  It 
is  here  that  John  and  I,  and 
the  entire  Campbell  family,  feel 
most  gloriously  blessed.  D 
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Curriculum 


Developed  exclusively 
to  nurture  Church 
of  God  young 
people  in  their 
formative  years. 
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Yearbook  Three 

'oo/j  77/ r«  is  a  continuation  of  the  Life  in  Act ion  Family  Training  Hour  Curriculum 
program.  Yearbook  Three  contains  all  new  materials.  Each  Yearbook  contains  52  undated 
programs.  The  programs  do  not  follow  a  quarterly  emphasis,  but  fit  into  a  unit  of 
study.  A  unit  of  study  may  consist  of  from  one  to  six  programs  and  may  be  studied 
in  any  order  desired.  Each  Word-centered  program  offers  opportunities  for  group 
study,  personal  involvement,  and  group  interaction. 
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Companion  Volumes  .  .  . 

for  the  total  Family  Training  Hour 

Youth  Leadership  Resource  Manual 

This  year's  FTH  sponsor's  resource  manual  for  Peace- 
finders,  Peace  Cadets,  and  Peacemakers  will  be  combined 
into  the  Youth  Leadership  Resource  Manual. 

■  NEW  twelve  training  sessions  for  FTH  youth  sponsors 
and  workers 

■  NEW  section  to  the  FTH  director 

■  Service   and   social   activities   for   Peacefinders,    Peace 
Cadets,  and  Peacemakers 

Shaping  Faith  Through  Involvement 

Basic  Handbook  for  Family  Training  Hour  youth  worker 

■  A  guide  to  understanding  the  ministry  of  the   FTH 

■  The  companion   to   Youth  Leadership  Resource  Manual 


The  Curriculum  Which  Emphasizes 
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Xi/e  in,  Six  Goals  of 

j&ction>   Family  Training  Hour  Curriculum: 

1.  To  help  young  people  grow  in  the  knowledge  of  God's  Word. 

2.  To  provide  meaningful  learning  experiences  which  furnish  direction  for  posi- 
tive daily  living. 

3.  To  stimulate  vibrant  faith  which  leads  to  enrichment  in  worship  and   maturity 
in  witnessing. 

4.  To    develop    an    appreciation    of   the    Pentecostal    heritage    and    distinctives. 

5.  To  create  an  awareness  of  world  outreach  and  involvement  in  fulfilling  the 
Great  Commission. 

6.  To   cultivate   leadership   qualities   and   individual   skills   for   Christian    service. 


We  in, 

fiction*  VOLUME  THREE  UNITS  OF  STUDY 

Peocefinclers        Peace  Cadets       Peacemakers 


Resisting  the  Devil 
Youth  World  Evangelism 

Action 
Peacefinders    in    Action 
Family  Worship 
Hurts  of  the  World 
Look  at  the  Future 
Church  Ordinances 
Work  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
Missionaries 
Four  Great  Apostles 
Facing  Temptation 
Peacefinders 
Faith  and  Healing 
Your  Parents 
Jesus  the  Child 


Growing    Up    in    Christ 
Resisting  the  Devil 
Youth  World  Evangelism 

Action 
Peace  Cadets 
The  Family  and  Worship 
Feeling  the  Hurts  of  the 

World 
Discovering   God's   Will 

for  Your  Life 
A   Look   to   the   Future 
What  About  Success? 
The  Joy  of  Witnessing 
The  Sacraments  of  the 

Church 

Ministry  to  the  Spanish 
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Thanksgiving 

by  Wanda  Cato  Brett* 

Thanksgiving  is  always  a  difficult  time  for  me. 

I  guess  I  have  trouble  putting  it  in  the  right  perspective. 
I  start  getting  pilgrims  and  pumpkin  pie  all  confused  .  .  .  and 
(to  be  quite  honest)  I  have  trouble 
separating  the  turkey  from  the  truth. 

Sometimes,  when  it  all  starts  to  close  in  on  me  .  .  . 
and  when  Thanksgiving  gets  too  close  for  comfort, 
I  go  for  a  walk  on  my  grandfather's  farm. 

I  listen  to  my  feet  pound  out  questions  in  the  crusty  snow, 
but  the  only  answers  I  hear  are  hidden  in  the  crunching 
of  frozen  leaves. 

November.  Good  old  November.  The  twilight  time  .  .  . 

when  autumn  is  too  far  gone  to  be  remembered  for  its 
glorious  color 

and  winter  hasn't  arrived  yet  in  all  of  its  fury. 
I  tell  myself  that  I  like  November — that  it  would  be  alright 

(with  me)  if  it  were  always  twilight. 

CONTINUED 
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/  walk  in  the  open  spaces  of  my  grandfather's  fields  and 
watch  bare  trees  stretch  their  arms  against  the  grayness 
and  freeze  solid  to  a  sky  of  canvas. 
Thanksgiving.  The  somber  solitude  of  a  cold  November  sky. 
I  think  they  go  together  somehow,  like  puzzle  pieces 

too  big  for  the  table,  so  you  have  to  put  them  on  the  floor. 

"Thanksgiving  is  an  art."  My  boots  crunch  out  the  words 

in  my  grandfather's  snow-covered  field. 
"Thanksgiving  is  a  state  of  mind.  .  .  . 
'It  is  a  state  of  gratitude." 

I  think  we  miss  the  whole  point 

when  we  look  indulgently  at  our  turkey-covered  tables 
and  count  the  place  settings. 
It  wasn't  like  that  for  them,  for  the  early  settlers 

who  first  celebrated  the  golden  harvest. 

The  first  pilgrims  sat  around  rough  tables  and  shivered 
while  they  remembered  .  .  . 

remembered  what  it  was  like  to  be  tossed 
back  and  forth  in  tiny  boats. 
They  remembered  friends  at  home.  Relatives. 

And  everybody  who  came  but  didn't  survive  the  ocean. 
And  in  their  remembering,  they  were  thankful. 
Because  the  winter  hadn't  killed  them  all. 

Because  the  sun  came  up  and  they  had  been  given  another  day. 

Perspective.  I  sit  on  a  fallen  log,  and  brush  patterns 
in  the  snow  with  my  gloves. 

It's  so  easy  to  lose  perspective. 
To  pray  that  the  pumpkin  pie  will  turn  out, 

and  the  cranberry  sauce  won't  be  too  lumpy  .  .  . 
and  stop  there. 
I  wonder  if  Thanksgiving  comes,  too  graciously,  too  easily  now. 

Perspective.  I  get  it  every  time  I  want  Thanksgiving 

to  be  extra,  extra  special — 

and  then  it  turns  out  ordinary  or  worse. 
It  turns  out  just  like  the  day  before  and  the  day  after  .  .  . 

some  good,  some  bad,  morning  and  evening. 

Walking  in  my  grandfather's  open  field  is  good  for  the  soul. 
November  twilight  hovers  and  makes  me  feel  safe. 
The  winter  settles  on  my  shoulders  like 
an  old  familiar  blanket. 
I  lean  my  head  back  against  a  frozen  tree  and  say  a  prayer. 
It's  not  eloquent,  not  grand. 
It  just  blends  with  the  cold  stars  that  peer  out  from 

under  the  black  tent  of  night. 
My  words  echo  and  sound  three-dimensional. 

They  wind  around  like  a  frozen  creek  and  come  back  to  me. 
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"Make  me  thankful,  Lord.  Help  me  celebrate  Thanksgiving 
I  have  eyes  to  see,  ears  to  hear,  two  arms,  two  legs, 

fingers  and  a  sound  mind.  I  want  to  take  time  out 

for  gratitude. 

"Make  me  thankful,  Lord.  I  don't  have  to  live  in  a 

squalid  hovel.  I  will  not  spend  the  night 

in  a  gutter  near  Harlem.  I  won't  have  the  cold  fingers 

of  the  wind  wrapping  around  my  body.  My  bed  will  be  warm. 

My  room  will  be  familiar, 

like  an  old  friend  stopping  by  to  say  hello. 

My  head  will  rest  on  two  pillows — my  covers  reach  the  ceiling 

"Make  me  thankful,  Lord. 

The  world  is  before  me. 

I  am  young,  and  the  dreams  of  a  lifetime  are 

just  beyond  my  footsteps. 
I  have  the  will,  the  determination,  the  education, 
(and  the  impatience)  to  make  my  dreams  come  true. 

My  options  are  unlimited.  My  horizons  widen  every  day. 
I  can  change  things.  I  can  make  a  difference. 
But  without  you,  Lord,  my  life  is  filled 

with  empty,  meaningless  goals. 
I  need  you  to  make  a  difference  in  me, 
before  I  can  make  a  difference  in  my  world. 

"Make  me  thankful,  Lord.  Not  just  today.  Not  just  tomorrow. 
But  even  when  November  runs  into  the  loud 
sounds  of  Christmas. 

When  its  'gift-come-to  grab'  and  'grab-to-get' 
make  me  thankful  then  too.  Amen." 

Thanksgiving  is  an  art,  Lord. 
I  have  not  practiced  it  carefully  or  closely. 
But  underneath  this  night  sky  .  .  . 
in  the  stillness  of  an  open  field 
I  see  the  need  for  thanksgiving. 
*     #     *  *     *     *  *     *     * 

The  winter  wind  stings  my  face  and  I  hug  my  jacket 

close  to  my  body. 
I  am  reluctant  to  leave  this  refuge  .  .  . 

this  solitude  of  stars  and  silver  light. 
But  the  faint  sounds  of  laughter  and  conversation 

drift  toward  me  over  the  stillness. 
The  lights  from  grandfather's  house  twinkle 

in  the  distance. 
I  begin  to  run,  quickly,  to  all  I  know  and  love. 
(After  all,  Thanksgiving  dinner  is  on  the  table, 
and  who  wants  to  miss  that?) 

But  I  will  come  back  here, 
to  this  place — 
and  these  trees — 

on  my  grandfather's  farm. 
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IsaLie? 


by  Ronald  S.  Combs 


Y'  ou  almost  didn't  make  it," 
a  pretty  stewardess 
scolded  as  she  closed  the 
door  behind  Bob. 

"I  know.  Always  trying  to 
cram  ninety  minutes  into  each 
hour."  Bob  quickly  walked 
down  the  skinny  aisle  and  found 
his  seat. 

As  the  plane  taxied  down  the 
runway,  Bob  nodded  and 
introduced  himself  to  the  young 
man  sitting  next  to  him. 
Named  Matt. 
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"Why  were  you  in 
Pittsburgh?"  Matt  asked. 

"I  spoke  at  a  manufacturer's 
seminar.  I  teach  a  class  in 
inventory  control  at  their  local 
training  center  and  the 
company  invited  me  to  their 
regional  convention."  Bob  tried 
not  to  sound  boastful. 

"Are  you  a  teacher?" 

"Not  really,"  Bob  admitted. 
"It's  more  like  a  hobby." 

"Are  you  working  on  an 
assignment  now?"  Matt  asked, 


pointing  to  the  papers  on  Bob's 
tabletop. 

"Yes,  I  started  working  on  it 
at  my  folks'  house." 

"What  do  you  need  that  for?" 
Matt  nodded  at  the  Bible  next 
to  the  papers. 

"I  always  try  to  use  a  verse 
or  two  in  each  of  my  lessons." 

"You  mean  you  believe  all 
that  stuff?"  Mart's  voice  was 
arrogant. 

"Are  you  talking  about  the 
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Bible?"  Bob  asked.  "Sure  I 
believe  it.  Don't  you?" 

"No.  I  think  the  Bible  is 
a  lie!"  Matt's  voice  took 
on  a  scholarly  tone. 
"Actually,  I  believe  parts 
of  it  are  true,  but  there  are 
too  many  discrepancies." 

"Really,  what  makes  you 
think  that?" 

"Well,  there  are  so  many 
different  translations  and 
opinions." 

"Oh,  I  see,"  Bob 
added,  now  somewhat 
amused.  But  instead  of 
disagreeing  he  decided  to 
find  out  why  Matt  felt 
that  way.  "May  I  ask  what 
specifically  makes  you 
feel  that  way?" 

"It's  not  a  secret," 
Matt  said.  "Lots  of  people 
feel  that  way." 

"Who?"  Bob  questioned. 

"Well,  my  classmates 
at  FSU." 

"OK.  But  tell  me,  how 
did  you  come  upon  this 
startling  revelation?" 

"Well  ...  by  just  talking 
with  a  lot  of  people." 

"These  people  .  .  .  eh  .  .  . 

I  guess  they  must  have 

discovered  this  awesome 

trutn  by  diligent  and 

painstaking  research.  By 

years  of  intense  study!" 

Matt  squirmed  in  his  seat,  "No  .  .  .  uh  .  .  . 
we  ...  ah  ...  I  don't  think  so." 

"Surely  you,  as  a  well-educated  individual, 
have  spent  weeks  testing  and  analyzing  such  an 
important  .  .  .?" 

"No  ...  I  guess  that  I  sort  of  came  to  the 
conclusion  by  things  I  heard  from  friends  at 
school.  I  never  really  studied  the  Bible  myself. 
But,  I  know  they  must  be  right.  Why  would 
they  want  to  lie  to  me?" 

Matt's  frankness  was  unusual.  Yet,  it  was 
clear  his  argument  was  merely  a  culmination  of 
second-hand  information. 


"Mind  if  I  tell  you  why  I  believe  the  Bible  is 
100  percent  true?"  Bob  asked. 

"Are  you  some  kind  of  preacher?"  Matt  seemed 
defensive. 

"No.  I'm  just  an  average  businessman  and  a 
shade-tree  philosopher." 

"You  must  have  come  from  a  religious 
background,"  Matt  said. 

"Unfortunately,  no,"  Bob  confessed. 

"Then  you  must  have  gone  to  some  Bible 
college." 

"No.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  attended  college 
at  the  University  of  Cincinnati  and  graduate  school 
at  Auburn." 

The  color  drained  from  Matt's  neck.  He  turned 
away  from  Bob,  looked  out  his  window  and  sat 
in  silence  for  several  minutes. 

"Matt,  if  I  understand  you  correctly,  you  seem 
confused  about  some  of  the  most  basic  issues  of 
life."  So  the  conversation  went.  In  what  seemed 
like  no  time  at  all  a  voice  came  over  the  loud 
speaker,  announcing  the  plane  would  be  landing 
in  Orlando  momentarily.  Bob  whispered  a  prayer. 

The  two  sat  in  silence  for  a  few  moments. 
"You  know,"  Bob  said,  "maybe  you're  right  and 
I'm  wrong!" 

Matt  was  puzzled. 

"I  mean,  I've  always  felt  the  Bible  and  all  it 
stood  for  was  true.  But  you've  started  me  thinking. 
What  if  it  is  a  lie?  All  a  lie?  In  fact,  if  the 
Bible  has  just  one  lie,  even  one  in  it,  then  by 
definition  that  would  make  the  entire  book  false. 
Right?" 

Matt  nodded,  somewhat  uncertain. 

The  plane  began  its  descent  into  Orlando. 

"I'd  like  to  ask  you  to  do  me  a  favor,"  Bob 
said. 

"Well  .  .  .  maybe,"  Matt  muttered. 

"I'd  like  to  give  you  my  Bible.  Take  it.  Read  it. 
Mark  in  it.  Whatever.  But,  just  find  me  one 
place  where  it  is  in  error.  It's  very  important  for 
me  to  know  the  truth.  When  you  find  an  error, 
call  me  collect."  Bob  stuck  one  of  his  business 
cards  inside  the  book. 

"OK?" 

"Sure,  why  not?"  Matt  took  the  Bible. 

While  the  plane  taxied  to  the  terminal,  Bob  wrote 
down  Matt's  Tallahassee  address.  "If  I  don't 
hear  from  you,  I'll  give  you  a  call  when  I  come  to 
FSU  in  February  to  watch  Cincinnati  play 
basketball." 
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The  plane  stopped  and  they 
reached  for  their  belongings. 

"Don't  worry,"  Matt  stated 
with  confidence,  "I  may  call 
you  before  the  evening  is  over. 
This  is  going  to  be  easy." 

Weeks  went  by.  Bob  all  but 
forgot  about  the  incident  on 
the  plane,  until  the  week  of  the 
game.  He  left  for  Tallahassee 
early  so  he  could  call  Matt.  The 
phone  rang  and  rang.  No 
answer.  Bob  hurried  to  Tally 
Coliseum.  A  great  game,  at 
least  for  Bob.  Cincinnati  won. 
After  the  game,  Bob  asked 
directions  to  Mart's  apartment 
complex. 

A  young  man  answered  the 
door. 

"Hi,  is  Matt  home?" 

"No,  I'm  sorry  he's  not.  Can 
I  help  you?" 

"I  drove  up  from  Vero.  I 
met  Matt  on  a  plane  flight  and  I 
told  him  I'd  stop  and  visit 
after  the  game." 

"Are  you  Bob?"  the  boy 
asked. 

"Yes,  why?"  he  nodded. 

"Matt  left  a  note  for  you.  He 
had  to  go  to  Pittsburgh.  His 
sister  is  very  ill.  Please  come 
in." 

The  roommate  scurried  off  to 
get  the  note. 

"Matt  lost  your  card.  Didn't 
know  how  to  get  in  touch  with 
you.  But  he  was  planning  on 
seeing  you  tonight.  He  told 
me  to  give  you  this.  He  said 
that  you  would  understand." 

Bob  took  the  envelope. 

"Is  everything  OK?  I  mean, 
is  Matt  in  trouble  or  something?" 

Bob  shook  his  head,  "No. 
Why  do  you  ask?" 

"I  don't  know,  really.  He 
sure  has  been  acting  strange 
lately." 

Bob  thanked  the  young  man 


and  walked  out  to  his  car. 
Turning  on  the  overhead  light  he 
curiously  opened  the  envelope 
and  read: 
Feb.  2 
Dear  Bob: 

Sorry  I  didn't  call  you  but  I 
lost  your  card.  I  meant  to  read 
your  Bible  and  find  you  a 
host  of  lies.  Every  day  for  about 
two  months  I  told  myself  that 
I  would  sit  down  and  read  it.  I 
even  told  my  roommate. 
Finally,  I  decided  to  sit  down 
and  make  you  out  a  list  of 
discrepancies. 

As  I  look  back  now,  I 
realize  that  you  knew  I  wouldn't 
find  any.  The  more  I  read, 
the  more  I  understood  that  the 
Bible  is  probably  the  only  real 
truth  in  our  crazy  world. 

My  sister  is  very  ill  and  I 
had  to  leave,  but  I  am  taking 
your  Bible  with  me.  I  want  to 
study  it.  Read  it  more  seriously. 
I  thought  you  would  find  it 
amusing  to  know  that  I'm 
attending  a  Bible  study  group 
here  on  the  campus.  It's 
fascinating!  I'm  especially 
intrigued  by  the  statement, 
"God's  word  shall  not  return 
unto  Him  void."  I  am  not  a 
believer  yet.  But  I  am  no 
longer  an  unbeliever! 

Thanks. 

Matt 

Bob  stared  at  the  letter.  A 
strange  warmth  penetrated  his 
body.  Moisture  clouded  his 
eyes. 

"Thank  You,  Lord,"  Bob 
whispered.  "I  know  You  will  not 
let  Your  Word  return  void."  □ 
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Over  one  thousand  voices  from  fourteen  lan- 
guage backgrounds  joined  in  singing 
"Hallelujah/'  a  universal  song  of  praise,  as 
the  Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism  drew  to  a 
triumphant  close, 

"The  congress  accomplished  all  we  hoped  it 
would  and  more,"  commented  Lamar  Vest,  gen- 
eral director  of  youth  and  Christian  education.  "The 
really  wonderful  part  is  that  it  is  a  beginning.  It  has 
thrown  open  the  doors  of  world  evangelism  and 
renewed  a  spirit  of  fellowship  and  mutual  respect 
among  the  young  people  in  the  church." 

The  first  meeting  of  its  kind  for  the  Church  of 
God,  the  congress  drew  participants  from  around 
the  world  with  delegations  from  Europe,  India, 
Africa,  the  West  Indies,  and  South  and  Central 
America.  Chinese  from  New  York,  Romanians  from 
Chicago  and  Navajos  from  New  Mexico  as  well  as 
more  than  fifty  international  students  from  Lee  Col- 
lege and  the  School  of  Theology  added  to  the 
cross-cultural  dimension  of  the  congress  and  in- 
creased the  awareness  that  the  Church  of  God  is 
an  international  church. 

Twenty  instructional  seminars  provided  participants 
with  information  on  topics  ranging  from  evangeliz- 
ing the  cults  to  responding  to  world  hunger,  utilizing 
the  expertise  of  church  leaders,  experienced 
missionaries,  and  communication  experts. 
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Five  general  sessions  featured  multimedia  pres- 
entations and  sermons  by  Paul  Kauffman,  director 
of  Asian  Outreach  in  Hong  Kong;  Victor  Pagan, 
Puerto  Rican  evangelist  and  pastor;  J.  A.  Douglas, 
overseer  of  the  Church  of  God  in  Jamaica;  and 
Carl  Richardson,  director  of  "Forward  in  Faith." 

Highlighting  Thursday  evening's  session,  over  one 
million  dollars  was  presented  to  World  Missions 
Director  Jim  O.  McClain  by  Marcus  Hand,  Youth 
World  Evangelism  Action  coordinator.  Young  peo- 
ple around  the  world  raised  the  money  in  a  year- 
long campaign,  "God  Cares  About  India."  "Every 
penny  of  this  money  will  go  to  reaching  India  for 
Christ,"  McClain  pledged. 

Teen  Talent  Bible  Division  national  finals  drew 
contestants  from  twenty-four  states  in  the  Bible 
reading,  teaching,  and  guizzing  categories.  Win- 
ners, announced  Friday  evening,  included  Lane 
Lavender,  Florida,  Bible  Reading;  Nika  Sims,  Ala- 
bama, Bible  Teaching;  and  the  Bible  guiz  team 
from  Florida.  Also  on  Friday,  the  Nestle  Company 
awarded  a  $500  Lee  College  scholarship  to  Jacob 
Cotan,  a  Romanian  student  living  in  Chicago. 

"The  youth  world  evangelism  movement  is  here," 
commented  Vest.  "I  am  very  sensitive  to  the  fact 
that  young  people  want  cross-cultural  evangelism 
experiences,  and  the  congress  has  provided  them 
with  opportunities  to  begin  to  gain  that  experience. 
We  believe  it  has  been  a  wonderful  success."  □ 
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Drinking  by  teenagers  is  a  practice  so 
widespread  that  by  the  senior  year  in 
high  school  it  is  almost  universal.  In 
public-health  terms,  the  population  that  uses  a  drug 
as  extensively  as  alcohol  should  know  its 
psychological  and  physical  effects  and  the  risks 
involved  in  its  use  and  abuse. 

A  large-scale  survey  in  1979  of  drug  use  by 
over  16,000  high  school  seniors  from  all  regions 
of  the  country  showed  that  93  percent  had  used 
alcohol,  72  percent  used  it  in  the  month  prior  to 
the  survey,  41  percent  reported  heavy  alcohol  use 
at  least  once  in  the  two  weeks  before  the 
survey,  and  7  percent  said  they  drink  daily.  These 
seniors  reported  that  56  percent  of  them  started 
using  alcohol  prior  to  high  school  and  nearly  31 
percent  before  ninth  grade.  Surprisingly,  32 
percent  of  all  the  seniors  said  that  most  or  all  of 
their  friends  get  drunk  at  least  once  a  week. 
Regular  use  of  alcohol  is  twice  that  of  the  two 
closest  drugs — marijuana  (36  percent)  and 
cigarettes  (34  percent). 

Perhaps  these  statistics  would  get  our  attention 
if  we  fully  appreciated  the  scientific  nature  of  this 


Camerique  Photo 

substance  which  most  of  today's  teenagers  treat 
quite  casually. 

Ethyl  alcohol,  or  ethanol — the  type  in  beer, 
wine,  bourbon,  and  gin — is  classed 
pharmacologically  as  a  depressant  drug.  It  has  the 
power  to  bring  about  feelings  of  well-being,  and 
to  induce  sedation,  intoxication,  and 
unconsciousness.  Ethanol  also  has  the  potential 
for  producing  toxic  effects  on  the  mind  and  body 
that  are  dangerous  or  even  fatal  to  the  drinker. 

The  immediate  effects  of  alcohol  consumption  are 
widely  known.  By  virtue  of  alcohol's  depressant 
and  sedative  effects  the  drinker's  coordination  is 
impaired,  sleepiness  may  occur,  and  reaction 
time  is  reduced  in  complex  and  dangerous  tasks 
such  as  driving  an  automobile. 

Other  effects  or  reactions  are  also  widely  known. 
Some  persons,  when  under  the  influence  of 
alcohol,  become  overly  talkative,  loud,  reckless  or 
hostile.  Others  may  experience  a  sense  of 
euphoria,  become  more  outgoing  or  friendlier. 

Some  of  these  behaviors  seem  contradictory. 
Though  alcohol  is  a  depressant  and  a  sedative, 
some  persons  appear  to  be  stimulated  by 
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alcohol.  In  fact,  many  people 
believe,  mistakenly,  that 
alcohol  is  a  stimulant.  Actually, 
the  apparent  stimulant  effect 
is  the  result  of  alcohol's 
depressant  effect  upon  one's 
inhibitions.  By  virtue  of  socially 
acquired  inhibitions  (or  social 
restraints)  we  behave  in 
relatively  calm  and  controlled 
ways.  Alcohol  reduces  or 
depresses  our  controls.  The 
outward  appearance  is  that  one 
has  been  stimulated.  One 
useful  illustration  is  that  within 
the  complexities  of  life  we  are 
like  an  automobile  going  down  a 
dangerous  hill.  To  control  the 
situation  we  have  developed 
certain  "brakes"  which  keep  us 
within  safe  and  acceptable  limits. 
The  use  of  alcohol  weakens 
our  braking  system  and  reduces 
our  control  over  ourselves, 
resulting  in  behavior  that  may 
be  reckless,  dangerous  or  even 
life-threatening. 

Some  have  called  alcohol  a 
"social  lubricant"  because  it 
makes  it  easier  for  people  to 
socialize  and  enjoy  themselves. 
The  bashful  person  may  be 
less  bashful,  the  anxious  person 
may  be  more  calm,  the 
frightened  person  may  be  less 
afraid.  Unfortunately,  as  one 
uses  alcohol  to  dull  various 
emotions  or  reduce  anxiety, 
there  is  always  the  threat  of  the 
practice  becoming  a  habit.  In 
time,  the  habit  may  even 
become  an  addiction. 

Ideally,  young  people  and 
adults  alike  would  be  fully 
aware  of  the  nature  of  ethyl 
alcohol.  Ideally  we  would 
respect  its  powers.  Roughly  one 
out  of  ten  "social  drinkers" 
eventually  develops  drinking 
problems  or  becomes  an 
alcoholic.  So  the  potential  for 
addiction  is  substantial. 

Many  people,  other  than 


alcoholics,  get  intoxicated,  or 
simply,  drunk.  On  the  physical 
side,  weight,  how  fast  they 
drink,  whether  they  have  eaten, 
their  drinking  history  and 
body  chemistry,  and  the  kind  of 
beverage  (and  mixer)  used  all 
influence  the  degree  of 
intoxication.  On  the 
psychological  side,  the  drinking 
situation  and  the  drinker's 
mood,  attitudes,  and  what  the 
individual  wants  or  expects  to 
happen,  based  on  previous 
drinking  experiences,  all 
contribute  to  drinking  reactions. 
All  in  all,  however,  there  is 
one  sure  thing:  If  a  person 
drinks  enough,  fast  enough  to 
outrun  the  body's  ability  to  burn 
alcohol,  he  becomes 
intoxicated.  When  he  becomes 
intoxicated,  he  has  less  control 
of  himself  in  every  regard, 
physical  and  emotional. 

Teenagers  are  faced  with  the 
tasks  of  developing  intellectual, 
emotional  and  social  discipline. 
All  of  this  is  a  part  of 
maturing.  Growing  up  can  be 
postponed,  interrupted,  or  left 
incomplete  as  a  result  of  using 
various  drugs  to  reduce  the 
realities  of  life.  Growing  up,  as 
we  call  it,  is  as  complex  a 
task  as  learning  to  fly  a  747 
airliner.  None  of  us  would 
expect  to  master  the  many  skills 
required  to  pilot  such  a 
complex  machine  if  we 
deliberately  drugged  ourselves 
in  the  process.  One  might  feel 
better.  One  might  be  less 
afraid  to  fly  and  feel  more 
confident  of  his  ability  to  fly. 
But  those  false  feelings  would 
not  make  him  skillful. 
Similarly,  the  false  feelings  of 
security,  happiness  and  fun 
that  alcohol  may  bring  are  fake 
substitutes  for  growing  up. 

Would  you  risk  your  life  in 
the  hands  of  a  drunk  airplane 


pilot?  Should  you  risk  your  life 
in  the  hands  of  a  drunk  driver 
of  an  automobile?  Can  we  learn 
to  walk  or  run  by  always 
leaning  on  crutches?  Drugs, 
alcohol  included,  can  become 
crutches  and  their  users  run  the 
risk  of  becoming  emotional 
and  physical  cripples.  □ 
AIDS  (Alcohol  Information 
Distributions  Service) 
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ROMANIAN  DELEGATES  visiting  Cleveland  for  the  first  Church  of  God  Con-  Rev.  Lamar  Vest,  (left)  Church  of  God  Director  of  Youth  and  Christian  Edu- 

gress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism  tell  of  the  differing  lifestyle  for  Christians  cation,  presented  a  check  in  the  amount  of  $1  million  to  the  Church  of  God 

in  the  United  States  and  Romania.  (From  left),  Georg  Galis.  Chicago  pastor;  World  Missions  Department  during  evening  session  of  the  Congress  on  Youth 

loan  Veres,  Romanian  pastor;  Florian  Leaciu,  Detroit  pastor;  and  John  Socaciu,  World  Evangelism.  Accepting  the  contribution  was  Rev.  Jim  McClain.  director 

Detroit.  of  the  World  Missions  Department. 


DELEGATES  TO  CONGRESS  ON 
YOUTH  WORLD  EVANGELISM 

Among  those  delegates  attending  the  recent  Congress  on 
Youth  World  Evangelism  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  were  a 
number  of  Romanians  now  living  in  the  U.S. 

"In  Romania  the  government  says  we  are  free  but  that's  not 
true,"  says  John  Socaciu,  a  Romanian  Christian  from  Detroit. 
"Such  words  are  a  cover-up  for  people  in  the  western  world. 
Truth  of  the  matter  is,  you  can't  do  this  and  you  can't  do  that. 
There  are  many  restrictions."  □ 

1.  Can  you  think  of  any  restrictions  the  U.S.  government  puts 
on  your  activities? 

2.  What  about  moral  restrictions?  Church  restrictions?  How 
can  one  best  cope  with  these  realities  of  life? 

WHY  CHILDREN  ARE  TROUBLED 

Children  need  more  than  good  food,  a  nice  physical  environ- 
ment and  psychological  understanding;  they  need  to  leain  ethical 
principles — a  firm  notion  of  what  they  ought  to  do,  and  what  they 
ought  not  do,  and  why.  They  also  need  to  believe  in  something 
beyond  themselves. 

So  said  Harvard  professor  of  psychiatry  Robert  Coles  in  a 
June  14,  1981,  Family  Weekly  cover  story.  "Troubled  children 
are  often  neglected  children,"  the  professor  went  on  to  say,  "and 
the  neglect  they  have  experienced  has  resulted  in  a  moral 
vacuum  of  sorts,  a  kind  of  relentless  self-centeredness  that 
excludes  a  willingness  to  look  beyond  one's  own  impulses."  □ 

7  Do  you  agree  that  many  young  people  do  not  receive  the 
kind  of  attention  and  training  they  need  from  their  parents? 

2  Do  you  think  you  will  be  able  to  rear  and  train  your  children 
as  well  as,  or  better  than,  your  parents  did?  Why? 

3.  Why  does  the  Bible  not  instruct  parents  to  supply  food, 
clothing,  shelter  and  other  necessities  for  their  children;  but, 
instead,  instructs  parents  to  train  their  children  in  the  way  they 
should  live  and  in  the  things  concerning  God? 


MILLION-DOLLAR  DONATION 


Banner  Photos 


At  the  Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism,  General  Youth 
and  Christian  Education  Director  Lamar  Vest  presented  a  check 
for  one  million  dollars  to  World  Missions  Director  Jim  O.  McClain. 
That  check  represented  YWEA  money  raised  by  young  people 
from  across  the  U.S.  and  around  the  world — money  designated 
to  be  used  for  India. 

1.  Did  your  church  participate  in  last  year's  YWEA  project?  Did 
you? 

2.  Would  you  have  thought,  in  the  beginning,  that  you  would 
be  part  of  a  "million-dollar  project"? 

3.  Can  you  think  of  other  ways  by  which  God  uses  our  many 
small  and  individual  efforts  to  accomplish  larger  goals? 

TONYA  REEVES:  AN  "I  CAN"  PERSON 

Tonya  Reeves  was  born  without  arms. 

Tonya  recently  tried  out  for  the  Calhoun  Junior  High  School 
eighth-grade  cheerleading  team  along  with  twenty-four  class- 
mates and  sailed  through  the  strenuous  movements  right  along 
with  the  others. 

Tonya's  mother,  Dianne,  talks  of  her  daughter  with  pride.  "She 
is  in  everything.  Her  schedule  keeps  us  both  busy.  She  is  a 
helper,  too.  She  makes  her  bed,  sets  the  table,  vacuums.  I  don't 
know  what  I'd  do  without  her." 

At  age  four  Tonya  made  a  pact  with  her  uncle  to  never  use 
the  words  /  can't. 

Did  Tonya  make  the  cheerleading  squad?  Yes,  she  did.  Fair 
and  square.  □ 

1.  Do  you  have  an  "I  can"  or  an  "I  can't"  attitude? 

2.  Many  times  our  problems  loom  large  until  we  see  them  in 
comparison  to  another's.  Why? 

3.  What  could  you  do  today  to  help  someone  who  may  be  in 
need? 
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THE  MAN  WHO  COULD  DO  NO  WRONG.  The  personal  story  of  Charles 
Blair,  written  with  the  assistance  of  John  and  Elizabeth  Sherrill.  Must  reading  for  every 
preacher  or  would-be  preacher  who  dreams  of  success  in  the  ministry. 

He  grew  up  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  tracks  ...  he  built  one  of  the  largest  churches  in 
America  .  .  .  then  he  made  a  mistake  .  .  . 

Here,  told  for  the  first  time,  is  the  inside  story  of  an  empire's  collapse.  It  was  a  religious 
empire  and  the  road  to  disaster  was  paved  with  the  kind  of  good  intentions  all  of  us 
recognize.  You'll  go  behind  the  headlines  as  Charles  discovers: 

The  ego  trap  .  .  .  and  how  to  get  out.  The  golden  yardstick  for  testing  dreams.  Our 
greatest  danger  (it's  our  strengths,  not  our  weaknesses).  Four  words  that  cripple.  How 
God  can  use  mistakes  themselves  to  change  the  person  who  makes  them.  How  to  spot 
the  difference  between  God's  voice  and  our  own  subconscious. 

"Terrifyingly  timely,"  one  reviewer  has  said. 

This  book  should  be  read  by  lay  Christians  as  well,  especially  by  those  church  workers 
involved  closely  in  promoting  the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth.  Published  by  Chosen  Books, 
Lincoln,  Virginia.  Hardback.  $9.95.  □ 

CHILD  OF  RAGE,  by  Glenn  Hester  and  Bruce  Hygren,  is  a  shocking  indictment  of 
the  U.S.  foster-care  system,  a  system  that  denies  thousands  of  children  the  opportunity 
for  a  loving,  trusting  home.  It  is  a  personal  record  of  the  mistreatment  and  neglect  of  one 
of  these  children,  Glenn  Hester. 

From  the  age  of  three,  Glenn  was  the  legal  ward  of  the  New  York  Board  of  Welfare. 
Alone  and  afraid,  he  was  forced  to  learn  the  tough,  unwritten  code  of  survival.  Dumped, 
uprooted,  and  yanked  from  one  "home"  to  the  next,  Glenn  mastered  the  guerilla  tactics  of 
the  "incorrigible." 

Glenn  was  caught  on  a  well-traveled  collision  course — a  shocking  downward  spiral  into 
insanity — brought  on  by  abuse  at  the  hands  of  authority  figures.  But,  by  God's  grace, 
Glenn  is  one  of  the  survivors.  His  story,  Child  of  Rage,  is  a  plea  for  action.  Now. 
Published  by  Thomas  Nelson  Publishers,  Nashville,  Tennessee  37203.  Hardback.  $8.95.  □ 

NEVER  QUIT  is  a  classic  story  of  a  boy  programmed  to  be  an  invalid,  who  not  only 
walked  but  also  ran  and  became  one  of  the  great  track  champions  of  this  century. 

What  does  it  take  to  make  a  champion? 

Talent  alone  won't  do  it.  Hugely  gifted  people  have  failed  when  the  pressure  was  on 
them.  Some  inner  quality  was  lacking. 

The  Glenn  Cunningham  story  takes  us  deep  into  a  young  man  to  see  the  inner  qualities 
that  overcame,  week  after  week,  the  intense  pain,  the  fear  of  invalidism,  the  grinding 
poverty — all  amid  the  cold  and  wind  and  dust  of  the  Kansas  prairie  in  the  1930s.  Against 
such  handicaps  Glenn  Cunningham  not  only  drew  upon  certain  inner  strengths  for  a 
miraculous  recovery,  but  later  passed  them  on  to  thousands  of  young  people  who  came 
to  the  Glenn  Cunningham  Ranch.  Published  by  Chosen  Books,  Lincoln,  Virginia  22078. 
Hardback.  $7.95.  D 

WHICH  WAY  IS  HOME?  by  Leslie  Williams.  How  does  it  feel  when  parents 
divorce?  Which  Way  Is  Home?  will  help  you  understand  the  emotional  adjustment 
necessary  when  your  parents — or  your  friend's  parents — divorce.  It  deals  sympathetically 
and  frankly  with  the  often  unspoken  problems  and  the  frequently  unanswered  questions. 
Which  Way  Is  Home?  offers  reassurance  and  hope  for  getting  through  a  difficult, 
confusing,  and  sometimes  tragic  situation.  Published  by  Thomas  Nelson  Publishers, 
Nashville.  $3.95.  D 

WHEN  GOD  SAYS  NO  by  Blaine  Allen.  Why  does  God  say  no?  If  you've  ever 
asked,  "What  went  wrong?"  when  God  denied  your  prayer  request,  you're  not  alone.  God 
also  said  no  to  Moses,  Abraham,  and  Paul.  But  these  negative  responses  do  not  indicate 
a  dead-end  street  for  petitioning  prayer,  and  Blaine  Allen  explains  why. 

Allen  contends  that  many  Christians  receive  more  no's  than  they  care  to  admit,  and  he 
deals  sympathetically  with  the  honest  confusion  that  results  from  God's  unexpected 
responses. 

Allen's  enlightening  discussion  and  analysis  of  prayer  will  teach  you  how  to  do  the 
following:  accept  God's  answer,  handle  the  unexpected,  live  under  God's  will,  wait  for 
God,  and  claim  God's  promises  in  a  new  way.  Published  by  Thomas  Nelson  Publishers, 
Nashville.  $4.95.  □ 
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hank  you." 

"Thank  you,  Ma'am.  Yes,  thank 
you,  Sir." 

"Thank  you." 

All  my  life  I've  been  saying  it.  When  I 
was  a  child,  I  said  it  because  Mother  and 
Dad  made  me. 

As  a  teenager,  I  said  it  because 
teachers  told  me  it  was  good  manners. 

When  I  worked  as  a  clerk  in  a  store, 
and  as  an  insurance  salesman,  I  said  it 
because,  back  then,  customers  were 
always  right  and  there  was  profit  in  saying 
it. 

This  morning  a  man  waved  me  through  a 
four-way  intersection.  I  said,  "Thank  you." 

A  colleague  held  the  door  for  me.  I  said, 
"Thank  you." 

My  secretary  cleaned  my  desk.  "Thank 
you." 

Over  my  food  .  .  .  "Thank  You." 

On  my  knees  .  .  .  "Thank  You." 

For  years  I've  been  saying  it.  If  permitted 
to  use  the  expression  of  the  cartoon 
character  Dennis  the  Menace,  then  I've 
probably  said  "Thank  you"  a  "jillion" 
times. 

Occasionally  ...  I  meant  it. 

That  bothers  me. 

It  bothers  me  that  I  do  not  always 
mean  "Thank  you"  when  I  say,  "Thank 
you." 

I've  been  known  to  bow  to  pressure  and 
say  those  words  hypocritically.  I've  said 
them  casually.  Routinely.  From  habit. 

Of  course,  the  social  courtesy  of  a 
thank-you  has  its  merit,  and  we  all 


recognize  there's  no  need  becoming 
maudlin  over  someone  opening  a  door  for 
us  at  a  shopping  center.  Still,  wouldn't  it 
be  nice  if  there  were  some  way  to  put 
thankfulness  in  a  prescription  so  we  could 
take  a  dose  now  and  then? 

Maybe  .  .  .  just  maybe  that's  one  of 
God's  purposes  in  designing  life  as  it  is. 
Life  has  a  way  of  putting  us  on  track. 

My  insurance  agent's  son  .  .  .  killed  in  an 
auto  accident  .  .  .  before  me  the  image 
of  my  own  son  ...  I  say,  "Thank  You," 
and  mean  it. 

Evening  news  .  .  .  terror  in  Iran  .  .  . 
government  crumbling  .  .  .  this  wonderful 
nation  of  mine  ...  I  say,  "Thank  You, 
God,"  and  mean  it. 

Two  friends  of  mine,  man  and  wife,  have 
decided  to  divorce  .  .  .  giving  up  on 
each  other  ...  on  themselves  .  .  . 

Blanche  and  I  haven't.  "Thank  You, 
Father." 

I  mean  it. 

Evelyn  has  a  knot  on  her  neck  .  .  . 
suspects  cancer  .  .  . 

Bill  drinks  .  .  . 

Robert  smokes  .  .  .  coughs  .  .  . 
wishes  he'd  never  started  the  habit  .  .  . 

"Thank  You,  Father  ...  for  health  .  .  . 
all  Your  blessings  .  .  .  forgiveness  through 
Jesus  Christ  .  .  .  hope  that  reaches 
beyond  the  present  .  .  ." 

"Thank  You." 

And  .  .  .  deep  down  ...  in  my  better 
moments  ...  I  do  mean  it.  □ 
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God  gave  us  an  eternal  treasure  .  .  .  THE  WORD. 

Perhaps  you  would  like  to  follow  His  example  and  give  the  Word  to  someone  you  love. 

•  ENRICH  YOUR  OWN  PERSONAL  UFE     •  GIVE  THE  PERFECT  GIFT 


^\Z  Wisdom  of  the  Ages  (Tapes)-  $1495 


You've  never  experienced  a  human  emotion  that  wasn't  described  in  the  Psalms.  Add  to  that  the  loving  counsel, 

written  in  the  ancient  Proverbs,  by  the  wisest  man  who  ever  lived.  This  treasury  of  the  Psalms  and  Proverbs 

truly  is  the  Wisdom  of  the  Ages. 

A  beautiful,  gold  stamped,  padded  cassette  tape  album  of  the  Psalms  and  Proverbs;  interpretatively  read  by 

Carl  Richardson. 

#1.  Six  tape  album.  Regular  price,  $24.95.  Special  discount  price,  NOW  $14.95 

62  The  Words  of  Jesus  (Tapes)-  $995 

A  stimulating  spiritual  experience. 

An  unforgettable  cassette  tape  album  featuring  the  words  of  Christ. 

Dramatic  reading  by  Carl  Richardson  with  Greg  Olive. 

The  most  powerful  words  ever  spoken,  by  the  greatest  man  who  ever  lived,  are  now  available  for  you  to  hear  daily 

so  that  His  wotds  may  truly  "abide  In  you." 

#2.  Regular  price,  Si 9.95.  Special  discount  prim*,  NOW  $9.95 

63  U.&h.  The  New  Testament  (Tapes) -  $299S  or  (8-Track)-  $4995 

Here  is  the  best  quality  King  James  Version  New  Testament  on  the  Market  today.  All  16  tapes  are  covered  by  a 

customer  warranty.  The  album  comes  in  a  beautiful,  double-padded,  gold  stamped  binder. 

Every  time  you  listen  to  the  Word/  your  faith  is  increased!  ".  .  <  Faith  cometh  by  hearing,  and  hearing 

by  the  word  of  Cod"  (Romans  10:17). 

•  Convert  hours  of  routine  into  spiritually  productive  time. 

•  Build  your  faith  by  listening  while  you  work  or  drive. 

#3a.  Hegular  price,  $49.95.  Special  discount  price,  NOW  $29.95 

#3b.  8-Track  tapes  with  carrying  case.  Regular  price,  $89.95,  Discount  price,  NOW  $49.95 

Order  from:  FORWARD  IN  FAITH,  Keith  at  25th,  N.W.,  Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311 

Send  a  cher:k  or  money  order.  We  will  ship  your  order  postage-paid  to  you,  or  to  anyone  you  designate.  Include 

correct  names  and  addresses  for,  all  shipments  we  make  for  you  to  others. 
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l^errj/0  Christmas 

From  all  members  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  staff,  we 

wish  you  not  the  best,  as  seen  from  human 

perspective,  but  God's  best,  as  revealed  in  our 

Lord  Jesus  Christ:  "For  in  him  dwelleth  all  the 

fulness  of  the  Godhead  bodily"  (Colossians  2:9). 

"[He  is]  come  that  .  .  .  [we]  might  have  life,  and 

that  .  .  .  [we]  might  have  it  more  abundantly" 

(John  10:10). 
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^TOQIVE 

chRisTMAS  WAS  IN  T^E  aIr! 

iviichAEl  Rhodes  FeIt  it  This  yEAR  more  tNan  ever,  his  whole  DEiNq 

TJNqUd  wiTh  excitement. 


This  was  to  be  his  first 
Christmas  after  having 
accepted  Jesus  Christ  as 
his  personal  Savior. 

Besides,  Michael  had  a 
secret  he  planned  on  shar- 
ing   with    his    best    friend, 
Kevin    White,    before    the 
day  ended. 

Kevin  didn't  make  it 
to    homeroom.    Mi- 
chael saw  him  during 
study  hall  just  before 
lunch. 

"What    happened?" 
Michael  formed  the  words 
with    his    lips,    careful    to 
make  no  sound  lest  the  li- 
brarian separate  them. 

"Flat  tire." 

Both  boys  snickered.  Kevin  had  been 
driving  on  bald  tires  for  months  now.  Somethin 
was  always  happening  to  his  old  car.  Michael 
held  up  two  fingers. 

Kevin  nodded,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
rolled  back  his  eyes.  After  all,  he  worked  for 
his  money.  Tires  were  expensive.  Maybe  after 
Christmas  he  could  get  new  ones. 

Michael  scribbled  a  note  and  passed  it 
across  the  table. 

"Follow  me  home  this  afternoon.  I've 
something  to  show  you.  A  surprise." 

Kevin  shook  his  head.  "Gotta  work."  Silent 
words. 

Michael  took  back  the  note  and  wrote, 
"Only  take  a  minute.  It's  church  business." 


Kevin  agreed. 
The  two  boys  had 
been  friends  for 
more  than  a  year 
now,  having  met 
shortly  after  Michael 
overdosed  in  the 
middle  of  last  year's 
football  season. 
They  came  from 
totally  differ- 
ent backgrounds. 
Michael's  dad  was 
prominent  trial  lawyer.  Kevin's 
dad  a  maintenance  man  in  the 
local  cotton  mill.  They  had 
found  fellowship  through  the 
church  and  their  differences  thus  far 
had  only  complemented  their  friendship. 
School  out,  Kevin  followed  Michael's  sports 
car  through  downtown  Maysville  and  out  into 
the  Brentwood  section,  muttering  beneath  his 
breath  that  he'd  have  another  flat  tire  if 
Michael  didn't  slow  down.  They  parked  in 
the  driveway  of  the  Rhodes'  two-story,  brick, 
colonial  home. 

"Can't  stay  but  a  few  minutes,"  Kevin  said. 

"I  know.  This  won't  take  long.  Just  up  in 
my  bedroom." 

The  boys  passed  quickly  through  the  den, 
the  living  room,  and  up  the  spiral  staircase. 
Kevin  had  been  there  many  times  but  he  still 
tended  to  gape  at  the  splendor  of  what  he  saw. 
Lights  blinked  on  a  twelve-foot  Christmas  tree 
in  the  foyer. 
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Second  door  on  the  right,  Michael's  room. 
Michael  paused,  hand  on  the  door. 

"You  ready?" 

Michael  threw  the  door  open  and  Kevin 
stepped  inside.  He  gasped!  Presents  were  all  over 
the  room!  Dozens  of  boxes  full  of  presents, 
wrapped  in  bright  Christmas  colors  and  tied  with 
ribbons  and  bows. 

"What  is  going  on?" 

Michael  laughed.  "Aren't  they  beautiful?" 

"Yeah  .  .  .  but  .  .  ." 

"They're  not  for  me,  Dummy  .  .  ."  Michael 
said.  "They're  for  the  people  at  church.  For  all  my 
friends.  My  brothers  and  sisters  in  the  Lord." 

Michael  walked  over  to  one  of  the  boxes  and 
picked  up  a  package.  "Know  what  this  is?  A 
crossword  puzzle  for  the  Lane  boy,  little  Jamie. 
He's  going  to  be  laid  up  for  a  month  or  more 
with  that  broken  leg  ..." 

"And  this?"  Michael  picked  up  a  larger 
package.  "A  knitted  shawl  for  Sister  Thomas  over 
at  the  old-folks'  home.  I  noticed  last  time  we 
visited  that  the  old  blue  one  she  wears  is  getting 
frayed  at  the  edges  ..." 

Michael  stepped  back  and  waved  his  hand  at 
the  presents.  "Lots  of  them  are  things  I  just 
bought.  Things  I'm  gonna  need  you  to  help  me 
figure  where  to  give.  I've  coded  them  so  I'll 
know  what's  in  each  package.  You'll  help  me, 
won't  you,  Kevin?  Then,  a  week  before 
Christmas,  we'll  deliver  them." 

"Oh  wow!"  Kevin  slapped  his  hand  to  his 
forehead  and  walked  over  to  sit  by  the  window. 
He  looked  around  the  room.  "This  must  have 
cost  a  fortune.  What  have  your  parents  said?  Do 
they  know  about  it?" 

"Of  course.  Besides,  they  didn't  buy  them.  I  did. 
Out  of  my  allowance.  Did  a  little  saving  up,  as 
you  might  suspect,  but  it's  all  from  my  own 
money.  I  did  it  because  I  wanted  to,  Kevin. 
Because  the  people  at  church  have  been  so  good 
to  me.  So  friendly  and  supportive.  I  want  them 
to  have  a  nice  Christmas  and  I'm  glad  I  have 
something  to  give." 

Things  were  quiet  for  a  moment.  Kevin  sat  with 
the  knuckles  of  his  right  hand  in  his  mouth. 
Thinking.  The  grandfather  clock  ticked  in  the  hall. 

"What's  the  matter?"  Michael  walked  over 
and  put  his  hand  on  Kevin's  shoulder.  "Did  I  say 
or  do  something  wrong?" 

Kevin  laughed  and  stood  up.  "Of  course  not. 


What  you've  done  is  beautiful.  I  .  .  .  eh  .  .  . 
well,  you  know,  I  was  just  thinking  how  nice  it 
must  be  to  be  able  to  give  like  this.  You  know 
.  .  .  sort  of  wishing  I  had  something  to  give 
myself." 

Michael  put  his  arm  around  Kevin's  shoulder. 
"We're  partners,  you  understand.  I  may  have 
bought  the  presents  but  we're  going  to  give  them 
together.  I  wouldn't  know  where  to  start  without 
your  help." 

Kevin  laughed.  "Sure,  Michael.  I'll  help.  And 
you're  right,  it  will  be  a  great  Christmas.  I'm 
thankful  for  you  and  thankful  that  you  now 
have  the  heart  and  the  willingness  to  give.  When 
are  we  going  to  work  on  them?" 

"How  about  Friday  night?  After  you  get  off 
work?" 

"Fine." 

The  two  boys  worked  for  hours,  sorting  and 
labeling  the  presents.  Then  they  planned  their 
routes  for  distribution.  Some  of  the  presents 
were  for  private  homes  but  most  were  for  the 
old-folks'  home,  the  two  nursing  homes,  and  the 
juvenile  detention  center.  They  finished  at  1  a.m. 
Michael  drove  Kevin  home. 

"Slow  down,  Michael.  You'll  miss  the  driveway 
again." 

Michael  laughed.  "Yeah.  Sorry  about  that.  All 
these  houses  look  alike." 

"Mill  houses.  Built  by  the  company  and  later 
sold  to  the  employees  at  bargain  prices.  Dad 
says  the  company  didn't  want  the  responsibility  of 
repairing  them." 

Michael  hit  his  brakes  and  turned  sharply  right. 
The  car  bounded  over  the  curb  and  stopped 
abruptly  behind  Kevin's  old  Chevrolet.  "How  long 
you  going  to  be  grounded?" 

"Probably  until  after  Christmas."  Kevin  opened 
the  door  of  the  sports  car.  The  dash  light  let 
him  look  into  Michael's  face.  "Doesn't  really 
matter.  It's  only  a  mile  to  work  and  I  jog  part 
of  it.  Anyway,  I  need  to  buy  Christmas  presents 
for  Mother  and  Dad.  New  tires  are  out  of  the 
question  until  I  get  my  tax  refund.  Coming  in?" 

"Naw.  You've  got  to  work  tomorrow.  I'll  see 
you  in  Sunday  school." 

Kevin  watched  Michael  drive  away.  He 
stepped  quietly  onto  the  screened-in  front  porch 
and  slipped  into  the  living  room  of  the 
five-room,  clapboard  house  where  he  had  been 
born.  He  did  not  turn  on  the  lights. 
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Removing  his  shoes,  Kevin  crossed  the  living 
room  and  entered  his  bedroom.  A  quiet 
bedroom,  without  his  brother  Robert.  For  a 
moment  Kevin  asked  himself  again  why  Robert 
had  to  die  in  Vietnam.  It  was  a  question  Kevin 
never  could  answer  but  he  thanked  God  for  a 
friend  like  Michael.  Michael  helped  fill  the  void. 

Praying  in  the  cold  bedroom,  Kevin  asked 
God  to  help  him  have  something  to  give  for 
Christmas.  Maybe  a  bonus  from  the  store.  Just 
anything.  After  all,  there  are  no  impossibilities  with 
God,  he  reminded  himself. 

Kevin  shivered  for  a  moment  between  the  cold 
sheets  and  then  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

On  Monday  before  Christmas,  Kevin  and 
Michael  began  their  deliveries.  First  stop,  the 
nursing  home  on  Elm  Street.  They  found  Mr. 
Jarvis  by  the  window  in  the  recreation  room. 
His  head  slumped  forward,  eyes  closed. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Jarvis,"  Kevin  said, 
stooping  and  touching  the  old  man  on  the  shoulder. 
Kevin  knelt  to  look  up  into  Mr.  Jarvis'  pale-blue 
eyes.  "Merry  Christmas." 

Mr.  Jarvis  nodded.  Smiled.  His  fingers  toyed 
with  the  package  but  he  made  no  attempt  to  open 
it. 

"Nice  to  see  you,  Kevin.  My,  how  you've  grown. 
Look  more  like  your  mother." 

"Mom  sends  her  regards.  Dad  too.  You  feeling 
okay?" 

"Tolerable.  Fer  an  old  man.  Fer  a  feller  who's 
just  about  spent  his  days."  The  man's  eyes 
never  left  Kevin's  face. 

Kevin  pointed  a  finger  heavenward.  "Still 
trusting  in  Him?" 

"Amen."  Mr.  Jarvis  swallowed  hard,  took  a 
deep  breath.  "Jesus  is  Lord!" 

"Indeed  He  is."  Kevin  straightened  up,  patted 
Mr.  Jarvis'  thin  hand.  "I  remember  those  Sunday 
school  classes  you  used  to  teach.  All  those  Bible 
stories.  Haven't  forgotten  them,  you  know.  And  I 
thank  you  again  for  all  you've  given  me  over 
the  years." 

The  old  man  smiled  and  blinked  at  the  tears. 
"You  always  were  a  good  boy,  Kevin.  Always 
were.  God  bless  you,  Son.  Thanks  for  coming  to 
see  me." 

Kevin  leaned  over  and  lightly  brushed  thin 
wisps  of  white  hair  back  from  Mr.  Jarvis'  eyes. 
"Merry  Christmas." 

So  the  visiting  went,  day  after  day,  right  up  till 
Christmas  Eve  night. 


"One  more  to  go,"  Kevin  said  as  he  slid  into  the 
front  seat  of  Michael's  car.  "This  one  I  dread." 

"You  mean,  Johnny?" 

"Yeah.  He's  so  young." 

"That  leukemia  is  a  mean  disease." 

"Always.  But  it  seems  worse  when  you  are 
nine  years  old." 

Johnny  Martin  lived  a  few  blocks  down  the 
street  from  Kevin's  place,  in  a  similar  white  house. 
His  eyes  glowed  when  Kevin  introduced  Michael 
and  handed  over  the  brightly  wrapped  package. 
Johnny  opened  it  at  once,  thanked  Michael 
politely  and  laid  the  two  books  on  the  table  by  his 
bed. 

"How  about  a  game  of  chess?"  Johnny  asked, 
looking  up  at  Kevin,  eyes  gleaming.  "A  quick 
one?" 

"Who  are  you  kidding,  Sport  .  .  ."  Kevin  sat 
on  the  side  of  the  bed,  reaching  over  to  tousle  the 
boy's  blond  hair.  "There's  no  such  thing  as  a 
quick  game  of  chess  with  you.  Not  since  you've 
learned  how  to  play." 

Kevin  glanced  back  at  Michael.  "Know  how  long 
it  took  me  to  beat  this  kid  last  time?" 

Michael  shrugged. 

"Three  hours,  Man!  I  was  still  trying  to 
protect  my  queen  when  his  mother  ran  me  off  and 
put  him  to  bed." 

Johnny  reached  into  the  chest  by  his  bed  and 
took  out  the  chess  board.  "Come  on,  Kevin,  just 
a  quick  one." 

"No,  no  .  .  ."  Kevin  took  the  board,  folded  it 
and  firmly  placed  it  back  in  the  chest  drawer.  "It's 
time  for  your  nap,  in  the  first  place,  and  I've 
got  company  with  me." 

The  disappointment  on  Johnny's  face  was 
obvious. 

"Tell  you  what,  though  ..."  Kevin  stood, 
preparing  to  leave.  "Tomorrow,  after  Santa  Claus 
has  come  and  after  you  and  the  family  have 
had  Christmas  dinner  .  .  .  well  .  .  .  now  .  .  .  that 
just  might  be  a  different  story." 

"Would  you,  Kevin?  Would  you,  really?" 

"Phone  me.  Say,  about  2:30  in  the  afternoon. 
Okay?" 

"You'd  better  practice  up,"  Johnny  said.  "I've 
been  reading  up  on  some  new  moves.  I'm  gonna 
take  you  next  time." 

Both  laughed.  Kevin  pushed  the  boy  back  on  his 
pillow,  gave  him  a  victory  handshake,  and 
headed  for  the  door. 
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"Merry  Christmas,"  Johnny 
called  after  them. 

Darkness  had  come.  The  two 
boys  got  into  the  car  and 
Michael  drove  toward  town  in 
silence. 

"What's  the  matter?"  Kevin 
asked. 

"Nothing." 

"Why  the  gloom?  That's  not 
like  you,  Michael.  It's  Christmas 
Eve.  A  time  for  being  merry! 
Happy!  For  singing!  Besides,  if 
ever  anyone  had  a  reason  to 
be  happy,  I'd  think  you  have. 
You've  made  Christmas  nicer 
for  lots  of  people.  That  in  itself 
is  something  to  rejoice  over." 

"Just  thinking,  Kevin.  Just 
thinking." 

Cars  passed.  They  drove 
through  downtown  Maysville, 
listening  to  the  choruses  and  the 
tinkle  of  Salvation  Army  bells. 
Shoppers  were  scurrying 
everywhere. 

"I've  learned  a  lesson,  Kevin." 
Michael  sighed,  looking  at 
Kevin  as  they  stopped  for  a 
signal  light.  "A  valuable 
lesson." 

"Oh." 

"I  thought  it'd  be  a  nice  thing 
to  buy  all  those  presents,  and 
I'm  glad  I  did,  but  Christmas  is 
so  much  more  than  presents. 
Remember  when  you  told  me 
that  you  wished  you  had 
something  to  give  for 
Christmas?" 

"Yeah."  What  was  Michael 
getting  at? 

"For  a  moment  there,  I  felt 
sorry  for  you.  Thinking  of 
how  you  work  all  the  time,  of 
your  family,  and  of  some  of 
the  things  you  have  to  do 
without." 

Michael  shook  his  head  and 
then  laughed. 

"Boy,  was  I  ever  wrong. 


We've  been  visiting  all  these 
people  .  .  .  I've  been  walking  in 
with  an  armload  of  presents  .  .  . 
you've  been  walking  in  with 
nothing  .  .  .  but  you  always 
make  people  feel  better.  Without 
a  single  present,  you've 
managed  to  convey  the  spirit  of 
Christmas  .  .  ." 

There  was  a  pause.  Michael 
shifted  gears  and  the  car 
moved  forward.  He  looked  over 
at  Kevin. 

"Don't  ever  again  say  you 
have  nothing  to  give.  What 
you  give  .  .  .  money  can't  buy." 

"Oh,  cut  it  out,  Michael.  All 
those  folks  were  thankful  for 
your  presents." 

"Yeah.  Thankful  up  to  a  point. 
But  it  was  you  they  were  glad 
to  see,  and  you  know  it.  Maybe 
next  year  I'll  have  something 
to  give  besides  presents." 

For  a  moment  .  .  .  only  the 
hum  of  the  motor. 

"How  about  a  pizza?" 
Michael  said. 

"Umm  ...  I  don't  know  .  .  ." 

"I'm  buying."  There  was 
firmness  in  Michael's  voice. 

Kevin  laughed. 

"Yeah.  Let's  have  a  pizza."  D 
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Christmases  are  meant  to 
be  remembered.  Even 
Christmases  that  are 
turned  inside  out.  Maybe 
those  are  remembered  the  most. 

Last  Christmas  was  one  of 
those  memorable  kind,  although 
the  season  didn't  start  out  that 
way  at  all. 

Eight  days  before  Christmas 
I  was  sitting  in  Room  414  in 
Emory  University  Hospital. 
My  husband  was  upstairs  having 
a  tube  inserted  into  his  heart. 
I  was  waiting  with  a  friend  for 
the  results  of  those  tests, 
thinking  out  loud. 

"In  five  more  days  this 
nightmare  will  be  over,"  I  said. 
"The  doctors  will  find  out 
what's  wrong  with  John  and  we'll 
be  flying  to  Ohio  and  our  new 
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grandbaby,  Laura.  She'll  be 
seven  months  grander  than 
before.  We've  had  our  tickets 
since  September." 

Twenty-four  hours  later  my 
world  toppled.  As  if  by  a 
tornado,  our  well-laid  plans  were 
blown  to  the  wind.  My 
husband's  heart  catheterization 
confirmed  the  verdict: 
open-heart  surgery.  Within 
twenty-four  hours. 

When  I  could  breathe  again,  I 
realized  we  would  not  be 
going  to  Ohio.  We  would  spend 
Christmas  in  a  medical-center 
hospital.  Alone. 

What  I  didn't  bargain  for 
were  the  hearts  of  Christmas.  I 
thought  Valentine's  Day  had 
an  exclusive  claim  on  hearts. 

Christmas  in  the  hospital 


turned  out  to  be  so  special  I 
almost  didn't  want  to  touch  it, 
lest,  like  magic,  it  might 
disappear. 

The  spirit  of  the  day  spoke  for 
itself  early  on  Christmas 
morning  when  I  pointed  our 
Toyota  into  the  parking  deck 
of  the  hospital.  Before  me  was 
the  sign:  "Merry  Christmas. 
No  charge." 

I  couldn't  believe  it. 

As  I  entered  the  coronary 
corridor,  I  noticed  every  door 
had  an  original  decoration,  all 
with  a  heart  theme.  In  the 
middle  of  one  door  was  a  heart 
with  a  readout  from  an 
electrocardiograph.  Another  had  a 
mended  heart.  Even  the  door 
to  the  Coronary  Care  Unit  had 
two  huge  hearts,  done  with 


cranberries  stuck  into  a 
pegboard. 

The  staff  were  also  on  the 
caring  list,  as  they  parceled 
out  love  all  day.  Even  the  lunch 
tray  had  special  ornaments 
shaped  like  angels. 

Presents  (hidden  and 
unwrapped)  were  exchanged  by 
John  and  me  that  morning. 
We  really  didn't  need  any  fancy 
trimmings.  We  had  it  all 
underneath  the  scars  on  his 
chest.  He  was  my 
triple-bypass  man,  given  the  gift 
of  life. 

The  day  sped  by  much  faster 
than  I  could  have  imagined. 
Friends  popped  in.  Long  distance 
found  us.  Nurses  sang.  The 
X-ray  crew  whistled  carols. 

I  stayed  as  late  as 
regulations  would  allow.  I  didn't 
want  to  spoil  the  specially 
wrapped  mood  of  the  day. 

When  I  finally  scraped  my 
key  in  the  lock,  bone  weary  and 
dreading  my  empty,  lonely 
house,  the  brightest  surprise  of 
all  awaited  me. 

There  in  the  living  room  was 
a  Georgia  pine  tree,  fully 
dressed  with  sparkling  ornaments 
and  lights.  The  "elves"  had 
been  at  work.  John's  boss  and 
her  husband  had  chopped  a 
tree  from  their  north-Georgia 
mountain  retreat.  Through  a 
clandestine  plan,  they  had 
borrowed  a  key  and  done 
their  magic. 

I  had  thought  Christmas 
away  from  Ohio  and  kinfolk  was 
going  to  be  grim. 

Grimm  is  only  in  fairy  tales. 
For  John  and  me,  caring 
friends  had  made  one  fairy  tale 
come  true.  [ 
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When  you  are  skydiving  and  the 

chute  doesn't  open  properly... well...  there's 

a  lot  of  time  lor  thinking... and  praying 


The  parachute  malfunc- 
tioned through  nobody's 
fault  but  my  own. 

I  wouldn't  want  to  sug- 
gest God  was  playing  a 
practical  joke  to  frighten 
a  confession  out  of  me 
but  I  will  say  He  used 
the  opportunity  to  make 
me  face  a  decision  I  had 
avoided  for  a  long  time. 


Mom  .  .  .  Dad 
...  if  I  find  someone 
to  teach  me,  is  it  all  right  if  I 
learn  to  skydive?"  I  had  said 
earlier  that  summer. 

Maybe  they  thought  it  was 
just  another  passing  whim  of  an 
adventurous  sixteen-year-old. 

"Sure,  Son,  go  ahead." 

That  same  evening  I  dashed 
off  a  letter  to  the  Greenville 
News  "Action  Line,"  asking 
information  about  local  skydiving 
organizations.  They  published 
the  address  of  the  Clemson 
University  club. 

The  president  of  the  group 
agreed  to  train  me  at  a 
nearby  Spartanburg,  South 
Carolina,  airport  where 
Clemson  boys  did  their  own 
jumping. 

It  wasn't  long  till  I  was  ready 
for  my  first  jump,  and  I  soon 
became  a  Saturday-morning 
regular  at  the  clubhouse.  With 
even  a  couple  of  five-second 
free-falls  recorded  in  my  log,  I 
began  to  feel  like  an  old  trooper. 

So,  on  the  Saturday 
morning  of  my  twelfth  jump, 
with  clear,  blue  sky  stretched 
overhead,  I  felt  confident. 
Relaxed.  In  full  control. 

SPORTS,  INC.  Photos/Leon  &  Chris  Riche 


A  fellow 
lutist  helped  me  hoist  the 
sixty -pound  rig  onto  my  back. 
I  buckled  on  the  more  compact 
reserve  chute  across  my  chest. 
Checked  all  straps  and  buckles. 
Double-checked.  Two  other 
fellows  were  making  this  jump 
with  me.  We  lumbered  over 
to  the  Cessna  170  and  climbed 
aboard. 

The  single-engine  craft  had 
only  a  pilot's  seat.  The 
passenger  seat  and  passenger 
side  door  had  both  been 
removed.  Since  I  was  to     \ 
be  the  first  one  out,   I    N^ 
was  the  last  one  in.  I  sat 
on    the    floorboard,    knees 
drawn    up    to    my     chest, 
about  four  inches  from  the 
open  doorway.  I  felt  the  usu- 
al   butterfly   or   two    fluttering 
around  inside  my  stomach. 

The  pilot  switched  the  engine 
on  and  the  tower  granted 
permission  for  takeoff.  The 
Cessna  ambled,  then  raced, 
down  the  long  concrete  slab 
and,  in  a  final  burst  of  speed, 
leaped  into  the  air.  Wind  in 
my  face  from  the  open  door,  I 
watched  the  earth  recede 
with  only  slight  nervousness. 
After  all,  this  was  jump 
number  twelve. 


We  reached  the  proper 
altitude.  Kneeling 
behind  me,  the  jump- 
master  peered  over  my 
shoulder,  guiding  the 
pilot  on  his  correct  ap- 
proach to  the  drop  zone. 

"Cut  the  engine!"  he 
shouted  to  the  pilot 
above  the  roar  of  the 
motor. 

Suddenly  the  world  was 
silent.  We  floated.  Drifting  with 
engine  off  so  the  turbulent 
prop  wash  wouldn't  disturb  us 
jumpers. 

"Get  out." 

My  feet  dangled  through 
the  open  doorway,  found  a  steel 
bar  protruding  from  the  side 
of  the  craft.  Holding  to  the 
doorframe  with  my  sweaty  left 
hand,  I  leaned  out  over  the 
emptiness.  Twisted.  Gripped 
the  wing  strut  in  my  right  hand, 
and  pushed  my  body  outside. 

I  stood  there,  hunched  over 
the  strut,  waiting  for  the 
jumpmaster's  signal  to  leap 
backwards  into  free-fall. 

"Go!" 
"One  thousand  one  .  .  .  one 

thousand  two  .  .  .  one  thou- 
sand three  .  .  ." 

I  saw  a  patch  of  blue  sky, 
meaning  I  was  falling  in  the 
wrong  position.  I  had  failed  to 
arch  my  back  as  instructed. 

"One  thousand  four  .  .  .  one 
thousand  five  .  .  ." 

Pull! 

I  sensed  something  wrong  the 
moment  the  chute  opened. 
Rather  than  drifting  down 
smoothly,  as  usual,  I  was 
swinging  around  in  large, 
clockwise  circles. 
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I  glanced  upward.  A 
gut-wrenching  nausea  swept 
over  me.  My  canopy  had  partly 
folded  back  on  itself.  A  "Mae 
West."  Tangled,  twisted  lines  had 
a  large  portion  of  the  chute 
tied  shut.  The  collapsed  portion 
unbalanced  the  whole  thing, 
making  it  rock  from  side  to  side. 

What  if  the  rocking  motion 
caused  the  open  portion  to 
collapse,  too?  I  saw  myself 
plummeting  to  earth  at  120 
miles  per  hour.  Cold  chills 
shuddered  through  me  from  head 
to  toe. 

I  grabbed  the  twisted  lines 
above  my  head  and  yanked 
violently.  I  yanked  again,  trying 
to  jerk  the  tangled  portions 
loose. 

"Please,  Lord  Jesus,  help 
me!" 

In  spite  of  all  my  efforts,  I 
failed  to  dislodge  the  folded-over 
lines.  I  was  so  frightened  I 
began  to  cry.  I  looked  down 
through  tears  at  the  reserve 
chute  strapped  to  my  chest.  As  I 
had  been  instructed,  I  placed 
my  left  hand  over  the  reserve, 
pulled  the  rip  cord  with  my 
right  hand,  and  tried  to  thrust 
the  reserve  chute  out  so  it 
could  rise  and  expand  beside  the 
main  chute. 

"Please,  God,  let  it  work!" 

It  didn't  work.  I  hadn't 
pushed  the  chute  out  far  enough. 
It  was  sucked  up  inside  the 
main  canopy.  Since  air  wouldn't 
hold  both  canopies,  the 
reserve  chute  fell  back  down  on 
top  of  me  like  a  bowl  of 
spaghetti. 

I  knew  I  was  going  to  die! 

I  prayed  more  desperately  as  I 
pulled  the  tangled  mess  off 
my  head,  reserve  parachute  and 
lines  draped  over  my 
shoulders. 

"Please,  Jesus,  save  me!"  A 


quick  glance  down  revealed  a 
rapidly  rising  earth. 

"Please,  God,  I  know  You 
want  me  to  be  a  preacher.  I'll 
be  a  preacher.  Anything! 
PLEASE!" 

One  more  quick,  downward 
glance  and  I  knew  it  was  all 
over.  Red  clay  of  Carolina 
zoomed  towards  me.  I  shut 
my  eyes.  Clenched  my  teeth. 
Prepared  to  die. 


I  couldn't  believe  it.  I 
unclenched  my  teeth.  I  opened 
my  eyes. 

I  was  sitting  on  my  heels  .  .  . 
on  the  earth  .  .  .  inside  one 
of  those  little  pine  trees  which 
had  branches  all  the  way 
down  to  the  ground.  I  was  still 
alive!  Hardly  scratched! 
Miraculously  spared! 

I  unstrapped  myself  from 
the  chute,  parted  the  tree 
branches,  and  walked  out  into 
the  open.  By  the  time  others 
arrived,  I  even  pretended  it 
hadn't  been  all  that  bad. 

I  jumped  twice  after  that, 
not  willing  to  succumb  to  my 
fear.  With  the  arrival  of 
autumn  and  cold  weather,  I 
made  a  graceful  exit  from  my 
parachuting  career,  never  to 
return. 

However,  my  promises  to  God 
were  not  so  easily  left  behind. 
I  ignored  them  for  a  time,  tried 
to  rationalize  them  away;  but 
they  lay  there,  close  to  my 
heart,  and  they  eventually 
brought  me  around. 

"Yes,  Lord.  I'll  do  what  You 
want  me  to  do."  D 


Hubert  K.  (Bud)  Clarkson  is 
presently  a  licensed  minister  in 
our  church  and  a  senior  at 
Lee  College.  He  and  his  wife 
Friedel,  have  one  son, 
Benjamin,  age  4.  Reared  in  a 
devout  Baptist  home  and 
converted  while  a  teenager,  Bud 
was  introduced  to  the  Church 
of  God  through  a  servicemen's 
center  in  Germany.  □ 
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I  view  it  as  a  miracle,"  Fred  Buser  said  recently 
while  visiting  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  for  the 
Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism;  "a 
miracle  that  we  were  able  to  locate  such  a  facility 
in  the  first  place;  but,  more  importantly,  a 
miracle  with  far-reaching  impact  on  our  church's 
future  work  in  the  Philippines." 

With  characteristic  enthusiasm,  Fred  was 
referring  to  Baguio's  "Good  News  Center,"  the 
first  Church  of  God  ever  organized  in  the  heart  of 
the  city  of  Baguio. 

Housed  in  a  white-frame,  two-story  home  at  102 
Otek  Street  in  downtown  Baguio,  the  Good 
News  Center  offers  opportunity  for  the  Church  of 
God  to  develop  a  thriving  new  ministry  among 
university  and  college  students. 

"Hundreds  of  these  students  walk  right  by  our 
front  door,"  Fred  said.  "They  are  often  lonely. 
Without  roots  in  the  city.  In  need  of  moral 
guidance.  All  too  many  of  these  youth  have  church 
connections  back  home  but  they  need  a  light  for 
their  new  venture.  The  Good  News  Center  has 
something  to  offer:  the  Christian  message  in  a 
language  young  people  understand." 

The  Philippines  are  made  up  of  three  main 
islands  in  the  South  Pacific — Luzon,  Visayan,  and 
Mindanao  —consisting  of  a  land  area  the  size  of 
Nevada.  Unlike  Nevada,  however,  which  has  a 


total  population  of  500,000,  the  Philippines  now 
have  an  estimated  population  of  45,000,000. 

The  work  of  the  Church  of  God  in  the 
Philippines  is  divided  into  three  territories.  Fred 
Buser  is  overseer  of  North  Luzon,  a  position  he 
has  held  since  September  1980. 

Fred  notes  there  is  a  definite  strategy  in 
establishing  the  Good  News  Center. 
Four  objectives  are  paramount. 

First,  the  new  facilities  house  the  North  Luzon 
Church  of  God  state-office  complex.  North  Luzon 
has  108  churches.  There  is  also  a  Bible  school, 
farther  north  in  the  city  of  Isabela,  with  forty 
students. 

Second,  the  Good  News  Center  will  be  a 
home  away  from  home — sort  of  a  gathering 
place — for  young  people  coming  into  Baguio 
from  outlying  areas.  Some  of  these  young  people 
will  come  from  the  Bible  school  into  the  city  to 
further  their  education,  some  will  come  from  other 
localities,  but  they  will  all  need  to  stay  in  touch 
with  the  Church  of  God.  More  specifically,  the 
church  needs  to  stay  in  touch  with  them.  Fred 
refers  to  this  strategy  as  "protecting  our  own." 

Third,  the  center  will  function  as  a  center  of 
evangelism,  a  place  for  regular  Bible  studies,  for 
worship  services,  and  for  training  young  people 
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to  reach  out  to  others  in  the  vicinity.  The  home's 
spacious  living  room  is  an  ideal  worship  area. 
Already  there  have  been  as  many  as  seventy  in 
attendance  on  Sunday;  and,  on  one  special 
Sunday  night,  when  the  center  showed  a  David 
Wilkerson  film,  The  Cross  and  the  Switchblade, 
a  hundred  and  fifty  people  were  present. 

Fourth — and  it  was  this  purpose  Fred  had 
most  difficulty  putting  into  words — the  Good  News 
Center  will  provide  an  open  door  for  ministering 
to  a  class  segment  of  the  Philippine  population 
which,  all  too  often,  the  church  has  been  unable 
to  reach. 

One  must  keep  in  mind  that  the  American 
influence  is  very  pronounced  in  the  Philippines. 
The  islands  were  governed  by  the  United  States 
from  the  early  1900's  to  1946.  The  people  have 
total  religious  freedom.  They  work  hard  and  are 
very  conscious  of  social  class  and  status. 
Neighborhoods  are  clearly  identifiable.  Unless 
one  works  at  a  certain  job  or  unless  one  has  a 
certain  income — just  as  in  the  U.S. — then  one 
does  not  live  in  certain  areas.  This  fact  of  life  is 
basically  acceptable  to  the  people  as  a  whole. 
Those  presently  living  at  the  lower  edge  of  the 
social  structure  are  conscious  of  their  opportunity 
for  rising;  those  at  the  higher  strata  are  protective 
of  their  privileges. 
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Over  the  years  the  Church  of  God  has  found 
itself  more  successful  in  ministering  to  blue-collar 
workers  than  to  professionals  and  white-collar 
workers.  Today,  in  the  Philippines,  there  are 
concentrated  pockets  of  people  among  whom  the 
church  has  made  no  inroads  whatsoever.  More 
effort  is  needed  to  take  the  full  gospel  to  young 
people  of  these  classes.  In  that  Christ  died  for 
all  men,  without  distinction,  certainly  an  effort 
should  be  made. 

The  Good  News  Center  is  located  in  just  such  a 
neighborhood,  near  the  university.  It  may  prove 
to  be  the  vehicle  for  opening  a  door  into  a  new 
venture,  the  beginning  of  what  Fred  Buser 
hopes  will  be  an  ongoing  miracle. 

So  far  as  Overseer  Buser  is  concerned — and 
although  he  goes  to  great  lengths  not  to  disparage 
any  work  previously  done — he  sees  this  new 
venture  as  another  open  door  through  which  the 
church  must  walk  in  its  efforts  to  fulfill  the 
Great  Commission  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Besides  a  place  for  worship,  the  new  building 
is  capable  of  providing  living  quarters  for  thirty 
students.  It  houses  a  center  director,  a  dean  of 
men  and  a  dean  of  women,  and  living  quarters  for 
an  associate  pastor. 

Thus  far,  it  seems  God  has  placed  His  blessings 
upon  the  project.  May  the  miracle  continue.  D 
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few  experiences  are  more 
tragic  than  missing 
something  important, 
especially  when  there  is  no 
valid  excuse  for  missing  it. 

In  the  hustle  and  bustle  of 
that  first  Christmas  long 
ago — registration  and 
tax-paying  time — many  people 
missed  the  most  important 
event  of  history.  Men  and 
women  still  miss  Christmas 
because  they  fail  to  grasp  the 
significance  of  what  really 
happened. 

The  emperor's  decree 
brought  Mary  and  Joseph  to  his 
town.  They  stood  on  the 
innkeeper's  doorstep,  perhaps 
entered  his  waiting 
room — Jesus  was  born  in  his 
stable — yet  the  innkeeper 
missed  the  Lord's  birth  and  its 
meaning. 

Today's  world  is  filled  with 
men,  women,  and  children 
who  miss  the  meaning  of 
Christmas  because  of  business, 
parties,  or  other  empty  activities. 
Trees,  trinkets  and  tinsel  seem 
too  important.  There  is  no  time 
for  the  Savior. 

One  would  think  all  Christians 
would  take  note  of  the  Lord's 
birthday;  yet,  they  too  are  busy, 
planning  to  worship  after  all 
other  activities  are  past.  When 
there  is  time. 

A.  W.  Tozer  wrote:  "Every 
age  has  its  own  characteristics. 
Right  now,  we  are  in  an  age  of 
religious  complexity.  The 
simplicity  which  is  in  Christ  is 
rarely  found  among  us.  In  its 
stead  are  programs,  methods,  and 
a  world  of  nervous  activities 
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which  occupy  time  and  attention 
but  never  satisfy  the  longing 
of  the  heart.  The  hollowness  of 
our  inner  experience,  the 
hollowness  of  our  worship  and 
that  servile  imitation  of  the 
world  which  marks  our 
promotional  methods  all  testify 
that  we,  in  this  day,  know  God 
only  imperfectly,  and  the 
peace  of  God  scarcely  at  all." 

People  forgot  Jesus  was  to 
be  born.  For  many  years  it  had 
been  prophesied  that  a  Savior 
would  come  into  the  world.  Yet, 
when  Jesus  was  born,  the 
majority  of  people  had  forgotten 
such  an  event  was  to  take 
place. 

Moses  had  emphasized  the 
coming  birth  of  Jesus,  a  Prophet 
to  whom  men  would  listen 
(Deuteronomy  18:15-18).  Daniel 
looked  forward  through 
foreknowledge,  noting  that 
Messiah  would  be  a  mighty 
stone  (Daniel  2:27-45).  Micah  let 
the  people  know  Messiah  was 
to  be  born  in  Bethlehem  (Micah 
5:2).  And  Isaiah  described  the 
character  and  nature  of  the 
coming  Christ,  our  suffering 
Savior  (Isaiah  53:1-12).  Yet, 
people  forgot. 

Herod  was  home  when  news 
reached  him  that  wise  men 
sought  the  King  of  the  Jews. 
Herod  called  the  religious 
leaders  to  ask  where  the  future 
King  should  be  born.  "Go  and 
search  diligently  for  the  young 
child,"  Herod  said,  "and  when 
ye  have  found  him,  bring  me 
word  again,  that  I  may  come 
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and  worship  him  also"  (Matthew 
2:8). 

His  was  a  sly  maneuver. 
Murder  was  in  the  king's 
heart,  not  worship.  He  missed 
the  Lord's  birth  because  of 
greed  and  self-interest.  Jesus 
would  say  later,  "What  shall  it 
profit  a  man,  if  he  shall  gain  the 
whole  world,  and  lose  his  own 
soul?"  (Mark  8:36). 

Certainly  religious  leaders 
should  not  have  missed  the  birth 
of  Christ.  They  had  the 
Scriptures.  They  were  the  ones 
who  could  tell  Herod  where 
Jesus  was  to  be  born.  Yet  they 
missed  it. 

People  still  forget  Christ's 
birth.  They  buy  for  one 
another,  have  beautiful  trees,  but 
give  very  little  to  Christ. 

In  the  rush  of  presenting 
Christmas  plays,  sending  cards, 
and  giving  treats,  churches 
sometimes  close  their  doors  on 
Christmas  Eve.  The  members 
lament,  "We  are  all  so  tired!" 

Can  you  imagine  a  birthday 
party  where  everyone  receives 
gifts  other  than  he  whose 
birthday  it  is?  We  sometimes 
act  that  way  with  Christmas. 

Such  isn't  necessary. 

Not  everyone  missed  Christmas 
two  thousand  years  ago,  and 
not  everyone  misses  Christmas 
now. 

The  shepherds  .  .  .  lowly  in 
terms  of  the  social  structure  of 
the  ancient  East,  they  could  not 
testify  in  a  court  of  law 
because  their  testimony  was 
considered  unreliable. 
Nevertheless,  they  saw  and 
CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  21 
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Christmas  Guest 


by  FRANCES  CARFI  MATRANGA 


^^^  here  once  lived  in  Germany  an  old 

m       shoemaker  named  Conrad.  Two  neighbors 
— C      called  on  him  one  Christmas  Day  and  found 
his  little  shop  gaily  decorated  with  green  boughs 
and  holly.  Conrad  greeted  them  with  a  joyful 
smile. 

"My  friends,  early  this  morning  the  Lord 
appeared  to  me  in  a  dream,"  he  confided.  "He 
said  He  was  coming  to  be  my  guest.  That  is 
why  I  have  decorated  the  shop,  shined  the  kettle, 
and  spread  the  table  for  a  feast.  I  am  waiting 
for  Him  to  appear." 

The  neighbors  respectfully  withdrew  and  left 
the  shoemaker  to  await  the  arrival  of  his  special 
guest.  Conrad's  family  long  since  had  passed 
away  and  Christmas  was  a  lonely  time  for  him. 
But  he  knew  that  with  the  Lord  as  his  guest, 
this  would  be  the  most  wonderful  Christmas  of  all, 
and  he  kept  running  to  look  out  the  window 
whenever  he  heard  a  footstep  outside. 

The  first  time  he  glanced  out,  he  saw  a 
shabby  beggar  whose  shoes  were  worn  and  broken. 
Conrad's    heart    was    touched    and    he 
quickly  opened  the  door. 

"Come   in,   come  in  and   get  warm,' 
he  invited.  "Your  feet  must  be  frozen 
I  have  some  shoes  you  might  like  to 
have,  and  an  extra  coat." 

The  beggar  accepted  the   shoes 
and  coat  gratefully.  When  he  had 
gone,  Conrad  noticed  the  time  and     / 
wondered    when    his    guest 
would  appear.  Had  the  Lord    J\j~ 
forgotten  him? 

Before    long,    there    came    a 
knock   and   he   sprang   up    ....     i    -  - 
eagerly  to  open  the  door.  A  bent 
old    woman    dressed    in    black    stood 
before  him.  She  was  cold  and  tired  and 
hungry,  and  asked  if  she  might  come  in  and 
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rest  a  while.  Again  Conrad  felt  compassion.  He 
gave  her  food  and  drink  from  the  table  he  had 
prepared  for  his  special  guest,  and  then  the  old 
woman  rested. 

It  was  getting  late  and  Conrad  was  filled  with 
dismay.  Had  he  misunderstood?  Was  the  Lord  not 
coming? 

Soon  after  the  old  woman  had  left  his  warm 
shelter,  he  heard  someone  crying  outside.  Again 
he  opened  his  friendly  door.  This  time  it  was  a 
lost  child.  Conrad  drew  her  inside,  wiped  away 
her  tears  and  quieted  her  fears.  Then  he  led  her 
home. 

When  he  returned  to  his  shop  his  heart  was 
heavy  with  sorrow  and  disappointment,  for  he  felt 
sure  the  Lord  was  not  coming.  He  went  to  a 
room  at  the  back  of  his  shop  and  knelt  to  pray. 

"Dear  Lord,"  he  began,  "I  have  waited  all 
day.  Why  didn't  You  come?  I  wanted  so  much  to 
see  You  and  serve  You." 

In  the  silence  there  came  a  gentle  voice: 

"Lift  up  your  head,  Conrad,  for 
I  kept  My  word.  Three  times 
I  came  to  your  door  .  .  . 
I  was  the  beggar  with  the 

frozen  feet; 
I  was  the  woman  you 

gave  to  eat; 
I  was  the  child  on  the 
homeless  street." 

"Verily  I  say  unto  you, 
Inasmuch  as  ye  have 
done  it  unto  one  of  the 
least  of  these  my 
brethren,  ye  have  done  it 
unto  me"  (Matthew 
25:40).  □ 
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Carnenque  Pholo 


THE  SWEETEST  STORY  EVER  TOLD 

Christmas  is  the  time  of  year 
When  men  abound  with  love  and  cheer; 
When  candles  burn  with  glowing  light 
And  children's  smiles  are  sweet  and  bright. 

When  faces  tired  from  so  much  frowning 
Find  relief  in  love's  surrounding; 
When  hatred,  greed,  and  sinfulness 
Are  lost  from  sight  in  happiness. 

But  most  of  all  it  is  the  time 
For  the  sweetest  story,  so  sublime; 
When  God,  the  Father,  in  His  love 
Sent  down  His  Son  from  high  above. 

When  the  virgin  Mary  in  innocence 
Brought  forth  the  Son  in  magnificence. 
When  angels  sang  a  glorious  theme 
That  I  Am  has  come,  peace  to  bring. 

When  shepherds  ran  in  joy  divine 
To  find  the  child  from  David's  line; 
When  wise  men  traveled  from  afar 
To  find  the  answer  for  the  star. 

When  Joseph  watched  in  admiration 

A  scene  of  eternal  duration; 

When  cattle  lowed  in  their  shelter  den 

While  the  heavenly  child  shared  the  manger  bin. 

To  such  a  story  the  wise  might  say 
It  is  but  foolishness,  this  Christmas  way. 
But  to  the  humble,  whom  Christ  has  found 
It's  the  sweetest  story:  "Heaven's  sound." 

— Joseph  R.  Chambers 


And  the  Word  was  made  flesh, 
and  dwelt  among  us,  (and  we 

beheld  his  glory,  the  glory 

as  of  the  only  begotten  of  the 

Father,]  full  of  grace  and  truth" 

(John  1:14). 
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Mom  keeps  saying  I'll  hit  my  growing  spurt  when  its  right  for  me, 

but  so  Jar  nothing  has  happened.  I  am 
getting  pretty  tired  of  being  kidded  about  it. 


Harold   M.   Lambert 


i 


First  Day  01 

SKIS 

by'Martha  P.John&t 


■>, 
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There's  the  lodge!"  my 
cousin  yelled,  as  we 
turned  in  the  lane  that 
led  to  Pine  Valley  Ski  Resort. 
Jeffrey  nearly  squashed  me  as 
he  leaned  across  to  see. 

"Okay,  okay!"  I  said,  poking 
him.  "You  don't  have  to 
flatten  me." 

Jeffrey  sat  bacK,  grinning. 
"Not  my  fault  you're  such  a 
shrimp." 

There  he  went  again,  teasing 
me  about  my  size.  Jeffrey  and 
I  are  the  same  age,  and  for 
years  there  wasn't  an  inch 
difference  between  us.  All  of  a 
sudden  this  year  he  started  to 
grow.  Now  he  towers  over  me. 
Mom  keeps  saying  I'll  hit  my 
growing  spurt  when  it's  right  for 
me,  but  so  far  nothing  has 
happened.  And  that  day  at  the 
ski  lodge  I  was  getting  pretty 
tired  of  being  kidded  about  it. 

The  fact  that  I'd  never 
skied  before  made  it  even  worse. 
To  hear  him  tell  it,  Jeffrey 
was  another  Jean-Claude  Killy. 
He  showed  me  where  to  rent 
my  skis. 

"Be  sure  to  tell  them  it's 
your  first  day  on  skis,"  Jeffrey 
reminded  me  at  the  rental 
office.  "They'll  give  you  nice, 
short,  beginner  skis.  See  you 
later.  I'm  going  to  hit  the 
slopes." 

Off  he  marched,  nice,  long  skis 
over  his  shoulder.  I  began  to 
wonder  if  I  should  have  stayed 
home. 

I  soon  forgot  that,  though, 
once  I  was  actually  getting 
fitted  with  boots,  skis,  and  poles. 
There  were  lots  of  other 
beginners.  A  big  guy  in  a  blue 
jacket,  with  a  Pine  Valley 
patch,  took  charge  of  us. 

"I'm  Ted  Hansen,"  he  said. 
"For  the  next  hour  and  a  half 
I'll  be  your  ski  instructor. 


Stick  with  me  and  by  this 
afternoon  you'll  be  sailing 
down  the  novice  slopes  with  no 
trouble  at  all." 

Ted's  enthusiasm  was  catching. 
I  felt  excited  as  we  moved  out 
onto  the  area  marked  "School 
Slope." 

One  of  the  first  things  I 
learned  was  how  to  fall.  Ted 
laughed  and  said  falling  was  part 
of  skiing.  He  showed  me  how 
to  use  a  pole  to  push  myself 
back  up. 

The  hour  and  a  half  went  fast. 
Along  with  teaching  us  the 
sidestep,  the  snowplow,  and  a 
few  other  things,  Ted  also 
gave  us  a  safety  lesson.  He 
showed  us  Alpine  Trail  signs 
which  tell  the  skier  what's  ahead. 
He  cautioned  us  to  stay  on 
trails  marked  with  a  green  circle. 

"Keep  at  it,"  he  said  as  he 
closed  the  session,  "and  one  of 
these  days  you'll  be  flying 
down  the  Challenge." 

Maybe.  But  I  decided  for 
now  I'd  stick  to  Powder  Puff. 
Riding  up  the  ski  lift  was 
exciting  enough  for  me. 

I  hadn't  seen  Jeffrey  all 
morning.  He  finally  skied  up  and 
clapped  me  on  the  back  so 
hard  I  almost  fell  over.  "Hey! 
How's  it  going,  Shrimp?" 

"Pretty  good.  I  haven't  broken 
anything  yet." 

"Stick  to  the  beginner  area," 
he  said.  "Leave  the 
black-diamond  slopes  for  pros 
like  me." 

I  watched  him  wave  and  ski 
off  toward  the  top  of  the 
Challenge.  I  knew  he  was  good 
but  I  didn't  know  he  was  that 
good.  I  decided  to  go  down 
Powder  Puff  again,  even 
though  it  was  lunchtime.  From 
below  I  had  a  good  view  of 
the  Challenge,  and  could  see 
Jeffrey's  run. 


When  I  got  to  the  bottom,  I 
moved  over  to  the  tree  line 
that  marked  the  boundary 
between  slopes.  There  was 
Jeffrey.  I  saw  his  bright  green 
jacket  disappear  behind  some 
trees. 

Turning  to  head  back  to  the 
lift,  I  also  saw  something  that 
froze  me  in  my  tracks.  That 
sign!  Jeffrey  had  skied  right  past 
it.  The  lower  part  of  the 
Challenge  was  posted  with  the 
octagonal  sign  with  a  slash 
across  it  meaning  trail  closed! 

I  couldn't  think  what  to  do. 
Should  I  go  back  up  to  the  top 
for  help?  What  if  Jeffrey  were 
hurt  down  there? 

I  thought  of  the  lift.  Most 
people  had  gone  in  to  eat  but  I 
saw  one  figure  on  the  lift.  I 
jumped  up  and  down,  yelled, 
and  waved  my  poles  in  the 
air,  pointing  down  the  slope.  The 
figure  waved  back.  I  could 
only  hope  he  understood  what  I 
was  trying  to  say. 

Quickly  I  kicked  off  my  skis.  I 
wouldn't  dare  try  going  after 
Jeffrey  on  skies.  My  only  chance 
was  to  go  down  through  the 
trees,  hoping  I  could  find  him. 

It  was  hard  going.  Ski  boots 
aren't  made  to  walk  in.  When  I 
rounded  the  curve  to  get  a 
better  view  of  the  trail,  I  forgot 
all  that. 

The  trail  had  been  closed.  Sun 
glittered  from  a  patch  of  sheer 
ice,  probably  twenty  feet  long, 
right  where  the  trail  curved 
off  to  the  left.  Below  that,  at  the 
top  of  a  steep  drop,  a  figure 
in  a  green  jacket  lay  sprawled  in 
the  snow! 

I  scrambled  down  toward 
Jeffrey  as  fast  as  I  could, 
praying  as  I  went.  At  last  I  was 
just  a  few  feet  above  him.  He 
clutched  the  base  of  one  of  the 
tiny,  gnarled  trees  that  dotted 
the  mountain. 
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Slowly  .  .  .  very  slowly  .  .  . 
I  edged  my  way  down  to  him. 
When  he  saw  me,  I  tried  to 
smile. 

"It's  okay,  Jeffrey.  I'm 
almost  there." 

"Go  back,"  he  cried.  "Get 
somebody  to  help.  You  can't 
hold  me." 

The  steep,  rocky  slope  below 
looked  hungry  for  both  of  us. 
I  shook  that  thought  out  of  my 
mind  and  concentrated  on 
crawling  over  to  the  tree.  When 
I  put  my  hand  on  it,  I 
thought  it  trembled.  "Dear  Lord, 
let  it  be  strong  enough  to  hold 
us,"  I  prayed. 

Now  that  I  was  close 
enough  to  grab  him,  I  could  see 
why  Jeffrey  was  holding  on 
with  only  one  hand.  His  right 
arm  was  twisted  so  oddly  I 
knew  it  was  broken. 

"Help  is  on  the  way,"  I  told 
him  as  I  carefully  tested  my 
weight  against  the  tree.  "We'll 
just  hold  on  until  it  comes." 

"I  can't  hold  on  much 
longer,"  Jeffrey  gasped.  "And 
you're  not  strong  enough  to 
hold  me." 

"I've  got  strength  I  haven't 
even  used  yet,"  I  told  him.  And 
then  I  prayed.  Dear  Lord, 
make  that  true.  Give  me  some 
of  Your  strength,  because  I 
don't  think  mine  is  going  to  be 
enough. 

I  tightened  my  grip  on 
Jeffrey's  arm  but  it  seemed  to 
be  slipping.  I  couldn't  get  a  good 
hold  on  the  smooth  surface  of 
his  jacket.    What'll  I  do?  I 
thought,  panicky. 

Suddenly  I  saw  a  way! 
Gripping  him  with  one  hand,  I 
used  the  other  to  pull  off  my 
belt. 

"What're  you  doing?"  Jeffrey 
murmured.  He  was  awfully 


white,  I  thought.  It  wouldn't  be 
long  before  he  passed  out. 

"I'm  going  to  fasten  the  belt 
around  your  arm,"  I  told  him, 
doing  it  quickly,  "and  buckle  it 
to  the  tree.  Then  we  will  both 
be  safe  unless  the  whole  tree 
goes  down  the  mountain." 

I  tried  to  make  it  sound  like  a 
joke,  but  I  was  worried.  The 
tree  was  so  small.  How  could  it 
continue  to  support  our 
weight?  Still,  there  wasn't 
anything  else  to  do.  I'd  just 
have  to  trust  God  that  the  tree 
was  strong  enough. 

We  hung  there  on  the 
mountain  for  what  seemed  like 
forever.  Finally  I  heard  the  roar 
of  a  snowmobile.  It  came 
toward  us,  a  stretcher  dangling 
behind.  Two  men  stopped 
above  us.  One  climbed  down,  the 
other  prepared  the  stretcher. 

"Look  out,"  I  said  as  he  came 
closer.  "The  tree  won't  hold 
all  of  us!" 

Ted  Hansen  smiled.  "Sure  it 
will.  Just  trust  me.  We'll  soon 
have  your  friend  out  of  this." 

Ted  was  as  good  as  his  word. 
In  a  few  minutes  Jeffrey  was 
safely  strapped  into  the  stretcher 
and  I  was  wedged  between 
Ted  and  the  other  man  for  the 
trip  back  to  the  lodge. 

I  sat  in  the  hallway  outside 
the  first-aid  station,  wondering 
if  I  should  call  my  aunt  or  let 
the  doctor  do  it.  Ted  came 
out  of  the  office. 

"Is  he  okay?"  I  asked. 
"How  bad  is  it?" 

"Take  it  easy,"  Ted  said. 
"He's  going  to  be  fine.  He  just 
has  a  broken  wrist.  His 
mother's  on  the  way  to  pick  you 
both  up." 

I  sank  back  on  the  bench. 
Thank  You,  Lord. 

"You  know,"  Ted  went  on, 
"that  was  a  pretty  clever 


move  of  yours,  fastening  your 
cousin  to  the  tree  that  way." 

I  thought  of  how  scared  I'd 
been,  of  how  I'd  prayed  for 
strength,  for  me  and  the  tree. 

"I  was  afraid  the  tree 
wouldn't  hold.  It  was  so  small." 

"A  funny  thing  about  trees 
this  high  in  the  mountains,"  Ted 
said.  "They're  small  all  right, 
and  twisted,  too,  from  the  cold 
and  the  wind.  But  they  have 
to  be  mighty  strong  to  survive 
up  here.  They  send  their  roots 
down  a  long  way,  through  the 
rocks  to  get  nourishment." 

He  wiped  his  forehead. 
"Sometimes  people  are  like 
that.  They  can  dip  down  pretty 
deep,  and  find  strength  they 
didn't  know  they  had." 

I  thought  of  the  strength  I'd 
found  when  I'd  prayed,  and  I 
nodded  thankfully. 

"I  know  what  you  mean,"  I 
told  him.  "Sometimes  you  have 
to  go  right  to  the  source."  □ 


i 


/rj 


Lighted  Pathway,  December,  1981 


MISSING  CHRISTMAS,  Continued  from  page  15 

heard  angels.  They  did  not 
miss  Christmas! 

The  wise  men  .  .  .  they 
were  not  even  Jews.  They  did 
not  have  a  religious  heritage 
like  Israel.  However,  they  saw 
the  star  and  followed  it  to  the 
Christ  Child.  They  did  not  miss 
Christmas! 

Simeon  and  Anna  .  .  .  poor 
but  saintly  people  who  looked 
for  redemption  in  Jerusalem  and 
who  believed  the  Scriptures 
(Luke  2:25-38).  They  did  not 
miss  Christmas! 

Why  did  these  people  find 
Christmas? 

Because  they  admitted  their 
need.  They  were  honest  and 
humble  enough  to  submit  to 
Christ  as  Savior. 

Today  if  we  acknowledge  our 
need,  humble  ourself,  then  we 
too  will  find  the  Christ,  Lord  of 
lords  and  King  of  kings. 

We  are  not  wrong  to  think 
giving  so  much  a  part  of 


Christmas.  It  is.  Christ  gave 
Himself.  We  should  give 
ourself. 

For  Christmas  one  little  girl 
gave  her  mother  several  small 
boxes  tied  with  bright  ribbons. 
Inside  each  box  was  a  slip  of 
paper.  On  one  slip  was 
printed,  "Good  for  two  flower 
weedings."  Another  said, 
"Good  for  two  batches  of 
cookies."  Yet  another,  "Good 
for  two  floor  scrubbings."  That 
child  understood  the  spirit  of 
Christmas. 

Here  are  some  Christmas 
suggestions:  (1)  Choose  a  needy 
family  to  whom  you  can  take 
gifts.  (2)  Visit  a  shut-in.  (3) 
Gather  as  a  family  and  share 
scriptures,  prayers,  and  hymns. 

Emerson  wrote,  "The  only 
gift  is  a  portion  of  thyself." 

As  Christ  gave  Himself  for 
us,  the  most  noble  thing  we  can 
do  is  give  ourself  to  Him  and 
to  others. 

Let  us  not  miss  Christmas.  [ 


A  HOLIDAY'S  COMIN' 

A  holiday's  comin',  the  traffic  is  hummin', 

For  people  are  runnin'  from  hither  to  yon. 

There  won't  be  no  stoppin'  the  fireworks  a'poppin', 

Cause  young'uns  and  grown  ups  just  will  have  their  fun. 

I've  just  been  a'thinkin',  there'll  be  lots  of  drinkin'. 
The  wrecks  will  be  many,  the  deaths  not  a  few. 
There  won't  be  no  keepin'  the  Reaper  from  reapin', 
But  you  can  make  certain  he  doesn't  reap  you. 

As  you  may  remember,  last  year  in  December, 
The  vital  statistics  had  us  in  a  fix; 
They  said  there  was  dyin',  with  children  a'cryin'. 
Cause  liquor  and  gasoline  simply  won't  mix. 

If  you  must  be  travelin',  the  miles  be  unravelin', 
Then  these  words  of  caution  you  shouldn't  forget: 
Make  sure  that  you're  sober,  and  then  next  October 
You'll  look  back  and  say,  "Neighbor,  I  ain't  dead  yet." 

Don't  be  a  statistic,  just  be  optimistic, 

And  trust  in  your  Maker  whatever  you  do. 

The  man  with  the  sickle  will  be  just  plumb  tickled, 

But  don't  let  that  fickle  "Grim  Reaper"  reap  you. 

W.  L.  (Bill)  Hopper 
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Update 


uring  the  recent  Congress  on  Youth  World  Evangelism  I  talked  to  many 
young  people  who  have  found  a  new  meaning  for  the  word 
dedication.  Before,  dedication  had  been  a  matter  of  a  special  feeling 
or  a  special  time  of  prayer  during  a  church  service  with  no  real  follow-up 
involvement.  Admittedly,  the  church  has  been  guilty  of  challenging  but  not 
channelling  young  people  into  service. 

Dedication  demands  action.  It  is  not  enough  to  turn  from  that  which  is 
sinful.  We  must  also  turn  to  that  which  is  good. 

Dedication  is  the  mature  action  of  giving  to  God  what  really  belongs  to 
Him  already.  We  are  then  free  to  set  our  affections  on  things  above  rather 
than  on  things  of  this  world. 

Scripture  is  specific  regarding  dedication.  "I  beseech  you  therefore, 
brethren,  by  the  mercies  of  God,  that  ye  present  your  bodies  a  living 
sacrifice,  holy,  acceptable  unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable  service. 
And  be  not  conformed  to  this  world:  but  be  ye  transformed  by  the  renewing 
of  your  mind,  that  ye  may  prove  what  is  that  good,  and  acceptable, 
and  perfect,  will  of  God"  (Romans  12:1,  2). 

Paul  Kauffman,  guest  speaker  during  the  congress,  helped  us 
understand  dedication  in  the  sense  of  giving  ourself  to  God  as  a  living 
sacrifice.  Speaking  of  Jesus,  Brother  Kauffman  said,  "He  could  save  others, 
but  Himself  He  could  not  save.  He  gave  Himself  to  the  death  of  the  Cross — 
now  He  calls  on  us  to  give  our  bodies  a  living  sacrifice." 

Post-congress  evaluation  reveals  that  young  people  made  more  than  a 
surface  dedication.  Letters  have  arrived  outlining  action  that  has  already 
been  taken.  A  two-hundred-dollar  world-missions  offering  was  received  in  one 
church  after  a  young  man  testified  of  the  way  God  had  touched  his  life 
during  the  congress.  Two  other  young  people  spoke  with  their  pastor, 
desiring  to  personally  support  native  workers.  One  young  lady  has  already 
left  Tennessee  to  serve  God  in  Europe  during  the  coming  year.  A  very 
capable  couple  from  a  soulhern  state  have  felt  the  touch  of  God  on  their 
lives  and  are  going  to  present  themselves  for  two  years  of  service  on  the 
mission  field  before  entering  their  profession. 

Our  day  calls  for  extreme  dedication.  We  have  every  reason  to  believe 
Church  of  God  young  people  are  ready  to  make  that  kind  of 
commitment.  □ 

'A,  Davis 
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THE  NIGHT  THE  GIANT  ROLLED  OVER  by  Jerry  Jenkins 

In  an  earthquake  you've  got  no  place  to  hide.  Indoors  or  outdoors,  in  a  tent,  a  grass 
hut,  or  a  sturdy  building,  your  world  convulses  all  around  you.  All  you  can  do  is  hang  on. 
And  pray.  And  then  brace  yourself  for  hours  or  even  days  of  eerie  aftershocks. 

The  Christian  missionaries  of  Irian  Jaya  in  eastern  Indonesia  experienced  a  night  like 
that.  The  primitive  tribes  of  the  region  called  it  The  Night  the  Giant  Rolled  Over,  and  it  set 
in  motion  a  series  of  events — some  tragic,  some  miraculous — that  would  forever  change 
the  impact  of  the  gospel  upon  the  people  of  Irian  Jaya. 

The  story  Jerry  Jenkins  tells  was  gathered  from  the  people  who  were  there.  His  record 
of  the  earthquake,  one  of  the  most  violent  in  recent  history,  pulsates  with  all  the 
adventure,  suspense,  bold  courage  and  unquenchable  love  you'd  expect  from  a  novel. 
Yet  the  narrative  breathes  with  Christian  conviction.  Its  heroes  and  heroines  are  believers 
who  have  found  that  a  Christ-led  life  at  the  ends  of  the  earth  is  more  sustaining  than  all 
the  material  advantages  of  their  homeland. 

The  heart  of  the  book  depicts  the  valiant  exploits  of  the  Mission  Aviation  Fellowship 
(MAF).  This  unlikely  band  of  daring  disciples  has  for  years  made  dangerous  flights  to 
remote  outposts  in  countries  around  the  globe.  The  pilots  keep  missionaries  supplied  with 
the  resources  to  carry  out  their  ministries  of  evangelism,  literacy,  and  Christian  education. 

In  Irian  Jaya,  MAF  pilots  became  the  solitary  lifeline  to  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
people.  For  months  they  risked  their  lives  to  bring  in  food,  clofjiing,  seed,  medical 
supplies,  and  relief  experts,  all  the  while  keeping  their  commitments  to  their  fellow 
missionaries. 

A  natural  disaster  destroyed  the  villages  of  Irian  Jaya.  But  the  providence  of  God  has 
created  new  life  and  hope  in  the  hearts  of  the  people.  (Word  Books,  Waco,  TX  76703. 
Hardback,  $8.95.) 


BETRAYED  by  Stan  Telchin 

This  book  is  a  gem,  one  ideally  suited  to  helping  every  Christian  understand  the 
situation  faced  by  believing  Jews  in  today's  world. 

Stan  Telchin,  age  fifty,  Jewish,  a  successful  insurance  man  and  member  of  the 
million-dollar  round  table,  felt  betrayed  when  he  learned  in  a  telephone  conversation  that 
his  older  daughter  Judy  had  accepted  Jesus  as  the  Messiah.  How  could  she? 

Stan's  anger  was  bone  deep. 

Loving  his  daughter,  though,  ana  understanding  that  she  needed  help,  not  ridicule,  Stan 
vowed  to  read  the  Bible,  to  study,  and  to  prove  how  wrong  Judy  was.  Stan's  wife,  Ethel, 
agreed  to  join  him  in  the  research,  each  studying  independently. 

The  search  was  long.  Confusing.  Emotionally  trying.  Stan  discovered  much  he  did  not 
know  about  his  own  Jewish  roots.  He  learned  things  he  did  not  know  about  Abraham  and 
the  covenant  which  had  distinguished  Jews  for  thousands  of  years.  Most  of  all,  he  learned 
about  Jesus  as  a  person. 

Stan  Telchin's  search  led  him  eventually  to  an  open  confession  that  Jesus  Christ  of 
Nazareth  was  and  is  the  true  Messiah,  for  all  men,  Jew  and  Gentile  alike.  This  book  lets 
us  travel  with  Stan  down  that  long  road,  and  it  strengthens  both  faith  and  brotherhood. 
(Published  by  Chosen  Books.  Hardback,  $7.95.  At  Pathway  Press  or  local  bookstores.) 
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Ho\a/  to  Have  a 

UNMISERABLI 


1.  Slow  down  and  enjoy. 
Don't  run  yourself  ragged  in  helter-skelter 
preparation.  Cultivate  peace,  satisfaction, 
and  life  abundant;  not  the  Christmas  blues. 


3.  Give  gifts  that  really  count — gifts 
of  yourself,  of  time,  of  thought,  and  of 
love — a  plate  of  fudge, 
13     a  jar  of  honey,  a  craft  of  your  hands. 
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:hristmas 


iter&Artist,  Larry  E.  Neagle 


Make  it  a  time  of  giving,  not  getting, 
time  for  others,  not  self. 


5.  Seek  a  true  Christmas  spirit — a 
spirit  of  grace,  joy,  and  love. 


W 


"FOR  UNTO  UOU   IS 
BORN  TM\S  bm  IN 
THE   Cfry  OF  DPvVJlD 
P\     SRV)\OR,        


um\ca  is  chr\st 

THE    LORD." 
LUKE  Z- 1 1 
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©  Larry  E    Neagle 


6.  Above  all,  remember  the 
day  to  keep  it  holy. 
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"I'm  not  a  turkey." 

"Sure  you  are." 

"Why  do  you  say  that?" 

"Because  you  act  like  a 
turkey.  And,  when  a  guy  acts 
like  a  turkey,  then  he  may  as 
well  be  a  turkey." 

"You're  crazy." 

"Oh  yeah.  Then  why  is  it  you 
let  other  people  tell  you  what 
to  do?" 

"I  don't." 

"Sure  you  do.  Just  the  other 
day  at  school  .  .  .  even 
though  you  knew  better  and 
even  though  you  always 
vowed  you  wouldn't  .  .  .  you  let 
the  guys  talk  you  into  taking 
a  puff.  Just  like  a  turkey. 
Following  along." 

"Only  once." 

"What  difference  does  that 
make?  A  turkey  is  a  turkey. 
Besides,  you  and  I  both  know 
it'll  happen  again.  If  you  couldn't 
say  no  then,  you  won't  say 
no  next  time.  Gobble,  gobble, 
gobble." 

"You're  wrong." 

"What  about  that  so-called 
class  party  during 
Thanksgiving?" 

26 


You 
Turkey' 


"Well  ...  eh  ...  it  was  just 
a  party." 

"Just  a  party  you  didn't  go  to 
in  the  first  place.  Just  a  party 
you  lied  about.  You  were  with 
the  boys  down  at  Joe's  place. 
Going  along  with  the  crowd. 
Laughing  at  the  dirty  jokes. 
Gobble,  gobble,  gobble.  Just  one 
more  turkey.  Blind.  Insensitive. 
Headed  for  the  slaughter." 

"Slaughter?" 

"May  as  well  call  it  that." 

"I  don't  get  you." 

"Call  it  judgment.  Retribution. 
Whatever.  Turkeys  don't  live 
forever,  you  know." 

"Well  .  .  .  maybe  I'll 
change  .  .  ." 

"Not  by  yourself,  you 
won't." 

"I'll  get  help." 

"From  those  friends  of  yours? 
Ha!  They  can't  help 
themselves  or  you.  Besides,  they 
don't  want  to  help.  They  like 
being  turkeys.  They  want  you  to 
remain  a  turkey  as  well.  It 
makes  them  feel  better." 
"What  do  you  mean?" 
"Turkeys  like  crowds.  It  gives 
them  confidence.  A  sense  of 


security.  Lets  them  get  lost  in 
so  much  gobble,  gobble, 
gobble  they  don't  have  to  think. 
Don't  have  to  reckon  with  the 
possibility  of  death." 

"You  mean  .  .  .  it's  too 
late  ..." 

"I  didn't  say  that.  I  just  said 
you  won't  help  yourself.  Can't 
would  be  more  like  it.  You 
can't  get  help  from  other 
turkeys,  but  there  is  help  if 
you  want  it." 

"Oh.  You  mean  .  .  .  God." 

"Who  else?" 

"Could  .  .  .  could  I  find 
Him?" 

"Right  where  you  left  Him." 

"You  know  ...  I  really  didn't 
mean  to  .  .  ." 

"Of  course  not." 

"I  really  thought  I  .  .  ." 

"There  you  go  again  .  .  . 
excuses  .  .  .  gobble,  gobble, 
gobble  .     . 
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NEW!  Six  Timely  Topics! 


This  album  consists  of 
two  cassette  tapes  con- 
taining 120  minutes  of 
vital  information  concern- 
ing parents  and  youth.  Six 
different  vital  and  timely 
subjects  are  discussed.  The 
tapes  along  with  a  resource 
guide  are  housed  in  a 
lovely  blue  and  white  vinyl 
album  cover.  The  album 
can  be  obtained  from  your 
state  youth  director  or 
from  the  General  Depart- 
ment of  Youth  and  Chris- 
tian Education.  The  cost  is 
$10. 

Subjects  vital  to  parent 
and.  youth  relationships: 

Establishing  Family 

Priorities 

Carl  Richardson 

Conflicts  of  Values 
Paul  Conn 

Dealing  With  Self- 
Rejection 
Bill  Balzano 

Parents  and  Sex 

Education 

Paul  Duncan 

Family  Devotions 
Paul  Henson 

Dare  to  Discipline 
Ron  Harvard 

Message  to  Dads 
Lamar  Vest 
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Item                                                                                         Price 

Parents  and  Youth  Albums  (cash  customers  add                 $10.00  each 
10%  for  postage  and  handling) 
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Bill  Church 
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City 

State                                                      Zip 
Signed 

Mail 

to  General  Department  of  Youth  and  Christian  Education,  Keith  at  25th  St., 
Cleveland,  Tennessee  37311  or  write  your  state  director. 
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